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In a short Preface to the first edition of my English version of the 
Bhagavad-Gita (published by wRITERS WORKSHOP in 1965) I wrote: 
“I first translated the Gita in 1947, in rhymed English verse.” 
[Numerous extracts, including a generous portion of Canto 10, were 
printed in the St Xavier’s College magazine The Xaverian, December 
1947]. “It was an adolescent experiment and though a couplet or 
two may not have sounded too bad, the iambs and anapaests in 
general appeared to be contrived, precious, and terribly archaic. 

“Another attempt in prose, five years later, became too flat. The 
original has the dignity and memorability of a chanted poem. Prose 
is too thin a medium for it. 

“The essential structure of the Gita, however, is question-and- 
answer. Arjuna questions; Krishna answers. The tone is lofty, but 
intimate; highly serious, but friendly, sacred, but colloquially so. The 
present translation tries to preserve the dialogue spirit of the Sanskrit, 
a spirit marked by simplicity, grace, brevity, and clarity. I have tried 
to retain the Gita’s sweetness of persuasion and strength of 
conviction. 

“Readers who discover in my version a certain dramatic quality 
will be right in inferring that I see the sacred text of Hinduism as an 
integral part of Vyasa’s epic of India. In the epic, the Gita appears 
to have only one purpose: to get Arjuna to fight. It is fitted neatly 
into the grand design of dharmaksetra Kuruksetra.” 

A revised edition appeared in 1968, but I was not entirely satisfied 
with either version. Arjuna’s behaviour on the battlefield — his refusal 
to fight and kill his relatives — inspired and simultaneously baffled 
me. It seemed to be out of character. Why should a Ksatriya hesitate 
to do his military duty? I felt the answer must lie in the fotality of 
Arjuna’s character, and to discover that totality I embarked on a 
major project: to transcreate the Mahabharata Sloka by Sloka, hoping 
in the process to find at least a few clues to clarify at least one of what 
I consider to be the three focal controversy-points in the Gita. 

Sixty years and three hundred and thirty six transcreated 
fascicules later, I have a few glimmerings, but still not the complete 
answer (assuming that there is a complete answer). Arjuna is a 
searching, because troubled, man, unlike his brothers who are 
satisfied with conventional values. He is the only Pandava brother 
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whose variety of erotic adventures suggests an almost restlessly 
twentieth-century hero seeking self-fulfilment through sexual 
satisfaction. He marries the princesses of Kalinga, Cedi, Madra, 
Magadha, and Yavana; in Hardwar he has a son Iravat by Ulupi, the 
Naga princess; in Manipura he marries Citrangada and has a son by 
her named Babhru-vahana; in Dvaraka he abducts and marries 
Krishna’s sister Subhadra and has a son by her, Abhimanyu. Bhima 
(who marries the raksasi Hidimba) and the other Pandavas have a 
wife each, apart from their common wife Draupadi. I suspect that 
Arjuna’s mental makeup is worrying and questing, individualistic, 
even protestant. He cannot lose (because he possesses the invincible 
Gandiva bow), yet he will not fight. He prefers to be the world’s first 
pacifist, a conscientiously objecting, bravely quaking and Quaker 
Hindu. To call him a “eunuch”, as Krishna does [II:3], is an injustice. 
It requires a very special kind of courage to be “shamefully weak” in 
the Arjuna manner. For Arjuna stands for ahimsa, Krishna 
recommends a war of dharma [II:31]; Arjuna in the Gita is, for 
whatever reason, the humanist, and Krishna, for whatever reason, is 
the militarist. And there is no reconciliation between these two 
fearfully opposed philosophies. 

Which leads to the second focal point of debate in the Gita— I 
mean the nature of the Cosmic Revelation in Cantos 10 and 11.. A 
careful reading of the Gitawill show that Arjuna keeps on questioning 
and arguing with Krishna until Canto 10. “You are confusing me 
with contradictory advice,” he says [III : 2]. Quite naturally, for 
Krishna at one point comes up with a startling suggestion — the 
atman is eternal : only the body dies; so go ahead and kill — you will 
kill only the body, the atman will remain unaffected [II : 19-21]. 
There could hardly be a better example of forked-tongue 
speciousness, and Arjuna is justified in asking if such dynamic “action” 
is not worse than his passive non-doing based on “knowledge” and 
conscience: 


“Janardana-Krishna! 
According to you, knowledge is superior to action. 
If that is so, Kesava-Krishna, 
Why are you urging me to do this horrible deed?” 
(III : 1] 


The truth of the matter surely is that no rational refutation is 
possible of the essential humanist position that killing is wrong, 
especially when such a stand is grounded in a clean conscience and is 
cleanly argued. Some of the answers given by Krishna appear to be 
evasive and occasionally not unsophistic. When logic fails, Krishna 
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apparently resorts to divine magic, to maya The Gitais transformed 
from a reasoning dialogue in Cantos 1-9 to a poetical and mystical 
darshan in Cantos 10-11. Unable to satisfy a worried warrior’s stricken 
conscience by rational argument, Krishna opts for the unusual — he 
stuns Arjuna with a glorious “revelation” of psychedelic intensity. 
He succeeds: from Canto 12 Arjuna accepts whatever Krishna has to 
offer. Brain is overpowered by bhakti — but is it ethical to silence 
logic with magic? It seems to me that Krishna employs a confidence 
trick and, being Divinity, he not only gets away with it but actually is 
praised in some quarters for providing a climactic mystic vision. What 
I mean is that, in the twenty-first century, in the contemporary world, 
apocalyptically threatened by the unchecked proliferation of nuclear 
mushrooms, Arjuna stands for the voice of invincible conscience — 
he is the humanist hero who has risen above the demands of military 
caste and convention-ridden community. His plight on the field of 
Kuruksetra is not an abstract, condemnable intellectual perplexity 
that can be juggled away by a “Cosmic Multi-Revelation”. It is a 
painful and honest problem that Krishna should have faced on its 
own terms, painfully and honestly, and apparently did not. Or so the 
modern unimpressed mind thinks. 

The third and last moral and religious insight — there are many 
others, but these three I consider to be the most stimulating and 
relevant in our age — comes in Canto 15. Krishna describes a “cosmic 
fig-tree” whose roots are in the sky, whose fruits are on earth. “Slice 
this firm-rooted asvattha fig-tree with the sharp sword of non- 
attachment,” he advises Arjuna, thus ending your karma and 
obtaining moksa. The coordinates of moksa are not given because 
freedom, if truly free, can have no limiting coordinates, no how-to- 

achieve-it gimmickry. 

_ This cosmic fig-tree is a metaphor for one of Hinduism’s 
profoundest and subtlest beliefs, a metaphor that has found its way 
into Indian village folklore as the Kalpa-taru, the Wish-Fulfilling 
Tree. The Bengali folksinger Ram Prosad Sen has a song in which 
he says: “Let’s go, my mind, let’s pluck the four fruits.” These are 
the fruits that hang from the Wish-Fulfilling Tree. Christopher 
Isherwood retells the parable in his anthology Vedanta for the West; I 
narrated it in my introductory essay “On Understanding India” to 
Barbara Harrison’s Learning About India (1977). It is worth repeating, 
for it helps to make Krishna’s point in the Gita clear. The story is 
exquisitely simple. 

The proverbial benevolent uncle turns up in a village and finds 
his nephews and nieces and their friends playing in a hut with pebbles 
and make-do twig-and-rag dolls. “Why play with these?” he asks. 


Introduction 8 


“Outside is the Kalpa-taru, the Wish-Fulfilling Tree. Stand under it, 
and wish. It will give you anything you want.” 

The children don’t believe him. They know the world’s not 
structured to give you whatever you want. Yo have to struggle very 
hard for the smallest reward — and, of course, others always seem to 
get the plums, for they have what is known as “connections”. 

They smile knowingly. The uncle leaves. 

No sooner has he left, however, than they rush to the Tree, and 
start wishing. They want sweets — and they get stomach ache. The 
want toys — and they get boredom. Bigger and better toys—bigger 
and better boredom. 

This worries them. Something must be wrong somewhere. 
Someone is tricking them. What is this unpleasant unsuspected 
unwanted extra that tags along with the sweets and the toys? 

What they have not realised yet is that the Wish-Fulfilling Tree is 
the enormously generous but totally unsentimental cosmos. It will 
give you exactly what you want — “This will be your wish-fulfilling 
cow,” says Krishna [III: 10] — and with it its built-in opposite. Nothing 
in this world comes single, everything comes with its built-in opposite. 
The tragedy of the world is not that we don’t get what we want, but 
that we always get exactly what we want — along with its built-in 
opposite. Wish it, think it, dream it, do it — voila, you’ve got it! — and, 
literally, you’ve had it. That’s it —- having and being had. 

So the children grow up and become, euphemistically, “young 
adults”. They reallly are just a bunch of over-grown kids, all trapped 
under the Wishing Tree. Instead of sweets and toys — childish trifles! 
— they now crave Sex, Fame, Money, and Power, the four sweet 
fruits that grow on the tree. Bittersweet fruits. There are, truly 
speaking, no other fruits. There is nothing else to be had. 

They reach out and bite each of these four fruits and get the same 
bitter after-taste of dis-appointment and disillusionment. But they 
go on wishing, because there seems to be little else that one can do 
under the Wishing Tree. Creatures come and go, the Tree is always 
there. 

Then they grow old, and are stretched out under the tree, lying 
on their death cots. Pathetic old Hindu senior citizens, kindly referred 
to as “guru-jana”, “respected elders”. They lie huddled in three 
security-seeking groups. The first group whispers, “It’s all a hoax. 
The world’s a farce.” Fools; they have learnt nothing. 

The second huddle whispers, “We made the wrong wishes. We'll 
wish again. This time we will make the right wish.” Bigger fools; 
they have learnt less than nothing. 

The third group is the foolishest. “What’s the point living? Nothing 
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makes sense. We want to die.” 

The obliging tree quickly grants their last desire. They die — and 
they get the built-in opposite of the death-wish — they are re-born — 
and under the same tree, for there is no other place to get born or 
re-born in. 

The parable does not end here. It speaks of a lame boy. The 
young cripple also hobbled to the tree, but was shoved aside by his 
more agile friends. So he crawled back to the hut and gazed at the 
marvellous Ygdrasil from the window, waiting for a chance to go 
and make the wish that lame boys make. What he saw from the 
window awed and nearly unnerved him. 

He saw his companions wanting sweets and getting sick. He saw 
them scrambling for Sex, Fame, Money and Power, and getting 
their opposites, and agonising — and not realising the cause of their 
anguish. He saw them divided into three groups — the Cynics, the 
self- appointed Wise Guys, and the hope-bereft Death-Wishers. He 
saw them clearly, with the poignant brilliant sharpness of naked 
truth. 

The spectacle of this cosmic swindle so impressed him that he 
stood stunned in brief, lucid bafflement. A divine comedy, a divine 
tragicomedy, the panoramic cycle of karma, was being enacted in 
front of his eyes. A gush of compassion welled in his heart for the 
victims of karma, and in that gush of compassion the lame boy 
forgot to wish. Wanted to — but forgot. He had sliced the cosmic fig- 
tree with non-attachment. 

He stood outside the orbit of the world’s ambivalence. 

He had, in showing spontaneous compassion, not done the 
planned good act, which earns heaven for its doer and leads to better 
re-birth. The Hindu heaven is a temporary state, because heaven is 
really a punishment for good deeds. 

Nor had he done the “bad” act, which earns hell, again temporary, 
after which one is born again. The Hindu tradition feels that no 
crime is so bad as to deserve an eternity of punishment. 

He had not done the absurd act, either, by opting to cop out of 
the system. After all, my life is my life, and I can take it whenever I 
want to; there is no one really to stop me. 

He had sliced the cosmic fig-tree by doing the “pure” act, the act 
of gratuitous compassion which gets no reward or punishment, since 
it lies outside the give-and-take orbit. The pure act — niskama karma 
—is its own reward. Until the gesture of the pure act is made, we are 
all trapped under the Wish-Fulfilling Tree. The cripple did not 
consciously know this. He stood, in the medicinal shade of his 
compassion and beyond the pale of the Tree, marvelling at the 
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wondrous and complex and dread fabric of the universe, and forgetting 
to wish. Forgetting — not remembering to forget. He was the “free”, 
the serene man, the genuine candidate for moksa, untouched by the 
world’s ambivalence, and by the heaven and hell the world so 
copiously offers. 

The big question is: Is such compassion possible? Krishna says, 
in effect, that act one must — the body compels it: “True giving-up is 
renunciation of fruits” [XVIII : 11]. Yes, but can the ordinary human 
being ever give up the fruits of action? Is the carrot dangled by 
Krishna ever achievable through the ego-ridden efforts of mankind? 
Is Hinduism again talking so big and positing goals so idealistic that, 
with the exception of saints, all must despair of success? Is it 
reasonable, is it practical to expect Arjuna, trained as a Ksatriya, 
expert in the arts of war, to fight without desire to win? 

The Gita does not say. Only life can teach us. Very few learn. 
Those who do, find the pure act very difficult to put into practice. 
Words are one thing; deeds another. The Vedas say, “Caraivati : 
Keep trying. Keep moving” The rest is not our business, that is, if we 
are to believe Krishna. 

The Gita begins with the word “dharma”, and ends with the word 
“mama”. My dharma: dharma mama. It’s a wonderful lesson to learn. 
When a worrying Arjuna asks, as a Ksatriya, “What if I fail? Will I not 
fall like a tattered cloud?” Krishna assures him, “Zata, dear one, the 
struggle for kalyana is never wasted.” There is no failure even if one 
does not succeed in the search for virtue, goodness, and welfare. Or, 
as T. S. Eliot puts it: Not farewell, but fare well, travellers. Neither 
Krishna, nor Vyasa, nor T. S. Eliot tells as which road is the best. Four 
roads diverge in the wood in which Dante, in the thirtieth year of his 
life, lost his bearings, as all of us do, some time or other. Which road 
to take? You are free to choose, says Krishna: Yatha icchasi, tatha kuru. 
Sva-dharma (self-preserving conscience), kula-dharma (family and 
caste duty), yuga-dharma (the pressures of the zeitgeist spirit of the 
age), or sanatana dharma (the perfect eternal morality)? Only one 
road can be taken. How will the traveller ever know which road leads 
to moksa, which to a dead-end? 


Kolkata 
August 1995 
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Janamejaya asked: “How did they fight, 

all those mahatma heroes from various lands — 
the Kauravas, Pandavas, 

and Somakas?” 


O ruler of the earth (answered Vaisampayana), 
let me tell you 

how the Kauravas, Pandavas and Somakas fought 
on tapasya-sanctified Kuruksetra. 


.Reaching Kuruksetra, the maha-powerful Pandavas 


and Kauravas and Somakas 


- drew up plans, 


hoping for their respective victories. 


Proficient in the Vedas, they looked forward 
to the battle. 

Eager to win, they arrayed their armies 
in battle formations. 


As they neared the army of Dhrtarastra’s son, 
the heroic Pandavas 
camped on the west side of the field, 

facing the east. 


Kunti’s son Yudhisthira immediately ordered 
thousands of tents 

pitched around the region 
known as the Samanta-paricaka. 


[VI:1:7-15] 
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The entire area was open and empty - 
no civilians, 

horses, chariots, elephants — 
elders and children stayed at home. 


O excellent earth-lord! 

The armies had come from all the parts 
of Jambudvipa’s mandala 

that are lit by the sun. 


Men of all complexions had gathered. 
They occupied land 

that covered many yojanas of fields, 
rivers, woods, hills. 


That bull-brave hero, raja Yudhisthira 
issued orders 

for the supply of fine food and conveniences 
to his soldiers. 


14 


Yudhisthira made arrangements for comfortable beds 


for the night. 
He devised code-words for quick recognition 
of the Pandava leaders. 


He also gave names and easily recognisable 
emblems and badges, 

so that they could be quickly identified 
during the battle. 


Seeing the emblem of Partha-Arjuna 
waving atop his flagstaff, 

Dhrtarastra’s maha-minded son 
readied his huge forces. 


He was shaded by a white umbrella; 
his hundred brothers 

surrounded him; 
a thousand elephants ee him. 


When they spotted Duryodhana, 
the belligerent Paricalas exulted; 

they blew their deafening maha-conches, 
and sounded their sweet bheri-cymbals. 


[VI:1:16-24] 
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The Pandavas and Vasudeva-Krishna 
were delighted when they saw 

the war-eager warriors of the Pancalas 
exulting on the field. 


Tiger-brave Vasudeva-Krishna 
and Dhananjaya-Arjuna, 
seated in their chariot, thrilled with joy 


and blew loudly their divine conches. 


The deafening roar of the conches 
called Paficajanya and Devadatta 
terrified the soldiers 
into urinating and defecating. 


The roaring of a lion 
terrorises other forest animals; 
similarly the blowing of the conches 
traumatised the Kauravas. 


Everything was obscured 
in a massive flurry of dust; 
the sun, shrouded in the haze, 
appeared to have set. 


A cloud appeared and released a shower 
of flesh-and-blood 

on the concourse of soldiers. 
It was weird, it was unbelievable. 


A wind began blowing, scattering millions 
of stone chips on the earth, 

and harassing the hundreds 
of thousands of soldiers. 


O Indra-among-rajas, the two armies 
waited, exulting, on Kuruksetra 
like two frothing oceans 
poised to clash. 


They stood, like two oceans 
at the end of a yuga — 

an eerie and wonderful sight 
of two armies clashing. 
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The entire area was open and empty — 
no Civilians, 

horses, chariots, elephants — 
children and elders stayed at home. 


The Kauravas, Pandavas and Somakas, 
O bull-brave Bharata, 

agreed on certain rules 
for the conduct of the battle — 


For instance, that a soldier should fight 
only an adversary equally equipped. 
Retreat after fair combat 
was perfectly honourable, 


And no soldier engaged in such withdrawal 
would be harmed. 

Those who fought with words 
would face counter-words; 

those who deserted would in no way 
be attacked. 


A chariot-hero would fight 
another chariot-hero, O Bharata, 
elephant with elephant, horse with horse, 
infantry with infantry. 
The criteria for combat were fitness, 
willingness to fight, enthusiasm, and strength. 
No unprepared or panicky soldier 
could be attacked. 


Also not to be attacked were: 
a soldier fighting another, 

or surrendering, or retreating, or broken-weaponed, 
or without armour. 


Charioteers, animals, weapon-suppliers, 
drum-beaters 

and conch-blowers could on no account 
be attacked. 


After making these agreements on war-conduct, 
the Kauravas, Pandavas, and Somakas 
stared at each other, 
pleasantly surprised. 


[VI:1:34; 2:1-7] 
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They arrayed their forces accordingly; 
and these mahatmas were happy. 

The faces of these bull-brave heroes 
expressed their joy. 
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Seeing the two armies (continued Vaigampayana) 
poised on the east and west, 

Veda-wise Vyasa, the bhagavan rsi, 
Satyavati’s son, 


The bhagavan pitamaha of the Bharatas, 

with insight into past, present, and future, — 
seeing them prepared 

for the impending calamity — 


Secretly went to Vicitravirya’s son Dhrtarastra, 
the raja who at the time 

was plunged in profound dejection 
over the machinations of his sons. 


“QO raja, time has run out for your sons 
and other earth-lords. 

They are gathered here to fight 
and to kill each other. 


O descendant of Bharata,” continued Vyasa, 
“time has run out, they are going to die. 
But Kala is what it is, 
so do not grieve. 


O lord-of-the-earth my son, 

if you wish to see them on the battlefield, 
I will grant you sight 

for this purpose.” 


“O finest of Brahma-rsis,” replied Dhrtarastra, 
“I have no desire 

to see my kinsfolk butchered. 
But I wish to hear the details.” 


[VI:2:8-16] 
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O raja! Because Dhrtarastra declined to see, 
preferring to hear about the battle, 
lord-of-favours Vyasa granted a boon 
to Sanjaya. 


“Raja,” said Vyasa, “Sanjaya will report 
the great war to you. 

Nothing that happens on the field 
will remain unrevealed to him. 


He will, with his super-sensuous sight, 
report the great battle, O raja. 

He will have knowledge of every detail 
of this war. 


Open or hidden, 

happening in daytime or at night, 
even what is only imagined - 

will be known to Sanjaya. 


No weapons will wound him, 
no activity exhaust him. 

Sanjaya, the son of Gavalgana, 
will survive the war. 


O bull-brave Bharata! 
I will arrange to circulate the glory 

of the Pandavas and the Kauravas everywhere. 
So do not grieve. 


O tiger-brave hero! Such is destiny. 
So do not grieve. 

It is inevitable. As for victory - 
victory is where dharma is.” 


Having said this (continued Vaisampayana), 
the maha-fortune-favoured bhagavan, 

the supreme grandfather of the Kauravas, 
said to Dhrtarastra: 


“Maharaja, there will be a maha-carnage 
on the battlefield. 

I have seen many omens that indicate 
heinous disaster. 
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Hawks, vultures, crows, cranes, and kankas 
can be seen 

alighting on tree-tops everywhere 
in large numbers. 


Pleased at the prospect of battle, 
these birds stare at the field. 
Flesh-eating creatures will feast 
on dead elephants and horses. 


Fearful kankas, birds of ill omen, 

wheel across the centre of the field 
and fly southwards, 

screaming as they swerve. 


O Bharata descendant, at the samdhya-twilights 
of morning and evening 

I see the rising and setting sun obscured 
by headless trunks. 


The sun at both saindhyas 
is obscured 
with three lightning-charged clouds 
that look like bludgeons: 
their edges 
are white and red, 
their centre black. 


I see the sun and the moon and the stars 
ablaze! 

I see them at night 
equally ablaze! 

I see all this in the day, 

I see all this at night. 
O colossal calamity! 


On the fifteenth full-moon night of the bright fortnight 
in the month of Kartikeya, 

I see the moon splendourless, 

It is invisible, 

Or else it blazes in the lotus-blue sky. 
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They will all be killed, the heroes. 

They will sleep like a shroud on the earth — 
all the lords of the earth, 
the rajas and the sons of rajas, 
the brave ones with arms like maces. 


Every day, at night, I see in the sky 
wild boars and wildcats 
screaming and fighting. 


I see the icons of gods 
trembling 
grimacing 
vomiting blood 
disintegrating 
toppling. 


O lord of the world, 

without being beaten, drums sound forth! 
The chariots of Ksatriyas move, 

with no animals pulling them! 


Kokilas 
Woodpeckers 
Jays 
Watercocks 
Parrots 
Crows 
Peacocks 
scream fearfully! 


Horsemen in armour 
run helter-skelter 
brandishing weapons. 
At sunrise 
swarm upon swarm of salabha-insects 


fills the sky. 


At both samdhyas, O Bharata, 

the four quarters seem to be on fire. 
From Parjanya-clouds there pours 

a shower of blood and marrow. 
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O raja, the constellation Arundhati, 
revered by the sadhus in the three worlds 
pushes her lord Vasistha behind her back. 


The planet Sanaiécara harasses 
the planet Rohini. 

The sign of the deer in the moon 
is obliterated. 

Maha-calamity! 


Cloudless — 

yet the sky reverberates with maha-noise. 
Animals weep, 

tears roll down their eyes.” 
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Vyasa continued: 

“Cows give birth to asses. 

Sons have sexual intercourse with their mothers. 
Trees sprout flowers and fruits out of season. 


Instead of giving birth to sons, 
pregnant women are producing monsters. 
Carnivorous beasts and birds feed together. 


Ill-omened beasts 
three-horned 
four-eyed 
five-legged 
two-penised 
two-headed 
two-tailed 
countless-toothed 


Are born; agape, 
They shriek weirdly. 
Three-legged, four-toothed horses 
are born — 
with crests 
and horns. 
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The wives of many Veda-wise Brahmins 
in the city 
have given birth 
to garudas and peacocks. 


O ruler of the earth, 
mares give birth to calves 
bitches give birth to jackals 
elephants give birth to puppies. 
Parrots screech. 


Women give birth to quadruplet girls 
and quintuplets 

who sing and dance and laugh 
as soon as they are born. 


The scum of the lowest castes 
dance and sing and laugh. 
Maha-calamity! 


As if driven by death, 
they sketch images of war. 
Children run helter-skelter 
with sticks in their hands. 


‘They smash their toy towns. 
Lotuses and lilies grow on trees. 


Horrendous winds 

Dust storms 

Vibrating earth 

Rahu edging towards the sun. 


Passing near the planet Citra 

The white planet Ketu stops. 

I foresee 

A terrible slaughter of the Kauravas. 


A comet rises, 

Harassing Pusya. 

This planet is ominously harmful 
To both armies. 
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Mangala marches towards Magha 
Brhaspati marches towards Sravana 
The sun’s child Sani marches towards 
And harasses Bhaga. 


The planet Sukra ascends 
In the direction of Purvabhadra, 


_ Swerving towards the Uttarabhadra, 


It stares fixedly at it. 


Ketu, suddenly ablaze and smoking, 
Pauses 
And harasses the radiant planet of Indra. 


Dhruva, blazing, 

Advances towards the right. 

The sun and moon harass Rohini. 
The fearful planet Rahu 

Stands between Citra and Svati. 


The red-bright planet Mangala, 

In a wide orbit, 

Circles Sravana 

Which is overpowered by Brahmarasi or Brhaspati. 


The earth that produces seasonal crops 
Suddenly produces all crops simultaneously. 
Each barley stalk has five ears, 

Each paddy stalk a hundred. 


The finest of the world’s animals, 
The cows, milked after their calves have sucked, 
Secrete blood instead of milk. 


Bows emit bright rays, 

Swords shine weirdly. 

It is clear these weapons 
Foresense the approaching war 


The shine of weapons, of water, of armour, of flags — 
Is like that of fire. 


A maha-carnage is imminent. 
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O Bharata, O raja, 

In the impending battle 

Between the Kauravas and Pandavas 
The earth will be a gory river, 

The flags will be floating rafts. 


Animals and birds scream crazily 
On all sides. 

Their mouths are flaming. 
Maha-calamity! 


In the sky, at night, 

A bird flies, 

One-eyed, one-winged, one-legged. 
It screeches, 

As if about to vomit blood. 


_ O Indra-among-rajas, 


All weapons seem to glow with a new radiance. 
But the radiance of the seven-star constellation 


Suddenly fades. 


The two fiery planets, Brhaspati and Sanaiécara, 
Having come near Visakha, 
Have stopped there for a whole year. 


Three lunar movements meet twice 

Or thrice 

In the same fortnight; 

So, on the thirteenth day from the first movement, 
The day of the full moon, 

The sun and moon are devoured by Rahu. 

All this forebodes carnage. 


The earth is obscured with massive dust-drifts, 
Inordinately inauspicious. 
Horrendous-looking clouds at night 

Rain rivers of blood. 


O ruler of the earth, 
Fierce Rahu harasses Krittika. 
Ominous winds blow continuously. 
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All these forebode a war, where many will weep. 
There are three classes of planets. 

A baleful planet harasses each class. 

Supreme calamity! 


A lunar fortnight consists of fourteen days, 
Or fifteen or sixteen. 

But now, on the thirteenth day, 

In the same month, 

Two eclipses have occurred. 


These are unnatural eclipses 

Of the sun and the moon. 

A carnage of creatures on Krsna-catur-dasi! 
Insatiable blood-guzzling by raksasas. 


The great rivers flow 

In reverse. Wells spurt up like bellowing bulls. 
The waters of these rivers 

Are churned blood. 


As dazzling as Sakra-Indra’s thunderbolt, 
Meteors hit the earth with sizzling sounds. 
Before this night passes, 

A dreadful danger will descend on you. 


A thick darkness will shroud the earth. 
Even maha-rsis with blazing torches 
Will not be able to see each other. 


O radiant lord! The earth will drink the blood 
Of thousands of kings. 

From the high mountains 

Of Kailasa, Mandara, and Himavant, 


Comes a great reverberation of noise, 
Like the toppling of thousands of summits. 
The earth trembles. 

The four oceans overflow. 


Fierce winds blow dust and stone-chips, 
And crush trees in confusion. 
Struck by lightning, 


[VI:3:40-48] 


Teast # lak 


40 


4} 


42 


43 


44 


45 


46 


47 


48 


ZO) 


Sacred and other trees shrivel 

In villages and towns. 

As Brahmins chant before the sacred fire, 
The fire turns yellow or blue. 


Its flames flicker to the left. 

It smells odiously, 

It crackles noisily. O ruler of the earth! 
Touch, taste, and smell have lost their natures. 


The war-flags shiver 

And emit puffs of smoke; 
Sparks scatter 

From drums and cymbals. 


Crows take off from tall trees, in mandala-flocks, 
Wheeling to the left; 

They perch in strange places, 

Cawing in cacophony. 


They settle on flagstaffs, 
Screeching pakva-pakva. 
All this forebodes 

The slaughter of kings. 


Vicious elephants run wild, 
Urinating and defecating everywhere. 
The elephants sweat, 

The horses are moody. 


O Bharata, you have heard 
Of these omens. 

Do the right thing. 

Save the world from disaster.” 


After listening to the words of his father 
(continued Vaigampayana), Dhrtarastra said: 
“All this has been ordained. 

The men are destined to perish. 


If these rajas-die in battle 
According to Ksatriya-dharma, 
They will attain happiness 

In the regions of the heroes. 
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If these tiger-brave heroes 

Lose their lives in the great war, 

They will find fame in this world 

And long-term maha-happiness in the next.” 


O excellent raja (continued Vaisampayana), 
These words of his son Dhrtarastra 

Made the Indra-among-poets Kavindra-Vyasa 
Meditate deeply. 


Having meditated briefly, Vyasa said: 
“O Indra of earth-lords, it is true 
That Kala consumes the universe, 


And Kala creates the universe. 

Nothing here is eternal. 

Therefore, to your relatives, to your friends, 
And to the Kauravas, 


Show the path of dharma. 

You are the right person to do so. 
It is horrible to kill kinsmen. 

Do not hurt me by doing 

What is so repugnant. 


O lord of the world, your son here 

Has taken the form of Kala. 

There is no puja in the Vedas for killing. 
Killing can lead to no good. 


Family-dharma is like one’s own body: 
Violate it, and you destroy yourself. 

Kala intends the destruction 

Of your race, your protest notwithstanding. 


And Kala has made you accept this crime. 
O lord of the world, 
Your kingdom has been your calamity. 


Your own dharma has declined. 

At least remind your son of his dharma. 
What use is it ruling a kingdom 

That is heavy with crime? 
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Guard your name, your dharma, your reputation. 
Then only will you find heaven. 
Give the kingdom to the Pandavas 
And gain peace for the Kauravas.” 
Ambika’s son Dhrtarastra, 
Fluent in speech, 
Said to Vyasa, the Indra-of-Brahmins, 
Interrupting him: 
“My knowledge of being 
and absence of being 
is equal to yours. 
I know that the world, 
tata, dear father, is selfish. 
I’m a man of the world. 


Your power is great, O maharsi, 
your grace is immense, 
your mind is controlled. 
Adharma I dislike, 
but what can I] do? 
My son disobeys me. 


You are the instrument of the fame and valour 
And dharma of the Bharata race. 

You are the honoured grandsire 

Of the Kauravas and Pandavas.” 

“Son of Vicitravirya,” said Vyasa, 

“Tell me plainly what is in your mind. 

I will do my best to remove your confusion.” 


“Bhagavan, revered one,” replied Dhrtarastra, 
“Tell me: 
What are the omens that indicate victory in war?” 
Vyasa replied: 
“The fire of the yajria 
has a cheerful appearance: 
its radiance ascends, 
its flames have no smoke 
and they swerve to the right, 
its libations always 
have a delicate fragrance. 
These are some of the signs 
of victory in war. 
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The sounds of the cymbals 
and conches are deep. 
Sunlight and moonlight 
are brilliantly pure. 
These are some of the signs 
of victory in war. 


In flight or perching, 
the cawing of crows 
becomes melodious. 
The soldiers behind 
encourage the soldiers 
in front to attack. 


When vultures and cranes, 
and parrots and swans 
and woodpeckers wheel 
to the right, and their cries 
are pleasing, then Brahmins 
say victory’s certain. 


And subduing of enemies 
is always achieved 
by soldiers whose armour 
and ornaments and shields 
and flags are so bright 
that they dazzle the eyes. 


O Bharata descendant! 

The warriors who shout cheerfully, 
Whose garlands do not fade, 
Whose courage is never lost, 
Always cross the ocean of war. 


They always win 

Who, before striking their enemy, 
Soften the blow with a kind word, 

And who give warning before attacking. 


It is a sure sign of victory 

If morale is high among soldiers at all times, 
And if hearing, seeing, rasa, smell, and touch 
Remain clear and auspicious. 
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When winds, clouds, and birds become pleasing, 
When skies send rain and Indra-dhanusa, 
Then victory is certain. 


These are some of the signs of victory. 
When contrary signs are seen, O earth-lord, 
Then death can be expected. 


Small army or large army, 
What matters is its soldiers’ morale. 
That is a sure sign of victory. 


One soldier, panicking, can panic 
A whole army; 

An army panicking 

Makes the bravest soldier flee. 


Once scattering in panic, 

An army cannot be easily reorganised. 
It becomes a frightened pack of deer, 
An onrushing maha-torrent. 


Once an army breaks up, 
It cannot be reorganised. 
Even its veteran warriors 
Become confused and cowardly. 


And when soldiers panic, O raja, 
Panic spreads elsewhere too. 
Soon there is total disorder — 
Everyone fleeing everywhere. 


When an army panics, O lord of the earth, 
Even the bravest leaders 

Of its fourfold divisions 

Cannot stop the chaos. 

An intelligent ruler 

Must always keep this in mind. 


The best victory is through negotiation. 


Victory through division in the enemy’s ranks is average. 


O lord of the earth! The worst victory is on the battlefield. 
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War has many maha-evils. 
The first of these is slaughter. 
If they know one another, 

If they do not have family ties, 
If they are one-minded, 


Even fifty brave men 

Can rout an entire army. 

Even five, or six, or seven unretreating warriors 
Can achieve victory. 


O Bharata-descendant! 

The lovely-plumaged son of Vinata, Garuda, 
Never needs many maha-helpers 

When he attacks flocks of birds. 


It is not large numbers 

That lead to victory, O Bharata. 

Victory is never certain. 

Victory is always unpredictable. 

Even those who win, lose in the process.” 


SECTION FOUR 


Saying this to wise Dhrtarastra (continued VaiSampayana) 


Vyasa left. 
Dhrtarastra meditated on his words in silence. 


He kept sighing repeatedly. 
O bull-brave Bharata, 


He turned to atman-disciplined Sanjaya and asked: 


“Sanjaya, these rulers, these lords of the earth, 
so brave and happy, 

so eager to strike each other 
with fierce weapons — 


No one can stop them. They will fight 
and they will kill, 

and they will add to the population 
of Yama’s realm. 
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They hanker for the joys of the world, 
and they hate each other. 

What a remarkable world of varied gunas! 
Tell me, Sanjaya. 


Thousands, lakhs, crores, and tens of crores 
of excellent soldiers 

have gathered here 
on Kurujangala-Kuruksetra. 


Tell me, Sanjaya, in detail everything 
about the areas 

and locations and cities 
where these soldiers come from. 


By the power of the radiant rsi Vyasa, 
you have gained inseeing vision 
lit by the lamp’ 


of divine intelligence.” 


“O bull-brave maha-wise lord,” replied Sanjaya, 
“IT will narrate what I know. 

See it with your Sastra-vision. 
Namasté! 


This world has two kinds of life — 
moving and unmoving. 

Moving life is yoni-born, egg-born, 
or heat-and-damp-born. 


O raja! Among moving creatures 
the womb-born have primacy. 

Among the womb-born, man takes primacy; 
followed by beast. 


O lord of the earth, fourteen domestic 
and fourteen wild creatures 

are mentioned in the Vedas, O raja. 
Yajna depends on them. 


Among domestic creatures man takes primacy, 
among wild the lion. 

All creatures subsist by feeding 
upon each other. 
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Vegetable life is inorganic. 
It is of five kinds; 
trees, shrubs, creepers, 


short-lived creeping plants, ae plants. 


Moving and unmoving creatures 
make up nineteen types. 
There are five maha-elements. 
So twenty-four in all, known as Gayatri. 


O bull-brave Bharata! Whoever knows 
that all this is the holy Gayatri, 


_ containing all the gunas, 


is freed from physical destruction. 


There are seven wild 
and seven domestic kinds of animals. 
Lions, tigers, buffaloes, elephants, bears, 
and monkeys — 


“ These are considered to be 


the wild animals. 


Men, cows, goats, sheep, horses, mules, 
and asses — 


These are considered to be 
the domestic animals. 
Altogether, they comprise a total 
of fourteen types. 


All things rise from the earth, 
All things return to the earth. 
The earth is the sustenance and refuge of all. 


The man who possesses the earth 

Possesses at the wealth of moving and unmoving life. 
That is why rajas desire to possess the earth, 

And will kill to get what they desire.” 
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Dhrtarastra said: 

“The names of rivers and mountains, 
and the names of all the provinces 

and other details 


About this earth, including the dimensions 
of the earth and its forests - 

tell me these, O Sanjaya, 
you who know.” 


“Maharaja,” replied Safijaya, 
“everything in this world consists 
of the five maha-elements. 
All things, to the wise, are sama, the same. 


Earth, water, wind, fire, akafa-ether 
are the five elements. 
Earth is foremost, being itself 
and having the gunas of the other four. 


The gunas are smell, taste or rasa, vision, 
touch and sound. 

Maha-rsis say each element 
has its corresponding guna. 


O raja, water has four gunas; 
it lacks the guna of smell. 

Fire has three gunas: sound, touch, vision. 
Wind has sound and touch; 

and akasa-ether has only 
the guna of sound. 


Raja, these five gunas are the bases 
of the five maha-elements; 

the creatures of the world depend on the elements 
for sustenance. 


Before creation, when all is one homogenous 
sameness, 

These elements have independent and separate 
existences. 
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When their independent status ceases, 
and they co-relate, 

the bodied creatures of the world result. 
No other way. 


The elements have a patterned destruction: 
earth into water, water into fire, 
fire into air, air into akasa-either, 
They also have a patterned creation: 
air from ether, fire from air, 
water from fire, earth from water. 


_ They are immeasurable, 


being Creator-forms. 


The five elements make up 
the creatures of the world. 

By reason men try to discover 
the varying proportions. 


But reason cannot discover that 
which is beyond-mind. 

Beyond-Prakrti, or stuff-of-nature, 
is beyond-mind. 


Maharaja, I will now describe to you 
the island called SudarSana: 
this island is circular 
like a cakra. 


It teems with rivers, 
It has mountains that reach the clouds, 
It has cities and enchanting provinces. 


Its trees are filled with fruit and flower, 
It has all varieties of food crops, 

All manner of wealth; 

It is encircled by the salt ocean. 


Just as a man’s face is reflected in a mirror, 
The island called Sudarsana 
Is reflected in the mandala of the moon. 


On two sides it looks like a pippala tree, 
On the other two sides like an enormous hare. 
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The rest is all water. 
I will describe that to you soon. 
In the meantime, listen to this brief description.” 


SECTYON six 


“Sanjaya, you are intelligent,” said Dhrtarastra. 
“You know the truth. 

You have given me a brief description of the island. 
Give me all the details. 


What are the dimensions of those parts 
That resemble a hare? 

Having explained that, you may proceed 
To the parts that resemble a pippala.” 


ix? 


Saiijaya replied to the raja’s enquiry: 

“Maharaja, stretching from east to west 

Are six mountains of the same height, 

Running parallel along the eastern to the western shore. 


They are the Himavant 
the Hemakita 
the magnificent Nisadha 
the vaidurya-gemmed Nila. 
the moon-white Sveta 
the all-mineralled Srigavat. 


These, O raja, are the six mountains 
Inhabited by Siddhas and Caranas. 


They extend over a thousand yojanas, O Bharata, 
Where many enchanting territories can be found, 
The divisions being known as varsas. 


All manner of creatures inhabit these varsas. 
This varsa is called the Bharata, bordered by Himavant. 


Beyond Hemakita is Hari-varsa. 
South of the Nila and north of the Nisadha, | 


O maha-fortune-favoured one, is the range Malyavat 
Which runs from east to west. 
Beyond Malyavat is the Gandhamadana. 
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Between these two is a mountain called Meru. 
It is shaped like a mandala. 

It is made of gold. 

It glows like the morning sun. 

It shines like smokeless fire. 


It is eighty four thousand yojanas high, 
And it reaches to a depth of sixteen thousand yojanas. 


It straddles the worlds below, above, and across. 
Near it are four islands: 


Bhadrasva, Ketumala, Jambudvipa, O Bharata, 
And Uttarakuru, which is inhabited by the very pious. 


Suparna’s son, lovely-faced Garuda, 
Seeing that all birds on Meru were golden-plumaged, 
Thought: 


I will fly away from this mountain; 
Because fine, average, and inferior birds are all equal here. 


The super-eminent luminary, the sun, respectfully 
Circles round Meru. So also the moon 

Does pradaksina, with its planets: 

And Vayu does the same. 


Maharaja, that mountain 
Has celestial fruits and flowers; 
It is studded with golden mansions. 


O raja, gods, gandharvas, anti-gods, raksasas, apsaras— 
All come to this mountain for their pleasures. 


Brahma, Rudra-Siva, and lord of the gods Sakra-Indra 
Meet on this mountain 
And perform many yajiias with elaborate daksinas. 


The gandharvas Tumburu, Narada, Visvavasu, 
Haha and Huhu 

Come to his mountain, to extol the excellent gods. 

The seven mahatma rsis 

And KaSsyapa and Prajapati 

Come to this mountain 

On every full-moon and every new-moon day. 
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On the summit of the mountain, USanas the Poet 


Sports with the Daityas, O lord of the earth. 


Jewels, gems, and precious stones are in his custody. 


Bhagavan Kubera enjoys only a fourth of this wealth; 


He grants a sixteenth part to humans for their 
enjoyment. 


On Merv’s north is an exquisite forest of karnikaras, 


Draped with flowers of every season, 
Stretching across a continuous range of hills. 


Bhagavan Pasupati-Siva, creator of all beings, 
Surrounded by his attendants, 
Sports there with his wife Uma. 


Around his neck is a garland of karnikara flowers 


Reaching to his knees. 
He radiates effulgence. 
His three eyes are like three suns. 


Holy-vowed and truth-speaking Siddhas, 

Practisers of marvellous tapasya, 

Can see him. 

Ill-behaving people cannot see 
Mahe$vara-Pasupati-Siva. 


O lord of men! From the summit of Meru, 
Like a river of sweet milk, 
Universal-formed and resort of the holy, 


Falls the sacred Ganga, sanctifying Bhagirathi, 
With tremendous force and awesome noise, 
In the sacred lake called Candramas. 


That sacred lake, large as an ocean, 

Is the child of the Ganga. 

Unable to be received by the mountains, 
The holy Ganga, 


Was held in his head by Pinaka-wielding Siva 
For a thousand years. 
West of Meru is the island of Ketumala. 
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There, O Bharata, one comes across 
Thickly-populated Jambukhanda, 
Where the average life-span 

Is ten thousand years. 


There the men are gold-skinned, 
The women all apsaras. 

They are always smiling. 

No sickness, no sorrow. 


The men there have the radiance 
Of melted gold. 

On Gandhamadana mountain, 
Kubera, with many raksasas, 


Kubera, lord of the Guhyakas, 
Sports with apsaras, 

Felicitously passing his time. 

On both sides of the Gandhamadana 


Are numerous smaller mountains. 


‘The average human life-span there 

Is eleven thousand years. O raja. 

The men are happy, strong, and maha-vigorous. 
The women are ravishing to look at, 

They have lotus-lovely complexions. 


Beyond the Nila is Sveta; 

Beyond Sveta is Hairanyaka; 

Beyond Hairanyaka is Hiravata, O raja, 
Replete with territories. 


Maharaja, the last varsa in the north 
And Bharata-varsa in the south 

Are both bow-shaped. 

In the centre of the five varsas is Ilavrta. 


Each northern varsa excels 
Its immediate southern neighbour 
In life-span, prestige, health, dharma, kama, and artha. 


Maharaja, creatures have a gregarious existence 
In these varsas. The entire earth, O Bharata, 
Is covered with these mountains. 
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The maha-mountain of Hemakita, O raja, 
Is also known as Kailasa; 
On it Vaisravana-Kubera sports with his Guhyakas. 


North of Kailasa is Mainaka mountain, 
And north of Mainaka 
Is the entrancing golden-peaked mountain Manimaya. 


Near this mountain 
Is the large, lovely celestial lake called Bindusara 
Whose sands are golden. Raja Bhagiratha, 


After whom Ganga is called Bhagirathi, 
Lived here for many years 

Gem-studded sacrificial posts 

And golden caitya-trees can be found here. 


Maha-illustrious thousand-eyed Indra 
Performed successful sacrifices here. 
The lord of creatures, the eternal Creator of the worlds, 


Enormously radiant, is worshipped here 

In the presence of his spirit-attendants. 

Nara, Narayana, Brahma, Manu, Sthanu-Siva 
(the fifth) are always present here. 


Issuing from the realm of Brahma, 

The three-worlds-coursing river Ganga 
Makes her first appearance here, 

Then she splits into seven streams: 


Vasvokasara 

Nalini 

Sanctifying Sarasvati 
Jambinadi 

sita 

Ganga 

And Sindhu. 


The supreme Creator fashioned 

This celestial, imagination-baffling river. 
For thousands of yugas 

People have worshipped at this site. 
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The Sarasvati appears in some parts 
And disappears in others. 

The celestial, seven-sistered Ganga 
Is celebrated in all the three worlds. 


Raksasas live on Himavant, 
Guhyakas on Hemakita, 
Nagas on Nisadha, 
Tapasya-practisers on Gokarna; 


Gods and anti-gods on Sveta, 
Gandharvas on Nisadha, 
And, maharaja, 

Brahma-rsis on Nila, 

And gods on Srngavat also. 


Maharaja! These are the seven varsa-divisions 
Of the world. 

All organic and inorganic life 

Can be found on them. 


Divine achievement and human prosperity 

Can be found here. 

The variety is incalculable. 

Those who are eager to achieve their own welfare 
Keep this in mind. 


I have described to you, O raja, 
The enchanting hare-resembling regions 
About which you enquired. 


At the other extremity are two varsas - 

One in the north, one in the south. 

The two islands, Naga-dvipa and Kasya-dvipa, 
Are the two ears of the hare. 


O raja! The magnificent mountain Malaya, 
Whose rocks are like copper-plates 

Is the other part of Jambu-dvipa 

That makes it resemble a hare.” 
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SECTLON, SEVEN 


“O maha-intelligent Safijaya,” said Dhrtarastra, 
“supply me all the details 

of Malyavat and Meru’s eastern 
and western regions.” 


“O raja,” replied Sanjaya, “south of Nila — 
and north of Meru 
are the sacred northern Kuru territories 


where the Siddhas dwell. 


The trees have sweet fruits; 

They are always filled with flowers and fruits. 
The flowers are exquisitely fragrant, 

The fruits are absolutely delicious with rasa. 


O lord of men! Some trees produce fruits that satiate 
All the senses of the taster. O ruler of men! 
Some trees are called the Sweet-Milkers. 


They produce thick-milk Astra 

And six milky juices that taste like ambrosia. 
The trees also produce fine cloth, 

And their fruits are used as ornaments. 


The ground is strewn with precious gems 

And fine golden sand, O ruler of men. 

Parts of this region are ruby-radiant, diamond-dazzling, 
Lovely as lapis lazuli or the petals of a lotus. 


All the seasons are soft and sensuous. 
None of its lakes is muddy: 
Their waters are cool, pure, fragrant. 


The men there are descended from the gods. 
Their birth is pure, they are enchantingly handsome. 


Male-female twins are born there; 
The women there are as lovely as apsaras. 


They drink the ksira of the Sweet-Milkers 
Which is as sweet as ambrosia. 
The twins grow up in harmony. 
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They have the same good looks, the same gunas, 
They wear identical dresses; 

They love each other like a doting pair 

Of cakravaka birds. 


The people of this region are disease-free; 
They are happy, 
They live ten thousand and ten hundred years. 


They are never known to forsake each other. 
Maharaja, when they die, 

Maha-powerful, sharp-beaked birds called the bharundas 
Sweep them away and deposit them in mountain caves. 


I have described the Northern Kuru regions. 
Now, raja, let me describe the Eastern. 


Of the territories, there, the region called Bhadrasva 
Is super-eminent. O lord of the earth! 

It has a huge forest called the Bhadrasva, 

And in it is a huge tree called the kalamra. 


Maharaja, it is an enchanting tree. 

It is always filled with fruits and flowers. 
It is a yojana tall. 

Siddhas and Caranas look after it. 


The men there are white-skinned 

And maha-powerful and energetic. 

The women have the complexion of lilies, 
They are ravishing to look at. 


They have faces like the full moon, 
Their bodies are cool as moonlight. 
They sing and they dance. 


O bull-brave Bharata, their life-span 
Is ten thousand years. 

They drink the rasa of the kalamra 
And they remain young for ever. 


South of the Nila 

And north of the Nisadha 
Is the eternal, jambutree 
Called Sudarsana. 
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It is the haunt of Siddhas and Caranas, 
It is the sacred all-desire-fulfilling tree. 
The region is called Jambi-dvipa 
After that everlasting tree. 


O bull-brave Bharata, 

It is one thousand and one hundred yojanas tall; 
O lord of men! It is the raja of trees; 

It seems to touch heaven itself. 


When its fruit is filled with rasa, 

It ripens, bursts, and drops by itself. 
Each fruit has a circumference 

Of two and a half thousand cubits. 


It falls on the ground 

With a tremendous thud, 

And a silvery rasa, O raja, 
Spills out of the splattered fruit. 


The juice of the jambi-fruit 

Becomes a river, O lord of men, 

And flows around Meru mountain in pradaksina 
And reaches the Northern Kuru territory. 


O lord of men! To drink that juice is to be serene 
forever. 

To drink that juice is to feel no thirst ever, 

To drink that juice is never to age ever. 


The river also produces the gold 

Known as jambunada, 

Used in the manufacture of celestial ornaments. 
It glitters with the dazzle of the indragopaka insect. 


The people there have the complexion 
Of the rising sun. 

On Malyavat’s summit burns, perpetually, 
The fire called the Samvartaka, 

The all-dissolving fire of Kala, O bull-brave Bharata. 
Many small summits also make up Malyavat. 


Malyavat meattnes five or six thousand yojanas. 
Men living there 
Have complexions of burnished gold. 
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They all descend from the realm of Brahma, 
They are all holy men, 

They practise severe tapasya, 

They are sense-controlled. 

They enter the realm of the day-making sun 
For the protection of all created life. 


They number sixtysix thousand. 
They surround the day-making sun 
And proceed in front of Aruna. 


Receiving and absorbing the heat of the sun 
For sixty-six thousand years, 
They finally enter the mandala of the moon.” 


SECTION EIGHT 


Dhrtarastra said: “Tell me the names 
of all the varsas, 

of the mountains and, Saiijaya, 
of all who live on the mountains.” 


Safijaya replied: “South of Sveta 
and north of the Nisadha 

is the varsa called Ramanaka. 
The people who inhabit it 


Are all white-complexioned. 
They are of noble birth, 

and they are handsome-looking. 
They seem to have no enemies. 


They are always cheerful and smiling. 
It is said, maharaja, 

that each lives eleven thousand 
five hundred years. 


South of the Nisadha is the territory 
known as the Hiranmaya 

through which flows the river 
called Hairanvati. 
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Maharaja, that is where Garuda, 
raja-of-birds, lives. 

The people there are handsome 
and wealthy yaksa-followers. 


O raja, they are maha-powerful and contented. 
It is said, O lord of men, 

that the life-span of each person there 
is eleven thousand 


And five hundred years. 

O lord of mortals, there is a mountain 
called the Srigavat 

that has three lovely peaks. 


One is made of gold, 
another of precious stones, 
and the third boasts 
of magnificently constructed mansions. 


The self-luminous devi named Sandili 
lives there. 

North of the Srngavat, and as far as the ocean, 
O lord of men, 


Is the territory known as Airavata, 
superior to all. 

The sun does not heat it, 
its men do not suffer decay. 


It is lit by the light of the moon 
and the stars. 

Its people are lotus-lovely, lotus-skinned, 
and lotus-leaf-eyed. 


They have the scent of lotuses. 
They eat nothing, 

they roam, fragrant, self-controlled, 
with unblinking eyes. 


They are the descendants of the gods, O king, 
they have no rajas-guna. 

O lord of men, 
it is said thirteen thousand years 
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Is the average life-span in that region, 
O excellent Bharata. 

North of the ocean of sweet-milk 
lives the lord prabhu, 

Vaikuntha-Hari-Visnu 
who rides in his golden chariot. 


It has eight wheels, 

and supernatural beings ride in it; 
it dazzles like fire; it is maha-swift, 

and ornamented with jambi-gold. 


O bull-brave Bharata! 

He is the lord of all creatures! 

He is the radiant one! 

He is limited, and he is limitless! 

He is the doer, and he is the instrument! 


He is earth 
water 
akasa-ether 
air 
fire 


He is the yajna of all creatures, O earth-lord, 


The sacred HutaSana-fire is his mouth.” 


O lord of men! Listening to Sanjaya 
(Vaisampayana continued), 


-maha-minded Dhrtarastra reflected, O raja, 


on his sons’ situation. 


And maha-energetic Dhrtarastra, 
having reflected, said: | 
“Suta’s son, it is certain 
that Kala destroys the universe, 


And Kala re-creates the universe. 
Nothing’s eternal. 

All-knowing Nara and Narayana 
destroy the universe. 


The gods call him Vaikuntha. 


~ Humans call him Lord Visnu.” 
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SECTION NINE 


“Tell me about the territory called Bharata,” 
said Dhrtarastra, 

“where these armies have assembled 
and which my son Duryodhana covets, 


Which the Pandavas also want, 
which obsesses my mind too. 
You are very intelligent, 
you can tell me.” 


“Raja,” said Saiijaya, “listen to me. 
The Pandavas are not covetous; 
Duryodhana is. 
The son of Subala, Sakuni, 


And many other Ksatriyas, 

who are rulers of various lands, 
have their eyes on this territory, 

and they cannot tolerate each other. 


O descendant of Bharata, I will tell you about Bharata. 
It is a land loved by the god Indra, and by Vivasvat’s 
son Manu, 


By Vena’s son Prthu, by mahatma Iksvaku, 
By Yayati, Ambarisa, Mandhata, Nahusa; 


By Mucukunda, Usinara’s son Sibi, 
Rsabha, Ia’s son Pururavas, king Nrga; 


By invincible Kusika, mahatma Gadhi, 
Invincible Somaka, Dilipa, and many others. 


Maharaja, all these and other powerful Ksatriyas 
Have deeply loved the territory of Bharata-varsa. 


O foe-destroying raja! This is the Bharata I will now 
describe. 
I will explain everything exactly as you have asked met 


Mahendra, Malaya, Sahya, Suktimat, Rksavat, 
Vindhya, and Pariyatra — these seven are its hilly 
boundaries. 


[V1:9:12-26] 


“The Mahabharata v5 ae 


Wy 


13 


14 


15 


16 


17 


18 


WS 


20 


21 


22 


23 


24 


yas) 


26 


49 


In addition to these, there are thousands of other 
mountains, 
Rocky and huge and majestic, with fertile valleys. 


There are also innumerable smaller hills, O radiant one, 
Inhabited by Aryas, Kauravas, mlecchas, and mixed 
races. 


Others live on the banks of the rivers Ganga, Sindhu, 
Sarasvati, 
Godavari, Narmada, Bahuda, Mahanadi, 


Satadra, Candrabhaga, the maha-river Yamuna, 


_ Drsadvati, Vipasa, Vipapa, Sthilavaluka, 


Vetravati, Krsnavena, as well as 

Iravati, Vitasta, Payosni, Devika, 

Vedasmrta, Vedavati, Tridiva, Iksula, Krmi, 
Krisini, Vicitravaha, Citrasena, 

Gomati, Dhitapapa, the maha-river Vandana, 
Kausiki, Tridiva, Krtya, Nicita, Lohitarani, 
Rahasya, Satakumbha, Sarayi, 


Carmanvati, Vetravati, Hastisoma, Dik, 
Saravati, Payosm, Vena, Bhimarathi, 

Kaveri, Culuka, Vani, Satabala, 

Nivara, Ahita, Suprayoga, O lord of men; 

also Pavitra, Kundali, Sindhu, Rajani, Purmalini, 
Purvabhirama, Vira, Bhima, Oghavati, 

Karisini, Asikni, the maha-river KuSacira, 
Makari, Pravara, Mena, Hema, Ghrtavati, 
Puravati, Anusna, Saibya, Kapi, O Bharata; 

also Sadanira, Adhrstya, the maha-river KuSsadhara, 
Sadakanta, Siva, Viramati, 

Vastra, Suvastra, Gauri, Kampana, Hiranyavati, 


Vara, Virakara, the maha-river Paficami, 
Rathacitra, Jyotiratha, Visvamitra, Kupidjala, 
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Upendra, Bahula, Kuvira, Ambuvahini, 

Vinadi, Pifijala, Vena, the maha-river Tungavena, 
Vidisa, Krsnavena, Tamara, Kapila, 

Khalu, Suvama, Vedasva, Harisrava, Mahapaga, 
Sighra, Picchila, Bharadvaji, 

KauSiki, Sona, Bahuda, Candrama, 


Durga, Citrasila, Brahmavedhya, Brhadvatt, 
Yavaksa, Rohi, Jambunadi, 


Sunasa, Tamasa, Dasi, Vasa, Varanasi, 
Nila, Dhrtamati, the maha-river Parnasa, 


Manavi, Vrsabha, Brahmamedhya, Brhaddhani -— 
These, O lord of men, and many other maha-rivers too, 


Such as the Sada-niramaya, Krsna, Mandaga, 

Mandavahini, Brahmani, Mahagauri, Durga, 
O Bharata; 

Citropala, Giiverathes Manjula, Vahini, 

Mandakini, Vaitarani, the maha-river Kosa, 

Suktimati, Ananga, Vrsa, 

Lohitya, Karatoya, Vrsaka, 


Kumari, Rsikulya, Marisa, Sarasvati, 
Mandakini, Supunya, Sarva, Ganga, O Bharata. 


These are.the maha-fruitful mothers of the universe. 
There are hundreds of thousands of other rivers. 


O raja! I have mentioned only the one that I remember. 
Let me now give you the names of the territories: 
The Kuru-Paficala, Salva, Madreya-Jan gala, 
Surasena, Pulinda, Bodha, Mala, 


Matsya, KuSalya, Sauéalya, Kunti, Kanti, Kosala, 
Cedi, Matsya, Karusa, Bhoja, Sindhu, Pulinda, 


Uttamasva, Dasarna, Mekala, Utkala, 
Pancala, Kosala, Naikaprstha, Dhurarhdhara, 
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Godha, Madrakalinga, Kasi, Aparakasi, 

Jathara, Kukkura, Dasarna, O Bharata; also 

Kunti, Avanti, Aparakunti, 

Gomanta, Mandaka, Sanda, Vidarbha, Rupavahika, 
ASmaka, Pandurastra, Goparastra, Kariti, 
Adhirajya, Kusadya, Mallarastra, 

Varavasya, Ayavaha, Cakra, Cakrati, Saka, 
Videha, Magadha, Svaksa, Malaja, Vijaya, 

Anga, Vanga, Kalinga, Yakrlloma, : 

Malla, Sudesna, Prahlada, Mahika, Sasika, 


Bahlika, Vatadhana, Abhira, Kalatoyaka, 
Aparanta, Paranta, Paficala, Carmamandala, 


Atavisikhara, Merubhuta, O powerful lord; 
also Upavrtta, Anupavrtta, Svarastra, Kekaya, 


Kundaparanta, Moheya, Kaksa, Samudraniskuta, 
Many-peopled Andhra, and Antargiri. 


Bahirgiri, Angamalaya, Magadha, Manavarjaka, 
Samantara, Pravrseya, Bhargava, O lord of men; also 
Pundra, Bharga, Kirata, Sudrsta, Yamuna, 

Saka, Nisada, Nisadha, Anarta, Nairrta, 


Durgala, Pratimatsya, Kuntala, Kosala, 
Tiragraha, Surasena, Ijika, Kanyakaguna, 
Tilabhara, Masira, Madhumat, Sukandaka, 
Kasmira, Sindhusavira, Gandhara, DarSaka, 


Abhisara, Uluta, Saivala, Bahlika, 

Darvi, Vanava, Darva, Vataja, Amaratha, Uraga, 
Bhauvadya, Sudama, Sumallika, 

Vadhra, Karisaka, Kulinda, Upatyaka, 


Vanayu, Dasa, Parsvaroma, KuSabindu, 
Kaccha, Gopalakaksa, Jangala, Kuruvarnaka, 


Kirata, Barbara, Siddha, Vaideha, Tamraliptaka, 
Undra, Mleccha, Saisiridhra, and Parvatiya, 
O powerful lord. 
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O bull-brave Bharata, there are other territories, 
in the south: 
Dravida, Kerala, Pracya, Bhusika, Vanavasika, 


Karnataka, Mahisaka, Vikalpa, Musaka, 
Jhillika, Kuntala, Sauhrda, Navakanana, 


Kaukuttaka, Cola, Konkana, Malava, Nara, 
Samanga, Karaka, Angara, Marisa, 


Dhvajini, Utsavasamketa, Trigarta, Salvaseni, 
Vyiika, Kokabaka, Prostha, SamavegavaSa, 


Vindhyaculika, Pulinda, Valkala. 
Malava, Ballava, Aparaballava, 


Kulinda, Kalada, Kundala, Karata, 
Musaka, Stanabala, Sanipa, Ghata, Srnjaya, 


Athida, Pasivata, Tanaya, Sunaya, 
Rsika, Vindabha, Kaka, Tangana, Paratangana; 


Uttara, the cruel Aparamleccha, O excellent Bharata, 
Yavana, Cina, and authoritarian Kamboja, 


Sukrdgraha, Kulattha, Hina, Parasika, 


Ramana, Cina, Dasamalika; 


The territories of Ksatriyas, Vaigyas, and Stidras; 
Sidra, Abhira, Darada, Kasmira, Pasu, 


Khasira, Antacara, Pahlava, Girigahvara, 
Atreya, Bharadvaja, Stanaposika, 


Prosaka, Kalinga, the territories of the Kiratas, 
Tomara, Hanyamana, Karbhanjaka and others 


These and other territories in the east and north 
Have, my lord, been briefly described by me. 


If this earth is cherished with strength and guna-talent, 
She is a maha-flower of prosperity, 

She is the wish-fulfilling cow. 

(Three streams of milk, dharma, artha and kama, 
flow from her.) 


The Mahatharale of, Vyate 
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Valiant rajas, learned in dharma-and-artha, 
Covet the earth. 

For the sake of success and pleasure, 

They are prepared even to die on the battlefield. 


This earth satisfies the kama 
Of beings with god-bodies and human-bodies. 
It is the final shelter. 


O finest of the Bharatas! 
Like dogs snarling over a chunk of meat, 
These rajas are squabbling over this earth. 


And they cannot be satiated. 

The Kauravas and Pandavas will employ 
Negotiation, trickery, placation through gifts, and war 
To achieve their ambition. 


But if this earth is graciously treated, 
O bull-brave hero, 
She is the father 

the mother 

the children 

the sky 

the heaven 

of all creatures.” 


SECTION TEN 


Dhrtarastra asked: 

“The dwellers of Bharata-varsa and Haimata-varsa — 
Their merits and defects, | 

Their span of life and their capabilities, 


Their past, present, and future — 

Explain everything to me, Safijaya. 

And explain everything about the dwellers 
of Hari-varsa as well.” 


Safijaya replied: “O enhancer of Kaurava glory! 
O bull-brave Bharata! 

Four yugas encompass Bharata-varsa: 

Krta, Treta, Dvapara and Kali. 
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The first is Krta-yuga; 
Then comes Treta, followed by Dvapara, 
And, finally, Kali. 


O excellent Kaurava, finest of rajas, 
The ideal life-span in the Krta-yuga 
Is said to be four thousand years. 


In Treta it is said to be three thousand. 
In the present yuga, the Dvapara, 
It is two thousand years. 


O bull-brave Bharata, 

There is no fixed life-span in the Kali-yuga. 
Children die even in wombs, 

Or immediately after birth. 


Hundreds and thousands of human beings, 
Maha-powerful and maha-good and wise, 
Possessing all the gunas, are born 


In the Krta-yuga, O raja - 

And pleasing to look at, too. 
Men rich in the wealth of tapasya 
Are born, suited for hermithood. 


Having maha-enthusiasm, 
Mahatmas, men of dharma, truth-speakers 
Pleasing to look at, maha-heroic, expert archers, 


Eminently deserving of boons, 
Brave in war, O raja, 
Are the Ksatriyas of the Treta-yuga, 


The cakravartin-emperors of the age. 


In the Dvapara-Yuga, 

Are born men of miscellaneous types. 

They are brave, maha-resourceful, 

And eager to exercise authority over each other. 


O Bharata! The people born in Kali-yuga 
Have limited energies; 
They are easily provoked, greedy, and untruthful. 


“The Mehatavle of Vyate 
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O Bharata! Their dominant characteristics are: 
Jealousy, pride, anger, maya-proneness, 
Hatred, and greed. 


O raja, ruler of men, 
Very little remains of the Dvapara-yuga. 
Haimavata-varsa is superior to Bharata-varsa, 


‘And Hari-varsa is superior to Haimvata-varsa.” 


SECTION ELEVEN 


Dhrtarastra said: 
“Sanjaya, you have described Jambukhanda: 
Tell me about its size and dimensions. 


I also want to know 
The dimensions of the oceans, 
Of Saka-dvipa, Kusa-dvipa, 


Salmali-dvipa, and Kraufica-dvipa. 
Son of Gavalgana, 
Tell me about Rahu, Soma and Surya also.” 


Sanjaya replied: 

“O raja, this earth is full of islands. 
I will describe only seven of them, 
And the moon, sun and planets. 


Lord of the world, 
The Jambi-territory mountain covers an area 
Of eighteen thousand six hundred yojanas. 


The salt ocean is double that, it is said. 
It is full of kingdoms. 
It is rich with gems and pearls. 


It is surrounded by mineral-rich mountains. 
It is circular. 


It is inhabited by Siddhas and Caranas. 


O descendant of the Kauravas, 
Let me give you the details of Saka-dvipa. 
Listen carefully, lord of the earth. 
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That island is twice the area of Jambu-dvipa. 
The ocean, maharaja, 
Is twice the size of Saka-dvipa. 


O excellent Bharata, 
Saka-dvipa is surrounded by the sweet-milk sea. 
It lands are holy, its people never die. 


They are patient, forgiving and noble. 
There is never any famine there. 


O bull-brave Bharata, : 
I have given you a brief account of Saka-dvipa. 


What else would you like to know, maharaja?” 
Dhrtarastra replied: _ 
“You have presented Saka-dvipa to me briefly. 


O maha-wise one, explain to me its details.” 
Sanjaya replied: | 
“Raja, that island has seven gem-rich mountains, 


And many mines of precious stones. 
And many rivers, whose names I will supply. 
Everything there is holy and replete with gunas. 


The main mountain there, Meru, 

Is the resort of gods and gandharvas. 
Maharaja, the next mountain is Malaya, 
And it extends eastwards. 


There clouds are born, and from there 

They disperse in all directions. 

Next, O Kaurava, is the maha-mountain called 
Jaladhara 


From where Vasava-Indra collects water 

Of the purest quality. ! 

That is the source from where, O lord of men, 
We get the monsoon rains. 


Next is the massive mountain Raivataka, 
And Pitamaha-Brahma has so arranged 
That the Revati constellation is always above it. 
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Towards the north 

Is the maha-mountain called Syama, 
Shining like a newly-formed cloud, 
Tall and dark-grey. 


Dark-grey also are the people who live there.” 
Dhrtarastra asked: 
“This is a maha-puzzle, Sanjaya — Suta’s son, 


Why are the people who live there dark-grey?” 


“Maharaja, descendant of the Kauravas,” replied 
Saiijaya, 

“Fair-skinned and dark-skinned people 

Are found on all islands, 

As well as mixed races, O king. 


Because all the people there are dark-grey, O Bharata, 
The mountain is called Syama the Dark-Grey One. 
It is the mountain of Bhagavan Krishna. 


Next to it is the high mountain DurgaéSaila; 
Then the mountain is called Kesara, 
Because kesara-fragrant breezes blow from it. 


It is twice as large as its neighbour. 
There are seven territories on this island. 


The territory of maha-Meru is Mahakaéa, 
Near Malaya is Kumudottara, maharaja, 
near Jaladhara is Sukumara. 


Raivataka’s territory is called Sukumara also, 
And Syama’s is Manikarficana. 


_ Kesara’s territory is Modaki. 


The next mountain is called Mahapuman. 


It straddles the island; 
In the centre of the island, O Kaurava, 
Is a massive tree as big as Jambu-dvipa. 


The tree is called Saka. 
It is a sacred tree, maharaja. 
Samkara-Siva is offered puja in that sacred territory. 
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Siddhas, Caranas, and gods visit it. 
The people there are full of dharma, 
And the four castes, O Bharata raja, 


In that territory perform their sva-karma 
In perfect harmony. 

Maharaja, there are no thieves, 

There is no old age, no death, 

The people live long lives. 


The people there-are prosperous like monsoon rivers 
Flowing to the ocean. 
The holy Ganga flows through that territory. 


Sukumari, Kumari, Sitasi, Venika, 
Manijala, and many other maha-rivers, O Kaurava, 


Including the Caksuvardhanika, excellent Bharata, 


Purify the territory with their holy waters, 
O enhancer of Kaurava glory. 


There are hundreds of thousands of such rivers, 
Whose waters Vasava-Indra showers as rain. 


‘Impossible to name them all, 


Impossible to give the dimensions of all. 


They are all holy rivers, 
They are all defect-removers. 
The island is divided into four sacred regions; 


Manga, Masaka, Manasa, Mandaga, 
Brahmins live in Manga, . 
And are involved in their sva-karma. 


Many dharma-following Ksatriyas 

Live in MaSaka, O raja, | 

And they grant all the wishes of favour-seekers. 
Vaisyas live in Manasa. 

They are all brave desire-fufillers 

And dharma-and-artha upholders. 


Siidras live in Mandaga; 
They also are followers of dharma. 
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O Indra among rajas, there 

There is no raja, 

No punishment, 

No one deserving to be punished. 
People of dharma, 

They practise sva-dharma 

And protect and cherish each other. 


This is all there is to know 
About the island called Saka, 
A powerful and maha-radiant territory.” 


SECTION TWELVE 


Sanjaya said: 

“I will now tell you, Kaurava maharaja, 
About the islands that lie in the north. 
Listen to me. 


There is the ocean of ghee. 
Then comes the ocean of curd. 
Then the ocean of wine, 

And finally the ocean of water. 


As they go further north, maharaja, O lord of men, 
The islands grow progressively double. 
They are surrounded by these oceans. 


The centre maha-island island is made of red arsenic; 
It is called Gaura, O king. 

On the western island is the mountain Krsna, 

A spot dear to-Narayana. 


There KeSava-Krishna keeps guard over celestial jewels. 


When he is pleased, 
He dispenses prosperity to people from that place. 


The kuSa-grass of Kugadvipa 
And the salmali-tree of Salmali territory 
Are objects of puja for the people who live there. 
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In Kraunca-dvipa is the mountain Mahakraunca, 

A treasure-house of gems and minerals, 

Which, maharaja, is also a place of puja for the four 
castes. 


There one sees the massive mountain Gomanta, 
Rich with metals and minerals, O raja. 


There dwells the Lotus-Eyed Lord of Prosperity, 


Prabhu-Narayana-Hari, with those who have 
attained moksa. 

O Indra-among-rajas, 

In KuSadvipa is a red-mineral mountain 


Called Sudhama-~ an inaccessible peak, 
Made of gold. 

Another radiant mountain, O Kaurava, 
Is called Kumuda. 


The fourth mountain is Puspavan, 

The fifth KuSaseya, 

The sixth Harigiri. 

These are the six important mountains. 


The space between these mountains — 
Progressively doubles as one proceeds northwards. 
The first territory is called Udbhid, 

The second Venumandala, 


The third is Suratha, the fourth Kambala, 
The fifth Dhrtimat, the sixth Prabhakara, 


The seventh Kapila. Seven territories, 
O lord of the world, 
In them the gods, gandharvas, and other world-beings 


Enjoy themselves. They do not die. 
O king! There are no robbers and no mlecchas. 


O lord of men! The people are all good-looking 
and fair-skinned. 
O earth-lord! Let me explain everything about them. 
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Maharaja, I will repeat what I have heard. 
Listen carefully. 
On Krauncadvipa is the massive mountain Kraufica. 


Next to Kraufica is Vamanaka, 

Next to Vamana is Andhakaraka, O raja. 

Next to Andhakaraka is the finest of mountains 
Called Mainaka, O raja. 


O raja, next to Mainaka is the excellent mountain 
Govinda, 
And next to Govinda is the mountain called 


Nibida, O raja. 


The space between these mountains 
Progressively doubles as one proceeds northwards. 
Let me describe their territories. Listen carefully, 


The territory near Karufica is KuSala, 

Near Vamana is Manonuga. And, 

O glory of the Kauravas, 

After Manonuga comes the territory called Usna. 


After Usna comes Pravaraka, 
After Pravaraka is Andhakaraka, 
After Andhakaraka is Munide§a. 


After Munidesa comes Dundubhisvana, 

O lord of men, 

Where Siddhas and Caranas live. 

The people of this region are fair-complexioned. 


Maharaja, all these territories 
Are inhabited by gods and gandharvas. 
On the island of Puskara 


Is the gem-and-mineral-rich mountain Puskara. 


Living on that mountain 
Is Deva Prajapati Brahma, Lord of creatures, 
Worshipped by gods and maha-rsis 


With the puja of sweet words and homage. 
The gems of Jambiidvipa are seen here, O lord of men. 
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The people of these islands, O excellent Kaurava, 
Are staunch practisers of brahmacarya, 
They are disciplined, they speak the truth. 


In these matters too the intensity 

Doubles progressively as we proceed northwards. 
These islands actually make up one vast territory. 
In all these different regions, O Bharata raja, 
There is actually a single dharma. 


Maharaja! The Lord of creatures, Prajapati, 
the Lord of chastisement, 
Lives there and protects his subjects. 


O raja! He is their raja 
their auspicious lord 
their father 
their grandsire. 
O finest of men! 
He is the favouring one 
their guardian from beginning to end. 


O maha-muscled Kaurava! 
Food is self-cooked on these islands, 
And eaten daily by the inhabitants. 


After these territories is the region 
Known as Sama; maharaja, 
It has four corners and thirty-three mandalas. 


O Kaurava! O finest of the Bharatas! 
Here are the four splendid elephants: 
Vamana, Airavata, 


Supratika, with rutting temples, 
And another, O raja. 
Impossible for me to calculate their sizes: 


The height, breadth and circumference 
Of these lands are all undetermined. 
Winds blow freely in these territories. 


These elephants catch the winds 
In the lotus-bright maha-cavities of their trunks. 
Having caught them, 
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They exhale them with great force. 
And so these tremendous winds 
Blow all over the earth. 


Maharaja, creatures breathe with these winds.” 
Dhrtarastra asked: 
“Sanjaya, you have described in great detail 


The location of these islands. 

Sanjaya! Tell me the rest.” 

Sanjaya replied: 

“Maharaja, I have described the islands. 


_ Let me now, maharaja, explain 


The heavenly bodies to you. 
It is said, O excellent Kaurava, 


That Svarbhanu or Rahu is globular. 


O defectless one! Its diameter is twelve thousand 
yojanas, 
And its circumference is fortytwo thousand yojanas. 


That is what the learned ancients say. 
The moon’s diameter is eleven thousand yojanas. 


Its circumference is thirty-eight thousand nine hundred 
yojanas. 

These are the dimensions of the mahatma cool-rayed 
planet. 


O delighter of the Kauravas, O raja, 
It is said the diameter of the sun 
Is ten thousand yojanas, 


And the circumference of the generous, swift, 
radiant body 

Is thirty-five thousand eight hundred yojanas, 
O defectless raja. 


These are the dimensions of the sun, O Bharata. 
Rahu, of enormous size, covers 


Both sun and moon during eclipses. 
This I have explained in brief, maharaja, 
Through the eyes of the Sastras. 
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Having heard all this, 
Pacify yourself. 
Having listened to the dimensions of the earth, 


O Kaurava, curb the ambitions of your son 
Duryodhana. 

O excellent Bharata! Whichever raja listens 
attentively to this Bhumi-parva — 


He obtains the the fruition of his desires; 
His strength, fame, age, and energy increase. 


Whoever listens respectfully to the details 
Of this parva on the full-moon and the new-moon 
Pleases his fathers and pitamaha-ancestors. 


I have described to you the merits that accrue 
From the territory of Bharata-varsa 
In which we all live.” 


SECTION THIRTEEN 


Descendant of Bharata (continued Vaisampayana), 
learned Saiijaya, son of Gavalgana, 

who saw present, past, future, 
all as present, 


Rushed back to grieving Dhrtarastra 
and announced sadly the news 
that Pitamaha-Bhisma had died 
on the field. 


“O bull-brave Bharata maharaja!” said Safijaya. 
“I am Sanjaya. Namaste. 

Santanu’s son Bhisma, the Kaurava grandsire, 
is dead. 


The Kaurava grandsire, finest of warriors, 
paragon of bowmen, 

lies dead, 
sprawled on a bed of arrows. 
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O raja! Brave Bhisma, whose strength 
backed your sons 

in the dice-game, has been killed 
by Sikhandin. 


Maha-chariot-hero Bhisma, in a single chariot, 


once routed 
all the lords of the earth 
gathered in Kasi. 


Whom even Jamadagni’s son Parasurama 


could not kill — 
he has been killed today in battle 
by Sikhandin. 


He was strong like Mahendra-Indra, 
patient like the earth, 

firm as the Himavant hills, 
profound like the ocean. 


Arrows were his teeth, 
the bow was his mouth, 
the sword his tongue, — 
and Sikhandin has killed him. 


When he prepared for battle, 

the maha-Pandava-army 
trembled in fear, 

like cattle confronted by a lion. 


The foe-slaying heroic sun 
who protected your soldiers 
for ten nights with incredible feats 
has today set. 


He serenely shot arrows in thousands, 
like Sakra-Indra; 

he killed ten thousand soldiers daily 
for ten days — 


Today he is dead, undeservingly so. 
His enemies, O Bharata raja, 
have killed him, a wind-whipped tree 

supine on the ground.” 
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“How was the bull-brave Kaurava Bhisma,” 
asked Dhrtarastra, 

“killed by Sikhandin? 
How did this second Vasava-Indra topple? 


Sanjaya, what did my sons do 
when celibate Bhisma, 
who was like a god, 
was taken away from their midst? 


When maha-powerful maha-wise and maha-bowman 
lion-among-men Bhisma fell, 

how did it affect the morale 
of our soldiers? 


You tell me the finest Kaurava 
is no more with us, 

the never-retreating bull-brave hero is killed. 
I suffer, I suffer. 


Tell me, when he attacked, 
who guarded his rear, Safijaya, 
who his front? who protected his flanks, 
who fought alongside? 


Name me the great heroes 
who assisted that bull-brave Ksatriya, 
that brilliant lion-like chariot-warrior 
when he pierced the enemy’s ranks. 


Like the sun scattering darkness, 
Bhisma routed his foes; 

his prowess was thousand-rayed, 
he spread terror everywhere. 


When he attacked, tell me — 

which Pandava warriors opposed him? 
He was a hero who could crush 

all opposition. 


What was the strategy of the Pandavas, Sajijaya, 
to frustrate 

the fierce attacks of the invincible hero, 
Santanu’s son Bhisma 
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Whose arrows were teeth, 
whose bow was an open mouth, 
whose fierce sword was his tongue - 
how was such 


A lion-among-men defeated by Kaunteya-Arjuna 
on the field? 

He did not deserve defeat, 
none ever defeated him before. 


He was the remarkable hero who, 
stationed in his chariot, 
sliced off his enemies’ heads, 
and did not boast about it. 


He was like the fires of Cosmic Time Kala 
on the day of doom; 

seeing him fighting, the Pandavas maha-army 
scattered in terror. 


For ten days that great foe-crusher 
wrought havoc 

in the Pandavas’ ranks; 
now he has set, like the sun. 


With an endless shower of arrows, 
he annihiliated 

a hundred million soldiers in ten days — 
as Sakra-Indra did. © 


He now lies on the ground inert, 
like a wind-whipped tree. — 

Though he did not deserve it, 
Bhisma of the Bharatas is dead. 


How did the soldiers of the Parficalas 
dare oppose 

the fearsome military prowess 
of the son of Santanu? 


Teil me, Sanjaya, how the Pandavas fought 
against Bhisma. 

How is it possible that Drona is alive, 
and Bhisma dead? © 
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How could Bhisma, unparalleled warrior, 
die when Krpa was there 

to protect him, when Bharadvaja-Drona was there 
to protect him? 


How is it possible that this paragon 
of chariot-heroes, Bhisma, 

whom the gods could not harm, 
was killed by Sikhandin? 


He was equipped to fight 
Jamadagni’s son ParaSurama. 
Even Parasurama could not defeat him, 
he was so like Sakra-Indra. 


How could a maha-chariot-hero like Bhisma 
die in battle? 

I am confused. I want all the details 
from you, Sanjaya. 


Explain to me, Sanjaya, which bowmen 
of my army defended him? 

Who obeyed Duryodhana’s orders 
to protect him? 


Sanjaya! When the Pandavas, led by Sikhandin, 
attacked Bhisma, 

which Kauravas stood firmly by the side 
of Bhisma? 


My heart must be made of steel 
not to crack 

when it hears of the death 
of lion-among-men Bhisma. 


He had truth, intelligence and ingenuity; 
he had them in abundance; 

how did they succeed in killing 
that bull-brave Bharata? 


He was like a maha-cloud. 

The twang of his bowstring was the cloud roaring. 
The arrows were a shower of rain. - 

The sound of the bow was thunder reverberating. 
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Like thunderbolt-wielding Indra the Danavas, 
so Bhisma scattered 

the Pandavas, Paricalas, and Sriijayas 
with his arrows. 


He was a surging ocean of weapons, 
An awesome ocean; 

The bows were the waves, 

The arrows were the crocodiles; 

An endless restless ocean, 

Islandless and raftless, 

An uncrossable ocean, 


Where maces and swords were the sharks, 
Where horses and elephants were the whirlpools, 
Where soldiers were the thousands of fishes, 

An ocean that reverberated with the noises 

Of conch-shells and dundubhi-drums; 


And Bhisma’s wrath, __ 

The subterranean fire of the ocean, 

Drowned all his enemies in hundreds of thousands, 
Consuming all opposition. 


Like the shores holding back the ocean, 
Bhisma stood firm, 

Restricting with his blazing anger 

The advance of his foes. 


Who protected his front 

when foe-punishing Bhisma 
performed wonderful feats 

for the sake of Duryodhana? 


Who protected the right wheel 
of the mighty hero? 

Who covered his rear 
from the attacks of his foes? 


Who stood firm closest to him? 
Which warriors 

placed themselves as defenders 
of his left wheel? 


[VI:14:36-44] 


Tease by # ae 


36 


ov 


38 


oo 


40 


4] 


42 


43 


44 


70 


Which left-wheel defenders repulsed 
the Srnjaya sorties? 

And who were the ones who provided 
over-all cover, Sanjaya? 


Who covered the deep flanks 
of this departed hero? 

Sanjaya! Who took exceptional risks 
in the course of defending him? 


How is it possible that he failed 
to defeat his enemies 

in spite of his comprehensive 
military support? 


Sanjaya! How was it possible for the Pandavas 
to strike down a hero 

who was like all-world-lord 
Paramesthin-Prajapati-Brahma himself? 


Sanjaya, do you expect me to believe 
that the island-of-refuge, 

the lion-among-men all-in-all of the Kauravas, 
heroic Bhisma is dead? 


Relying on his massive strength, 

my son dared to defy the Pandavas. 
Am I to believe 

Bhisma has been killed? 


In the distant past, when the gods 
fought against the Danavas, 
they sought the help 


of my maha-strict-vowed pita. 


Whose birth freed Santanu 
from grief, regret, and despair — 

that auspicious son, that maha-valiant hero 
of incredible lustre — 


That self-dharma-following, refuge-providing, 
pure knower of the Vedas and Vedangas — 
am I to believe 
that he has been killed? 
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He knew the entire science of weapons. 
He was gentle, 

He was self-controlled, 

He was firm. 

When I hear Santanu’s son is dead, 

I consider my army dead. 


I think adharma has overcome dharma: 
the Pandavas are unscrupulous — 
they kill their old guru 
for a kingdom. 


In the duel over Amba, 
Parasurama, Jamadgani’s son, 
unexcelled arms-expert, 
was routed by brave Bhisma. 


You say Indra-equalling, finest-of-heroes 
Pitamaha Bhisma has been killed. 
Can there be for me 
any greater grief? 


Whom even foe-slaying Parasurama, 
Jamadagni’s son 

who slaughtered the entire Ksatriya race 
in a battle, 


Could not kill — he has been killed today 
by Sikhandin. 

It follows that the incredibly puissant, 
maha-heroic Sikhandin, 


Drupada’s son, in energy and radiance and valour, 
is superior to Parasurama, 

because the all-weapons expert 
Bhisma, 

The bull-brave Bharata, has been killed by him 
on the battlefield. | 

Which warriors faithfully assisted foe-destroying 
all-weapons-expert Bhisma? 

How did Bhisma clash with the Pandavas? 
Without Bhisma, Sanjaya, 

my army is like a wife 
without a protecting husband. 
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My army is a herd of cattle 
without a cowherd. 

When that acme of masculine strength 
in the worlds 


Was killed, 

how was my army’s morale affected? 
Sanjaya, what is the point 

in carrying on living 


When we have allowed our grandsire, 
the world’s finest man of dharma, 
to be killed? We must grieve, 
as grieve those 
who, waiting to be ferried across, 
see their boat sink. 


So must my sons mourn 
the death of Bhisma. 
If seems to me, Sanjaya, 
that my heart is made of stone, 


Because it does not burst with grief. 
Bhisma is dead, 

that wise and experienced and bull-brave 
lion-among-men. 


How was it possible to kill that man? 
Neither weapons, 
nor courage, nor tapasya, nor intelligence, 
~ nor arms-skill, 


Nor firmness, nor gifts, 
are defence against death. 

There is no maha-power like that of Kala 
in this universe. 


That is why, Safijaya, you can say 
Santanu-Bhisma is dead. 
Seeing my sons helpless now, 
J am stricken with maha-grief, 


Because I had great hopes 
that Bhisma would save them. 
Sanjaya, when, like a fallen sun 
on the ground, 
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Bhisma lay, to whom did Duryodhana turn 
for help? 

When I think of all this, 
I begin to wonder 


If any of us is going to survive 
this battle. 

What a terrible Ksatriya dharma it is, 
endorsed by the rsis - 


That the Pandavas should covet a kingdom 
by killing Bhisma, 

that we should covet the same kingdom 
by accepting his death. 


My sons and Prtha-Kunti’s sons are true 
to Ksatriya dharma — 

no blame attaches to them. 
In a crisis, one’s duty, Safijaya, 


Is to be strong and unflinching, 
even as Bhisma was. 

Bhisma was modest despite the fact 
that he was invincible. 


How did the Pandavas range their troops 
against Santanu-Bhisma? 

What was his strategy to repulse 
his mahatma foes? 


Tell me, Sanjaya, the exact manner 
in which they killed Bhisma. 
Duryodhana, Karna, 
and Subala’s Sakuni, 


And Duhésasana - what did they say 
when he died? 

Where men, horses, and elephants were 
the dice-board, 


Where arrows, javelins, swords, and saktis 
were the dice — 

when they entered that frightening hall 
of war-games — 
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Tell me, which bull-brave gamblers staked 
their very lives, 

who lost in the dice-game, 
and who won? 


Who, besides Santanu’s son Bhisma, 
lost in the game? 

News of Devavrata-Bhisma’s death 
has taken away my peace, Safijaya — 


My father, Bhisma, 

the renowned hero of fearful feats. 
In my heart I feel all my sons 

will perish. 


You have made my grief flare up, Safijaya, 
like fire fed with ghee. 

So gigantic was the task 
of world-famed 


Bhisma’s — and he is dead - 
and my sons sorrow-stricken. 

Describe the despair that Duryodhana’s deeds 
have produced! | 


Tell me, Sanjaya, in precise detail 
what occurred 

as a result of my wicked son’s 
great ignorance. 


Right or wrong, tell me everything. 
All that Bhisma, 
in his consuming desire to win, 


did on the field, Sanjaya, 


Whatever that omni-skilled warrior did, 
tell me everything. 
How was the Kaurava-Pandava 


battle fought? 


Be specific about the time, 
The feats, and other details.” 


74 
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Maharaja (said Safijaya), 
your questions deserve respect. 
But you should not put the blame 
on Duryodhana. 


If a man suffers 

by his own conduct, 
he should not say 

it is the fault of others. 


Maharaja, the man whose misdeeds harm 
other men 

deserves to be killed 
for pernicious misbehaviour. 


The Pandavas are unfamiliar with malice. 
They depended on you 

and endured indignities, 
when exiled in the forest. 


Horses and elephants 
and incredibly puissant rajas, 
whatever I have seen 
by my power of yoga — 
Let me tell you of them, O lord of men. 
Control your grief. 
All I tell you was ordained, 
it had to happen. 


J namaskara your father, 

the learned son of ParaSara! 
Through the grace of Vyasa 

has this divine knowledge 


Become mine, this long-distance hearing 
and vision, O raja, 
this insight into people’s minds 
and into past and future, 
This power of flying in akasa-space, 
this knowledge of law-breaker’s ways, 
this immunity to war-weapons — 
all boons granted by mahatma Vyasa. 
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Listen to me as I tell you 
of the supremely fascinating 

and horripilating battle that was fought 
by the Bharatas. 


The armies stood ready in war-formation. 
Then, maharaja, 

Duryodhana approached DuhSasana 
and said to him: 


“DuhSasana, order the chariots forward 
for the defence of Bhisma. 

Ready all our troops 
for attack. 


What I imagined for many years 
has finally happened — 

the Pandava and Kaurava armies 
stand face to face. 


Nothing matters more now 
than how to defend Bhisma. 
Single-handed, he can kill the Pandavas, 
Somakas and Srnjayas. 


The pure-atmaned Bhisma has said, 
‘I will not kill Sikhandin. 

I will spare him 
because he was once a girl.’ 


Take special care therefore 
to protect brave Bhisma. 

Order my soldiers to do everything possible 
to kill Sikhandin. 


Order the best troops from north, 
south, east, and west 

to defend Pitamaha Bhisma 
at all costs. 


Unprotected, even a maha-lion 
is prey to a wolf. 

We must not allow jackal-Sikhandin 
to kill lion-Bhisma. 


kg, Yudhamanyu guards the left, 
and Uttamaujas Arjuna’s right. 
Under cover of these two, 
Phalguna-Arxjuna protects Sikhandin. 
20 Therefore, do whatever’s necessary 
so that Sikhandin, 
whom Arjuna protects and Bhisma won’t harm, 
doesn’t kill Gangeya-Bhisma.” 


[VI:15:19-20; 16:1-6] 


SECTION SIXTEEN 


1 The night passed (continued Saiijaya), 
and the kings 
noisily exhorted their soldiers, 
“To arms! To arms!” 


2 O decendant of Bharata, 
the lion-roars of conches and drums, 
the horses’ whinnying, 
the chariots’ clatter, 


Te Mahzbhavala of Vale 


3 The trumpeting of elephants, 
the yelling of heroes, 
the slapping of arm-pits, warriors shouting — 
a deafening din! 


4 By sunrise, maharaja, 
the Kaurava and Pandava hosts 
had completed all the preliminaries 
for battle. 


5 O Indra-among-rajas, 
you sons and the Pandavas 
brandished their fearful weapons 
and their glittering armour. 


6 In the light of the morning sun, 
O Bharata, 
the weapons of your sons and of the Pandavas 
were a blinding dazzle. 
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Your elephants and chariots, 

decorated with gold from the Jambu river, 
dazzled like clouds 

flecked with lightning. 


The innumerable chariots in battle-array 
looked like cities, 

with your father Bhisma presiding 
like the full moon. 


The soldiers wielding bows, swords, scimitars, 
maces, spears, lances 

and other shining weapons 
took up battle stations. 


Foot-soldiers, elephants, chariot-heroes 
and horse-warriors 

stood in hundreds and thousands, 
looking like an intricate net. 


Thousands of richly-colourful flags 
of your sons 

and the Pandava armies 
fluttered on the battlefield. 


Gold-and-gem-ornamented, fire-resplendent, 
the thousands 

of elephant-warriors waved 
their different gleaming flags. 


The flags flapped and gleamed 

like flags in Mahendra-Indra’s heaven. 
They faced each other on the field, 

like glowing flames. 


Fully armed, they stood, 
with eyes large like those of bulls, 
with quivers and finger-guards, 
shining in splendour. 


Subala’s son Sakuni, Salya, Jayadratha of the Sindhus, 

Vinda and Anuvinda, Kaikeya, Sudaksina of the 
Kambojas, 

Srutayudha of Kalinga, king Jayatsena, 

Brhadbala of Kosala, Krtavarman of the Satvatas — 
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These ten tigers-among-men, 

performers of yajiias with large daksinas, 
led an army consisting 

of one aksauhini each. 


These and other highly-disciplined rajas, 
all chariot-heroes, 

considering themselves part of the huge army 
of Duryodhana, 


Stationed themselves strategically, 
as planned in advance. 

They wore black deerskin. 
They were strong, war-expert, 


And ready to go to the realm of Brahma 
for the sake of Duryodhana. 

Ten heroes with ten armies — 
ready for battle! 


The eleventh army of the Kauravas 
headed these — 

and it was commanded by Bhisma, 
Santanu’s son. 


Maharaja, we saw Bhisma 
wearing a white helmet, 
white armour, under a white umbrella — 


like the full moon. 


Bhisma stood in his silver chariot, 

his white palm-tree-symbolled flag 
fluttering. 

The Kauravas and Pandavas, 


The Srmijayas, Dhrstadyumna 
and other great bowmen watched Bhisma 
like helpless deer 
spellbound by a maha-lion 
With wide-open jaws. 
The followers of Dhrstadyumna 
were terrified. 
The eleven aksauhinis of your army 
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And the seven of the Pandavas 
were powerfully protected. 

Like two crocodile-and-makara-agitated 
fearsome-to-behold 


Oceans at yuga-end, the two armies 
faced each other, 

agitating huge whirlpools. 
O raja, we never saw 

or heard of two such armies 
as those of the Kauravas. 


SHCTLON SEVENTEEN 


Exactly as Bhagavan Krsna-Dvaipayana-Vyasa 
had predicted 

(Safijaya continued), 
the armies confronted each other. 


The battle began the day Soma entered 
the Magha pitr-realms: 

the seven maha-planets blazed in the sky 
like large fires. 


The sun rose, split in two, it seemed. 
High in the sky, 

a fierce incandescence 
seemed to proliferate. 


From the intense radiance 
emanated the weird cries 
of jackals and crows 
awaiting a feast of corpses. 


Each morning the Kaurava Pitamaha Bhisma 
and Bharadvaja-Drona 


rose and, concentrating their mental energies, 
said: 


“Victory to Pandu’s sons!” 
They fought for your sake, 
only because they had given you 
their solemn word. 
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Your father Devavrata-Bhisma, 
learned in every detail of dharma, 
summoned the lords of the earth 
and said to them: 


“Ksatriyas! 
This is an open maha-door to heaven! 
Enter it, 
And enjoy the realms of Sakra-Indra and Brahma! 


The ancients 
Have showed you this eternal path! 
Achieve honour 


By fighting with single-minded dedication. 


Nabhaga, Yayati, Mandhata, Nahusa and Nrga 
Obtained the highest success by such dedication. 


It is adharma 

For a Ksatriya to die of disease at home; 
It is his eternal dharma 

To die on the battlefield.” 


The handsome earth-lords listened to Bhisma, 
O bull-brave Bharata — 

and then they drove their chariots 
to battle stations. 


Vikartana’s son Karna, his relatives and friends, 
O bull-brave Bharata, 

put aside their weapons 
because Bhisma desired it. 


Your sons and all the rajas, 
with the exception of Karna, 
marched forward, their cries deafening 
the ten points of the horizon. 


It was a magnificent spectacle — 
countless white umbrellas, 

pennants, flagstaffs, elephants, horses, chariots, 
foot-soldiers. 
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The earth shook under the rattle 
of chariot-wheels, 

and the noise of dundubhi-kettledrums 
and tabors and cymbals. 


The maha-chariot-heroes, 

ornamented with gold bracelets and armlets, 
were as dazzling 

as hills set on fire. 


And Bhisma had the enchanting radiance 
of the rising sun, 

as he stood there 
with his five-starred palmtree flag. 


Then, O bull-brave Bharata, following Bhisma’s orders, 
all the bow-expert rajas on your side 

moved forward 
into their strategic positions. 


Saibya, ruler of the Govasenas, 

rode on a raja-worthy elephant, 
under a proudly fluttering flag. 

Always prepared for an emergency, 


A$Svatthaman marched under a flag 

with a lion’s-tail symbol. 
Srutayudha, Citrasena, Purumitra, 
. and ViviméSati, 


With Salya, Bhirisravas, and the maha-chariot-hero 
Vikarna — these seven maha-bowmen — 

in splendid armour and glittering chariots - 
followed Drona’s son ASsvatthaman, 


But protected the front line of Bhisma; 
their excellent chariots 

were adorned with high-flying flags 
richly decorated 


With Jambu-gold embroidery 
which dazzled all who saw it. 
An intricate symbol of a golden altar, 
with a kamandalu pot 
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Intertwined with a bow, 
was acarya Drona’s flag. 
Inspiring hundreds and thousands 
of soldiers 


Was Duryodhana’s maha-flag 

with its gem-clustered symbol of a Naga. 
Paurava, Srutayudha of Kalinga, 

Kamboja’s Sudaksina, 


Ksemadhanva and Sumitra — these chariot-heroes 
protected Duryodhana’s front line. 

The ruler of the Magadhas, 
in a luxurious chariot 

flying the sign of the bull, 


commanded a huge army. 


Noble-minded Krpa and the ruler of Anga 
were protecting 

the massive eastern contingent, 
thick as autumn clouds. 


Maha-illustrious raja Jayadratha’s shining banner 
carried the boar symbol. 
He led his soldiers 


in a dazzle of military glory, 


Commanding a hundred thousand chariots, 
eight thousand elephants 

and sixty thousand 
excellent cavalry warriors — 


An endless resplendent maha-force 
of chariots 

and elephants and horses 
obedient to the Sindhu raja. 


The king of Kalinga, Srutayudha, 
with his ally Ketuman, 

led sixty thousand chariots 
and ten thousand elephants. 


Armed with war machines, with tomara-lances, 
spears and banners, 

the hill-huge elephants added radiance 
to the battlefield. 
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And blinding was the dazzle 
of the king of the Kalingas 

with his white umbrella, waving fans, 
and fiery banner. 


O raja! Armed with a shining hook, 
atop a huge elephant, 

Ketuman shone on the field 
like the sun among clouds. 


Raja Bhagadatta, self-gloriously grand, 
led his soldiers 
with the confidence of Vajra-Indra, 
- wielder of the thunderbolt. 


Vinda and Anuvinda, 
the two princes of Avanti, 
reputed as Bhagadatta’s equals, 
followed Ketuman on two elephants. 


A multi-faced army! 

With chariots on all sides! 
A smiling-faced army! 

With elephants as its body, 
kings its head, horses its wings, 

ready to leap! — 


O raja! Led by Drona, that army, 

led by Santanu’s son raja Bhisma, 
by Drona’s son Agvatthaman, 

and Krpa and Bahlika. 


SECTIONSEIG HEE N 


Maharaja (continued Sajfijaya), 
a cacophony shook the battlefield. 

All combatants shouting! The tumultuous din 
was heart-shuddersome! 


Conches blowing, drums banging, 
elephants trumpeting, 

chariots rattling — the noise scemed 
to almost sunder the earth! 
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The neighing of the horses 

and the screams of the soldiers 
filled all the corners of the sxy 

and the earth! 


O unshakable hero! Your sons’ armies 
and the soldiers of the Pandavas 
confronted each other — 
and trembled. 


Jambu-gold-engraved chariots 
and hordes of elephants 
on the battlefield 
glittered like lightning-streaked clouds. 


O lord of men! The war-banners of the soldiers 
of your army, 
designed with golden rings, blazed on the field 


like so many fires. 


Your army’s banners and the banners 
of the Pandavas, O Bharata, 

glowed like the banners of Mahendra-Indra. 
in the halls of heaven. 


Golden armour gleamed like fire 
on brave warriors 

who stood on the field 
shining like so many suns. 


Brandishing splendid bows and arrows, 
the Kauravas stood, O raja, 
wearing leather finger-guards 
and waving beautiful banners. 


Their eyes as large as those of bulls, O lord of men, 
the maha-bowmen 

stood as leaders of their ranks. 
Guarding Bhisma 

from the rear were Dubéasana, Durvisaha, 


Durmukha, Duhsaha, 


ViviméSati, Citrasena, the maha-chariot-hero Vikarna, 
Satyavrata, Purumitra, Jaya, Bhurisravas, and Sala. 
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Reinforcing them 

were twenty thousand chariot-warriors. 
The Abhiéahas, the Strasenas, 

the Sibis, the Vasatis, 


The Salvas, Matsyas, Ambasthas, 
Trigartas, Kekayas, 

Sauviras, Kaitabhas, and eastern, western, 
and northern tribes — 


These twelve brave peoples had decided 
to fight and die, if necessary. 

Their chariots protected 
Pitamaha-Bhisma. 


The king of Magadha 

and his ten thousand elephants 
provided further support 

by following closely behind. 


Protecting the chariots and elephants 
was a splendid force 

of crack foot-soldiers ° 
numbering six hundred thousand. 


The advance body of foot-soldiers, 
experts in dart-throwing, 
carrying bows and swords, 
consisted of many hundred thousands. 


O Bharata maharaja,.the eleven aksauhinis 
of your son Duryodhana 

looked like the river Yamuna merged 
with the Ganga’s waters. 


SECTION NINETEEN 


“Seeing our eleven aksauhinis battle-ready,’ 
asked Dhrtarastra, 

“how did Pandava Yudhisthira organise 
his far fewer counter-forces? 
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Tell me, Sanjaya, how Kunti’s son 
prepared to fight Bhisma 

who knew human, divine, anti-divine 
and gandharva tactics.” 


Sanjaya replied: Seeing your soldiers 
arrayed. for battle, 

dharmatma dharmaraja Yudhisthira 
said to Dhananjaya-Anjuna: 


“Maharsi Brhaspati has explained 
that small armies should fight 
in tight formations, 
large armies can be widely spaced. 


When the few clash with the many, 
he recommends 

the Needle-mouth strategy. 
It is a fact we are outnumbered. 


Keep the maha-rsi’s advice in mind, 
Pandu’s son, 
and prepare for battle.” 
Arjuna replied to the dharmaraja Pandava: 


“Finest of rajas, I will ready the impregnable array 
known as the Thunderbolt, 

devised by thunder-wielding 
Vajrapani-Indra himself. 


Invincible Bhima, 

whose valour is that of a thunderstorm, 
who is the greatest of fierce warriors, 

will head our army. 


That supreme hero, 

expert in all weapons of war, 
will lead us 

and annihilate our enemies. 


Just as puny creatures, terror-stricken, 
flee from a lion, 

the soldiers of Duryodhana will flee 
from mighty Bhima. 
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We have nothing to fear. 

Bhima is a barricade that shelters us, 
just as Devaraja Indra 

shelters the gods. 


Who is there in the world who dares to look 
Vrkodara wolf-waisted Bhima in the eye 
when that bull-among-men hero 
isangered? 


When Bhima brandishes his mace, 
made of iron, 
he is capable of drying up 


even the entire ocean. 


Even the princes of Kekaya, 
Dhrstaketu and Cekitana, 
cannot equal him. 
His ministers are waiting for your move — 


As is Duryodhana.” Then, O raja, dreadful- deed- doer 
Bibhatsu-Arjuna told Bhima, 

“Here’s your chance to display the ferocity 
of your maha-strength.” 


The Pandava soldiers listened intently 
to Arjuna’s advice, 
O Bharata, 
and offered him their Joyal puja-respect. 


Maha-muscled Dhanafijaya-Arjuna 
then went about his task 

of organising his army 
and marching against his foes. 


Seeing the Kaurava ranks advancing, 
the Pandavas 
remained still and calm 
like the Ganga’s waters; 
then, slowly, they surged 
into pre-planned military deployment. 


Commanding the armies of the Pandavas 
were Bhima, 

brilliantly brave Dhrstadyumna, Nakula, 
Sahadeva and Dhrstaketu. 
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Raja Virata, his brothers and sons, 
with an aksauhini of soldiers, 
protected the rear 
of the Pandava army. 


The maha-radiant twins Nakula and Sahadeva 
covered Bhima’s chariot. 

His rear was protected by Draupadi’s sons 
and Subhadra’s son Abhimanyu. 


The prince of Paficala, 

the maha-chariot-hero Dhrstadyumna 
covered them from behind 

with his Prabhadraka chariot-heroes. 


O bull-brave Bharata! Covering them was Sikhandin 
who was covered by Arjuna — 

and Sikhandin was determined 
to destroy Bhisma. 


Behind Arjuna was maha-powerful 
Yuyudhana-Satyaki; 

covering Arjuna’s wheels were the Paricala princes 
Yudhamanyu and Uttamaujas. 


In the very centre of the army was Kunti’s son, 


raja Yudhisthira, 
with an array of rutting, aggressive, 
hill-huge elephants. . 


-Yajnasena-Drupada, 


the maha-minded king of the Pajicalas, 


stationed his aksauhini-strong army behind Virata, 


to reinforce the Pandavas. 


The war-flags that fluttered 
on the leaders’ chariots 
were gold-embroidered, 
shining like the sun and the moon. 


The maha-chariot-hero Dhrstadyumna, 
with his brothers and sons, 
covered Yudhisthira from behind, 
and urged the kings ahead. 
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Overshadowing the magnificent flags 
of your army and your enemies’, 
was the single maha-ape 
on Arjuna’s flag. 


Hundreds of thousands of foot-soldiers, 
brandishing swords, 

lances, and daggers, forged ahead 
to protect Bhima. 


Ten thousand elephants, rutting juice 
streaming down their temples, 

each brave, each caparisoned in gold filigree, 
each hill-huge, 


Each drenched with rutting juice, . 
each fragrant as a lotus, 
followed the raja 
like marching mountains. 


And Bhima whirled his excellent mace 
like an iron-tipped parigha-club, 
and spread terror 
in your son’s ranks. 


He was blinding like the sun; 
he scorched all 
his enemy’s soldiers; 
no one dared approach him. 


This Thunder-Needle battle formation, 
devised by Gandiva-wielding Arjuna, 

faced all sides, and shot lightning-like arrows 
from its everywhere-facing bows. 


Having planned their counter-strategy, 
the Pandavas waited. 

Who in the world could hope to pierce 
the Pandava formation? 


While the armies waited for sunrise, 

a wind blew, scattering rain drops. 
Thunder roared 

in a cloudless sky. 
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Dry winds howled, 

showering small, sharp, pointed stones. 
A dust-storm enveloped the world 

in thick maha-darkness. 


Meteors crashed in the east, O bull-brave Bharata. 
Speeding towards the rising sun, 

they disintegrated with deafening noise 
into tiny fragments. 


O bull-brave Bharata! 

The armies stood, poised for battle; 
the wan sun rose, the earth shook 

and seemed to split, 


The earth seemed to be breaking apart! 
O bull-brave Bharata raja, 

again and again one could hear 
the crackle of thunder. 


Nothing was visible in the ubiquitous, 
blinding dust. 

The tall war-banners, 
waving in the gusting wind, 


_Adorned with golden filigree-work, 


garlanded with flowers and gusting cloths, 
sun-splendid, 
kinkint-bell-ornamented, 


Suddenly started tinkling jhana-jhana 
like a forest of swaying palm-trees. 
So the war-bent 
Pandava tigers-among-men 


Stood in counter-array against your son; 
they faced, O bull-brave-Bharata, 
your soldiers as if eager to suck 
their very blood. 


The Pandavas gazed steadily at Bhima 
Who headed, mace in hand, their army. 
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Dhrtarastra asked, “Tell me, Sanjaya, 
at sunrise 

which army confidently marched first 
against the other? 

Both Bhima and Bhisma were, I know, 
eager to fight. 


Which army had the advantage 
of sun, moon, and wind? 

Which army suffered from inauspicious howling 
of predatory beasts? 

Who were the young, happy-faced warriors? 
Tell me in detail.” 


Sanjaya replied: O Indra-among-men! 
Both armies pleased the eyes, 
both exuded equal confidence 
with elephants, horses, and chariots, 
like two forests in full bloom 
on the march. 


O descendant of Bharata! 
The excellent soldiers 
of these terrifying armies, 
showing mutual intolerance, 
appeared as if 
they would conquer heaven. 
Dhrtarastra’s armies 
stood facing the west, 
the Pandavas the east; 
the Kauravas the Daitya 
anti-gods, the Pandavas 
Devendra-Indra’s army. 


Fierce winds blew 
from behind the Pandavas — 
and animals screamed, 
and the Kaurava elephants 
chafed at the odour 
of the Pandava elephants. 
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Astride a lotus- 
hued elephant, on a golden 
seat, was Duryodhana, 
in steel-network armour, 
in the army’s centre, 


praised by the poets. 


A moon-white umbrella 
with a golden chain 
protected his head; 
behind him came Sakuni, 
raja of Gandhara, 


and the Gandhara hill-soldiers. 


White umbrella. 
White head-dress. 
White bow and sword. 
White war-banner. 
White chariot-horses. 
Like a white mountain 
Came elderly Bhisma, 


Commander of the Kauravas. 


Under Bhisma’s command 


were the sons of Dhrtarastra, 
Sala, the Bahlikas, 
and heroic warriors 
from Ambastha, Sauvira, 


and the land of five rivers. 


Bow in hand, Drona, 
mahatma guru 
of nearly all the rajas, 
in a golden chariot 
with red horses, like Indra 
protected the soldiers. 


Jayadratha, Bhurisravas, 
Purumitra and Jaya, 
the Matsyas, the Kekayas 
with innumerable elephants, 
and the Salvas were based 
in the army’s centre. 


8) 
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The front-line fighter, 
mahatma Krpa, 
expert in warfare, 
selected the north 
with Sakas, Kiratas, 
Yavanas and Pahlavas. 


Protected by chariots 
of the Vrsnis and Bhojas 
and the skilful and well-armed 
Saurastra warriors, 
Krtavarman’s forces 
were placed in the south. 


The ten thousand warriors 
who vowed to kill Arjuna 
or die if they failed, 
the SamSaptakas, 
with Trigarta allies, 
kept tailing Arjuna. 


O descendant of Bharata, your army 

had a hundred thousand elephants; 
each elephant was covered 

by one hundred chariot-heroes; 
each chariot hero . 

had one hundred horses; 


Each horse-warrior had ten archers, 
each archer 
had ten shield-armed soldiers. 


Such, O Bharata, was Bhisma’s strategy. 


Santanu’s son Bhisma re-arranged plans 
each morning, 

choosing divine, anti-divine, 
gandharva and human formations. 


Bhisma’s army faced the west, 
ready for battle. . 


Duryodhana’s maha-chariot-heroes roared 


like ocean waves. 
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O Indra-among-men! 
Your army was fierce, 
but fiercer indeed, 
and invincible were the Pandava 
ranks, led by Arjuna 
and KeSava-Krishna. 


SECTION TWENTY-ONE 


Seeing the huge army of Duryodhana 
(continued Safijaya), 

Kunti’s son, raja Yudhisthira 
suddenly lost heart. 


Seeing the impregnable battle formation 
of Bhisma, 
and concluding it was really so, 


he said sadly to Arjuna: — 


“OQ maha-muscled Dhanafijaya-Arjuna! 
Can we really fight 
and defeat this army 


so long as Pitamaha Bhisma commands it? 


Their battle-formation is immovable 
and impregnable; 

foe-crushing Bhisma has deployed it 
in the light of the sastras. 


It is not likely that we will succeed, 
O enemy-slayer. 

What chance have we of victory 
against Bhisma?” 


Foe-annihilating Arjuna said confidently 
to Yudhisthira, Kunti’s son, 
who was lost in grief, | 
. reassuring him: 


“A handful of men, if they employ 
the right guna-strategy, 

can rout hordes of enemies. O lord of the world! 
Let me explain. 
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You do not have this knowledge, 
which is why, O Pandava raja, 

I tell you. Only rsi Narada, Bhisma 
and Drona know about this. 


In the very distant past, during the clash 
between the gods and anti-gods, 

Pitamaha Brahma advised 
Mahendra-Indra and the gods: 


‘Those who seek real victory, \ 
seek it not by might, 

but by truth, compassion, dharma 
and conciliation. 


Fight without arrogance. 
Give up greed and confusion, 
give up adharma, 
~ and fight! 


Victory is where dharma is.’ 


That is why I can convinced 
victory is ours, O raja. 

It was Narada who said, 
‘Victory is where Krishna is.’ 


Victory is Krishna’s very first guna; 

it accompanies Madhava-Krishna 
wherever he goes; 

his second guna is humility. 


Govinda-Krishna has incalculable power. 
Countless foes cannot harm him. 

He is the Eternal Purusa. 
Where Krishna is, victory is. 


This is the indestructible, invincible Hari-Krishna 
who in the past 

asked the gods and anti-gods, 
‘Who among you seeks victory?’ 


And the gods replied, 
‘With you leading, we will win.’ 

Through Krishna’s grace the Sakra-Indra-led gods 
conquered the three worlds. 
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Why do I see you depressed? 
You have no reason to be so dejected. 
The lord of the worlds and of the gods Krishna 
is on your side, O Bharata.” 


SECTION TWENTY-TWO 


Stationing his soldiers in counter-formation 
(Safijaya continued), 

raja Yudhisthira inspired them with these words, 
O bull-brave Bharata: 


“The Pandavas have adopted the strategy 
advised in the Sastras. 

Enhancers of Kaurava glory, 
fight fairly to obtain heaven.” 


In the centre of the army was Sikhandin and his soldiers, 
covered by Savyasaci-Arjuna. 

In front was Dhrstadyumna 
covered by Bhima. 


Handsome Yuyudhana, equal of Arjuna, 
finest-of-the-Satvatas, Satyaki 
covered the southern flank 
of the Pandava host. 


In a chariot worthy 
of carrying Indra — 
with a gold-worked banner 
and golden reins — | 
was Yudhisthira himself 
leading his elephants, 


Supremely handsome 
with an ivory-handled 
milk-white umbrella 
over his head, 
and maharsis chanting 
his fulsome praises. 
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Purohitas, deva-rsis 
and perfected mortals 
showered their blessings 
with japas and mantras 
invoking destruction 
and death on his enemies. 


Distributing gifts 
of cattle and clothes 
and flowers and fruits 
and gold coins to Brahmins, 
mahatma Yudhisthira advanced 


like Sakra-Indra. 


The chariot of Arjuna, 
with hundreds of kinkini- 
bells and Jambi-gold-work 
and glittering wheels, 
was ablaze with the glory 
of one thousand suns. 


In this chariot, brandishing 
the Gandiva bow, 
with his ape-banner flying, 
and holding his quiver, 
was unequalled Arjuna, 
with Kesgava-Krishna. 


And he who, weaponless, 
with bare hands crushed 
elephants and horses 
and foes into pulp, 
now became the horrendous 
scourge of your sons — 


He was wolf-waisted Bhima, 
who covered the chariots 
with the help of the twins 
Nakula and Sahadeva. 
He walked like an elephant, 
like a lion, ike Mahendra-Indra, 
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And your soldiers, seeing him, 
felt the shudder of fear 
and were lost in dejection, 
and trembled like elephants 
inextricably trapped 
in a desolate swamp. 


It was then, O excellent Bharata, 
that Janardana-Krishna, 


looking at soldier-surrounded Gudakesa-Arjuna, 
said to him: 


“Whose anger is fiery, 
who attacks like a lion 
from his army’s centre, 
who has singly performed 
three hundred horse-yajnas — 
there he is — Bhisma. 


Innumerable soldiers — 
surround him and guard him, 
like clouds the sun. 
O hero of heroes! 
Destroy them, and challenge 
bull-brave Bhisma.” 


SEC RMIONS? WENTY-THREE 


Observing the army of Dhrtarastra’s sons 
marching into battle 

(continued Safijaya), Krishna gave Arjuna 
this beneficial advice: 


“OQ maha-muscled hero, 
the battle is about to begin. 

To defeat your foes, purify yourself — 
pray to Durga.” 


Advised by wise Vasudeva-Krishna 
on the eve of battle, 

Partha-Arjuna alighted from his chariot, 
did anjali and chanted this stotra: 
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“Namaste! 

Lady of the Mandara forest! 
Leader of perfected mortals! 
Lady of blessings! 

Virginal one! Kumari! 

Kali! 

Consort of Kapala! 

Kapila! 

Black-skinned goddess! 
Krsna-pin gale! 


Bhadrakali! 

Bestower of benefits! 

I bow to you! Namastu! 
Mahakali! Namastu! 

Goddess of righteous wrath! 
Candi! 

I bow to you! Namastu! 
Radiant redeemer! 

Lady auspiciously endowed! 


Katyayani! 

O maha-fortune-favoured one! 
Fearful one! | 

Granter of victory! 

Victorious one! 

Goddess with the peacock plumes! 
Variedly ornamented lady! 


Goddess of the fearful spear! 
Wielder of sword and shield! 
Younger sister of the cowherd chief! 
Goddess of the race of nandagopa! 


Delighter in buffalo blood! 

Deity born in the race of Kusika! 
Wearer of the yellow dress! 

Devourer of enemies! O wolf-faced one! 
Ever-eager for battle! 

Namaste! 
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Uma! 

Sakambhari! Saka-island-dweller! 
Sea-of-milk white goddess! 

Black goddess! Krsna! 

Destroyer of the anti-god Kaitabha! 
Golden-eyed one! 

Ugly-eyed one! 

You who have eyes the colour of smoke! 
I bow to you! Namo-astu! 


You are the Vedas! 

You are Sruti! 

You are the highest virtue Maha-punya! 

You bless Brahmins! 

You know the Jataveda fire! 

You dwell in the jambu, kataka and caitya trees! 


Of knowledges, you are knowledge of Brahman! 
In bodies, you the deep cosmic sleep Maha-nidra! 
O Durga! 

Auspicious mother of Skanda! 

You who dwell in inaccessible regions! 


You who are Svaha 
Svadha 
Kala 
Kastha 
Sarasvati 
Savitri 
Veda Mother 
Vedanta! 


Maha-devi! 

With my purest innermost atman 
I sing your praises! 

Grant me your grace 

To be victorious in battle! 
Always, goddess! 
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You who live 

where there is fear 

where it is hard to reach 
You who live 

in the nether region Patala 
You who live 

in the hearts of your bhaktas 
You who rout 

the ranks of the Danavas! 


You are Unconsciousness 

Sleep 

Maya 

Modesty 

Sri 

Samdhya 

Day 

Savitri 

Mother 
You are Fulfilment 

Prosperity 

Radiance 
You are the strength 

of the Sun and the Moon 
You are the radiance 

of the Sun and the Moon 
Perfected mortals and Caranas 

see you in meditation.” 


Impressed by the bhakti of Arjuna 
(continued Sanjaya), 


boon-conferring Durga, in Govinda-Krishna’s presence, 


said to Arjuna: 


“Pandava! 

You will soon defeat your enemies. 
You are Nara, 

And you have Narayana to help you. 


No enemy can ever harm you, 


Not even thunder-wielding Vajra-bhrta-Indra himself.” 


With these words, 
The gracious goddess disappeared. 
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Kunti’s son Arjuna received the boon. 
Regaining confidence, 

he once again climbed 
into his excellent chariot. 


Krishna and Arjuna, from the chariot, 
blew their celestial conches. 

The man who chants this praise 
in the morning 


Need never fear raksasas, yaksas, 
and pisacas, 

nor snakes, nor any poison-toothed 
or fanged creatures. 


He has no need to fear 
even royal enemies. 
He is sure to win. 
If captured, he will escape. 


He will overcome all difficulties. 
No thieves can harm him. 

He will win. . 
Laksmi is on his side. 


He will live healthy and happy 
for a hundred years. 

All this was given me by the grace 
of wise Vyasa himself. 


Your ill-atmaned sons do not, however, 
know the two to be 

Nara and Narayana, 
they are trapped in great delusion. 


They are caught in the noose of Kala, 

they do not know their end is near. 
Dvaipayana-Vyasa, Narada, 

defectless ParasSurama and Kanva — 
all tried in vain 

to dissuade your son. 
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Where dharma is, 
are glory and beauty. 
Where humility is, 
are intelligence and prosperity. 
Where dharma is, 
Krishna is. 
Where Krishna is, 
victory is. 


SECTION TWENTY-FOUR 


“Sanjaya, which side was first to advance?” 
asked Dhrtarastra. 

“Who were dispirited and sad, 
who brimming with confidence? 


Who struck first 

in that heart-shuddering war — 
my soldiers or the Pandavas? 

Give me the details. 


Whose soldiers had garlands and unguents 
shedding perfume everywhere? 
Whose soldiers shouted, 
yet spoke humanely?” 
Both sides (replied Sanjaya) 
were confident at first. 
The garlands and unguents of both 
shed perfume everywhere. 


O bull-brave Bharata! 
When the armies clashed, 

the carnage that resulted was gruesome 
beyond words. 


The noise of the musical instruments, 
of conches and drums, 
O raja, and the war-cries 
of the chafing soldiers - 
one din overlapping another — 
was ear-splitting. 
The elephants trumpeted, O bull-brave Bharata. 
It was a bloodthirsty clash 
between exulting adversaries 
confronting each other. 


[V:25:1-7] 


Ve crake by lal 


3% AR 4a: 
aq sihaasrear gar 
Ry WaRrseara: 


egafang 


TRIE Sara 
uiagy Beas ANaa Yqrra: | 
ama: gusayad feugda aaa ue ti 


qHa Jara 
Gel I wusartté oye qalerretay | 
ATAATAS TA WHT PAATAATAT | A 


ayaa aegyaronarard wEdt Wa | 
aqet queqau aa fyreror eftrar 3 


Te IT Rea eta AaAT BR 
qaqern fareyva Araya WEA: 1% 1 


ypnqvalHar: HynNraga aaary | 
qehsrep ratio vera Ara: 1G Ut 


qurraya faera saya atdtars | 
aaal gacaa wd Ua Wea: WE HI 


areata ¢ faferst & afrate feat | 
areata dara Gare aaa 4 ue uu 


(VI25:1-7] 


The Mahatharale of Vat 


107 


Canto 1 
Arjuna-Visada Yoga 
The Yoga of Arjuna’s Depression 


Dhrtarastra said: 


On Dharmaksetra the field-of-dharma, 
On Kuruksetra the field of the Kauravas, 
My children and Pandu’s children, 
Gathered together and eager for battle — 
What did they do? Tell me, Sanjaya. 


Sanjaya said: 


Seeing the Pandava army in battle array, 
Raja Duryodhana approached his acarya Drona 
And said to him: 


O Acarya! 

Look at this maha-army of the sons of Pandu 
Arrayed for battle by your brilliant pupil 
Drupada's son Dhrstadyumna. 


There they are, the heroes — 
Maha-bowmen all of them — 

The maha-chariot-heroes 
Yuyudhana-Satyaki, Virata and Drupada — 
All equal in war-skill to Bhima and Arjuna. 


As well as Dhrstaketu and Cekitana, 
The valiant Raja of Kasi, ; 
Purujit and Kuntibhoja, and bull-brave Saibya; 


And other maha-chariot-heroes also; 
Heroic Yudhamanyu, brave Uttamaujas, 
Subhadra’s son Abhimanyu, and the sons of Draupadi. 


O finest of the twice-born!. 

See also the finest among us, 
The leaders of my army. ° 

I will name each of them to you: 
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You yourself and Bhisma and Karna, 
And war-winning Krpa, ASvatthaman, and Vikarna, 
And Somadatta’s son BhiriSravas. 


And many other heroes too, 

All ready to lay down their lives for my sake, 
All absolute experts in warfare, 

Armed with weapons of all kinds. 


Our army under the charge of Bhisma 
Is vast in size and strength, 

Their army under the charge of Bhima 
Is limited in size and strength. 


Order your warriors 
‘To form ranks in their proper places, 
And see that they protect Bhisma in every way. 


To revive the spirit of Duryodhana, 
The illustrious Kaurava elder Pitamaha Bhisma 
Blew loudly on his conch. like a lion roaring. 


Suddenly, conches and dheriya-kettledrums, 
Panava-tabors, anaka-trumpets, and gomukha-horns 
Blared out simultaneously. 

A tumultuous noise! 

Standing in their maha-chariot pulled by white horses, 
Madhava-Krishna and Pandava-Arjuna 

Blew their divine conches. 


Lord-of-the-senses Hrsikesa-Krishna 
Blew his conch called the Paficajanya; 
Dhananjaya-Arjuna blew his conch 
Called the Devadatta; 

Wolf-waisted Vrkodara-Bhima 

Blew his maha-conch called the Paundra. 


Kunti’s son Raja Yudhisthira blew his conch 
Called the Ananta-vijaya, 

Nakula blew the Sughoéa, 

And Sahadeva blew the Mani-puspaka; 
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The brilliant bowman king of Kasi, 
The maha-chariot-hero Sikhandin, 
Dhrstadyumna, Virata and invincible Satyaki; 


Drupada, the sons of Draupadi, 

And Subhadra’s maha-muscled son Abhimanyu — 
Each blew his own conch, 

O lord-of-the-earth Dhrtarastra! 


The peals of chaotic noise, crashing through sky and 
earth, 
Spread panic in the hearts of Dhrtarastra’s soldiers. 


Seeing your army marshalled and ready 
To shoot arrows and other missiles, 
Ape-emblemed Pandava-Arjuna 

Picked up his bow, 


And, O lord-of-the-earth Dhrtarastra, 
He said to Hrsikesa-Krishna: 
“O Acyuta-Krishna! 


Drive my chariot between the two armies. 


Before the battle begins 
I want to see all who are eager to fight. 
I must know my enemy. 


I must see those who have gathered here 
Eager to fight and who wish to please 
Wicked-minded Duryodhana on the battlefield.” 


Sanjaya said: 


O descendant of Bharata! 

As ordered by Gudakesa-Arjuna, 
Hrsikesa-Krishna drove the magnificent chariot 
Between the two armies. 


Facing Bhisma and Drona and the rulers of the earth, 
He said: “Look, Partha-Arjuna! 
Look at all the Kauravas assembled here.” 
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Partha-Arjuna saw, in the camps of both, 
Fathers and grandfathers, 

Acaryas and maternal uncles, _ 

Brothers, cousin brothers, sons and grandsons, 


And loved-and-loving sakha@-friends. 


In both the armies, Kunti’s son Arjuna saw 
His fathers-in-law and wellwishers and all his relatives. 


Filled with profound pity, deeply distressed, 
Arjuna said: “O Krishna! 

I see in front of me my very own people 
Gathered for battle. 


My limbs fail me, 
My mouth is dry, 
My body trembles, 
I am horripilating. 


The Gandiva bow slips from my hand, 
My skin is burning, 

I cannot stand straight, . 

My head is spinning. 


O Ke§Sava-Krishna! 
I see ill omens. 
I see no good in killing my own kinsmen. 


Krishna! I don’t want victory. 
I want neither kingdom nor happiness. 
What use is kingdom, luxuries, or even life to me, 


O Govinda-Krishna? 


The very people for whom we desire 

Kingdom, luxuries, happiness — 

They are the ones standing here ready for battle — 
They are the ones who have given up 

Their wealth and even their life — 


Acaryas, fathers, sons and grandfathers, 

Maternal uncles, fathers-in-law, grandsons, 
brothers-in-law, 

And other relatives as well. 
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O Madhusiidana-Krishna! 

I will not kill them. Let them kill me instead. 
I will not kill them even for the three worlds — 
Certainly not for this earth. 


O Janardana-Krishna! 

What pleasure can there be in killing Dhrtarastra’s 
sons? 

It is a crime to kill even the worst of enemies. 


We must not kill our relatives, the sons of Dhrtarastra. 
O Madhava-Krishna! 

How can happiness ever be ours 

If we kill our own kinsmen? 


Their minds are confused by greed. 
They see no wrong in the destruction of a family. 
They see no crime in hostility towards friends; 


But we who see clearly the evil 

That comes from destroying a family — 
O Janardana-Krishna! 

Why should we not refrain 

From such a vicious deed? 


When the family is destroyed, 
Sanatana-family-dharma is destroyed. 
When such a dharma is destroyed, 
Adharma overpowers the entire family. 


O Krishna! When adharma prevails, 

The women of the family get corrupted. 

O Varsneya-Krishna! 

When the women are corrupted, 

Varna-caste intermixture takes place. 

Such miscegenation leads to hell for the family 


And the destroyers of the family. 
Deprived of ritual pinda-offerings, 
Their pzér-ancestors fall. 
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These vicious deeds of family-destroyers 
Which lead to caste-intermixture 
Lead also to the destruction 


Of long-lasting family-dharma and caste-dharma. 


O Janardana-Krishna! 
We have heard that hell is inevitable 
For all who discard family-dharma. 


Aho! 

What maha-evil are we committing! 

We are ready to kill our own relatives 
Because we covet the pleasures of a kingdom. 


Much better if the sons of Dhrtarastra, 


Armed with weapons, kill me, unarmed and unresisting 


On the battlefield.” 


Sanjaya said: 
Saying this on the battlefield, 
Arjuna flung aside his bow and arrows, 
And slumped down in his chariot, 
Stricken with paralysing grief. 


This is the first canto titled The Arjuna-Visada Yoga, in the 
Upanisad known as the Bhagavad-Gita which provides Brahman- 
wisdom, which is a Yoga-Sastra in the form of a dialogue between 


Sn Krishna and Arjuna. 
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Canto 2 
Samkhya-Yoga 
The Yoga of Knowledge 


Sanjaya said: 
Madhusidana-Krishna spoke to grief-stricken Arjuna 
Who was overpowered by pity 
And whose eyes were brimming with tears. 


Sri Bhagavan Krishna said: 
“Your sorrow in this crisis, Arjuna, 
Is disgraceful, un-aryan. 
It stands in the way of heaven. 
It is dishonourable, it does not become you. 


Don’t be a eunuch, Partha-Arjuna, 

It does not suit you at all, O crusher-of-foes! 
Give up this shameful weakness — 

And stand up!” 


Arjuna said: 
“OQ Madhusudana-Krishna! O destroyer-of-foes! 
How can I shoot arrows at Bhisma and Drona 


On the field of battle? 
They are the very ones who are worthy of my puja. 


Why, it is surely better to live as a beggar 
Than kill these very venerable gurus. 

To kill gurus is to enjoy 

Blood-stained wealth and pleasures. 


Who can tell which is better — 

We defeating them or they conquering us? 
Facing us are Dhrtarastra’s own sons. 

If we kill them, life will not be worth living. 


Misplaced pity is paralysing me. 

My mind is confused in this dilemma of dharma. 
And so I beg of you — Tell me what is best for me. 
I am your disciple. I seek refuge in you. Advise me. 
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I can see nothing to remove this depression 
Which is destroying my senses — 

Not even kingship over the rich earth 

Or lordship over the gods.” 


Sanjaya said: 


Foe-crushing Gudakesa-Arjuna 

Said this to Hrsikesa-Krishna. 

Then he added to Govinda-Krishna, 

"T will not fight," and lapsed into silence. 


O Bharata-descendant Dhrtarastra! 
HrsikeSa-Krishna seemed to be smiling as he spoke 


To Arjuna who was grieving in the middle of the 
battlefield. 


Sri Bhagavan Krishna said: 


“You are mourning those who do not deserve mourning. 
But there is wisdom in your words. 
However, pandits mourn neither the living nor the 


dead. 


It is not that I never was, that you are not, 
That all these kings are not. 

And it is not that we 

Shall cease to exist in the future. 


To the embodied atman, 

Childhood, youth and old age happen naturally. 
The acquiring of a new body is natural too. 

This does not confuse the wise person. 


Kaunteya-Arjuna! Heat and cold, pleasure and pain 
Are produced from sensual contacts. 

They come and go. They exist for the time being. 
O Bharata-descendant! Learn to endure them patiently. 


O bull-brave Arjuna! 
The person who is not agitated by pleasure and pain, 
Who remains serene in both — 

Only he is worthy of immortality. 
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The untrue never is, 
The True never is not. 
Those who know the Truth know this. 


And that Self which pervades everything — 
Know that Self to be imperishable. 
Nothing can bring about 

The destruction of this imperishable Self. 


The eternal, indestructible and immeasurable Self 


Dwells in physical bodies. 
It is only these bodies which perish. 
Therefore, fight, O Bharata-descendant Arjuna! 


Whoever sees the Self as slayer 
And whoever sees it as slain — 
Neither knows the truth. 

The Self does not slay nor is it slain. 


This is not born. It does not die. 

It does not evolve. 

It is birthless, eternal, changeless, and primeval. 
It does not die when the body dies. 


O Partha-Arjuna! 

If a person knows it as imperishable, 

Eternal, birthless and undecaying — 

How can he possibly kill or make another kill? 


Like a person discarding worn-out clothes 

And putting on new clothes, 

The embodied Self discards the worn-out body, 
And enters a new body. 


Weapons cannot cut this Self, 
Fire cannot burn it, 

Water cannot wet this Self, 
Wind cannot dry it. 
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The Self cannot be cut or burnt, or wetted or dried. 
It is eternal, all-pervading, immobile and immovable, 
It is sanatana: it is always what it is. 


The Self is said to be 
Unmanifested, inconceivable, unchanging. 
When you know that this is so, why do you grieve? 


O maha-muscled Arjuna! 

Even if you think that this Self 

Is endlessly born and endlessly dies, 
You should not grieve. 


For death is sure of that which is born, 
And birth is sure of that which dies. 
Why should you grieve over the inevitable? 


O Bharata-descendant Arjuna! 

All creatures are unmanifested in the beginning, 
They are manifested in the middle, 

And they become unmanifested in the end. 

Is this a cause for grief? 


Some see this Self as marvellous, 
Some speak of it as marvellous, 

Some hear of it as marvellous, 

Others hear of it, but cannot fathom it. 


This embodied atman 
Which dwells in the bodies of all is indestructible. 
Therefore, O descendant of Bharata, 

You should not mourn for any creature. 


Realise your sva-dharma, and stop trembling, 
For there is nothing greater to a Ksatriya 
Than a war of dharma. 


Fortunate are Ksatriyas who fight in such a war. 
O Partha-Arjuna, for such warriors 
The door of heaven opens by itself. 
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But if you refuse to fight this war of dharma, 
You will lose your sva-dharma, 

You will lose your honour. 

You will be committing a great crime. 


You will be branded shameful by the entire world. 
Shame is worse than death to a man of honour. 


The maha-chariot-heroes will say 
You fled the battlefield in fear. 

And those who once praised you 
Will now think of you as useless. 


Even your enemies will mock your prowess. 
They will say unspeakable things about you. 
What could be more painful than this? 


If you die, heaven is yours. 

If you win, the earth is yours. 
So, Kaunteya-Arjuna, stand up! 
Make up your mind to fight. 


Treat equally joy and sorrow, 
Gain and loss, victory and defeat. 
Having done so, fight! 

No blame will touch you. 


J have explained Samkhya philosophy to you. 
Listen now to the wisdom of Yoga. 

Once you know this, O Partha-Arjuna, 

Your fetters of karma will break. 


This effort is never wasted. 

It never leads to contrary results. 
Even a little of this dharma 

Will save you from great fear. 


O Kaurava-descendant Arjuna! 

In this there is only single-minded determination. 
The efforts of the confused and undecided are endless — 
They branch off in countless directions. 
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O Partha-Arjuna! 
The unwise delight in the flowery words of the Vedas; 
They say nothing else exists. 


They are full of selfish desires, 

They seek heaven as their highest goal, 

They believe in rituals to obtain pleasure and power — 
These people are born again and again 

As a result of the fruits of their karma. 


All who are attached to pleasure and power 
Lose their reason and discrimination 
And fail to achieve the serenity of samadhi. 


The Vedas deal with the three gunas. 

Free yourself, Arjuna, from these three gunas. 
Keep your poise in this world of opposites. 
Free yourself from selfishness. 

Be firm in the everlasting Atman. 


The Vedas are as useless 
To a self-aware Brahman-knower 
As a pond when water has flooded the land. 


Your right is to work, never to the fruits of work. 
Your motive for working 

Should never be the fruits of work. 

But do not give up work either. 


O Dhananjaya-Arjuna! 

Be steady in Yoga and carry on working. 
Discard selfish attachment. 

Be equal-minded in success and failure. 
This serenity is Yoga. 


O Dhananjaya-Arjuna! Selfish work is far inferior 
To work done with the mind firm in Yoga. 

Seek shelter in a calm and balanced mind. 
Wretched are they who work for the fruits of work. 
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With your mind steady, you will become free 

From the consequences of good deeds and ill deeds. 
Therefore, devote yourself to this Yoga. 

It is the secret of success in work. 


The wise, whose minds are steady, 

Give up the fruits of work. 

They are freed from the shackles of birth and rebirth. 
They achieve the state beyond all suffering. 


When your mind has overcome 

The deceptions of delusion, 

Then repose will come to you 

About things already heard and yet to be heard. 


When your mind, so long confused by conflicting views 
Expressed in the Sruti scriptures, 

Becomes firmly fixed in samadhi, 

Then you will have achieved Yoga.” 


Arjuna asked: 


“© KeSava-Krishna! 

How does one recognise a man of serene wisdom? 
A man deep in samadhi? 

How does such a person speak, sit and walk?” 


Sri Bhagavan Krishna said: 


“O Partha-Arjuna! 

The man of serene wisdom is he 

Who has completely shed kama-desires, 
Who is at peace in the atman by the atman.” 


Who is not upset by sorrow, 

Who does not chase happiness. 

Who is free from passion, fear and anger — 
He is the muni of serene wisdom. 


He is wise 

Who is not attached to worldly things, 
Who does not rejoice when good comes, 
And is not depressed when sorrows comes. 
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He is wise 

Who can withdraw his senses 

From the objects of the senses 

Like the tortoise withdrawing its head into itself. 


Objects of desire disappear 

From the man who practises self-restraint, 

But the taste for them lingers. 

However, even the taste disappears 

When you experience the Supreme Realisation. 


O son of Kunti! The senses are violent. 
They overwhelm even a wise man 
Who is practising self-restraint. 


The steadfast man, however, 
Focuses on me as the Supreme One. 
He is wise, because he has controlled his senses. 


Constant thinking of sense objects 
Breeds attachment to them. 
Attachment breeds kama. 

Kama leads to anger. 


Anger leads to delusion. 

Delusion leads to loss of memory. 

Loss of memory leads to loss of reason. 
And when reason is lost, man is doomed. 


But the person who is steady in his atman, 

Moving among sense-objects with his senses 
controlled, 

Free from attachment and aversion — 

Such a person receives divine blessings. 

Such a person attains tranquillity. 


When tranquillity is attained, all sorrows are destroyed. 
When a person is tranquil, his mind soon becomes 
stable. 
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The person whose mind is unsteady 

Never grows in knowledge. 

Without such growth there is no meditation. 
Without meditation there is no peace. 
Without peace there is no true happiness. 


Like a storm scattering a boat, 
The mind is scattered by the fickle senses, 
And loses discrimination. 


Therefore, it follows, O maha-muscled one, 
That when the senses are restrained from-sense-objects, 
Then only is the mind steady. 


What to others is night, 

To the self-restrained man is wakefulness. 

(When others are blind to spiritual experience, 

He is awake to it.) 

What others see as wakefulness, the muni sees as night. 
(When others delight in material pleasures, 

The muni closes his eyes.) 


The tranquil ocean absorbs many rivers from all sides. 
The muni absorbs kama-desires calmly, 

And achieves peace of mind. 

The pursuer of kama-desires never gains peace of mind. 


The man who lives his life 
By abandoning kama-desires, giving up attachment, 
Such an ego-free person gets peace of mind. 


O Partha-Arjuna! 

This is the meaning of being steady in Brahman. 
Attaining this, one never gets deluded. 

One remains always with Brahman. 

This is the peace called Nirvana.” 


This is the second canto titled Samkhya-Yoga, in the Upanisad 

known as the Bhagavad-Gita which provides Brahman-wisdom, 

which is a Yoga-sastra in the form of a dialogue between Sri 
Krishna and Arjuna. 
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Canto 3 
Karma Yoga 
The Yoga of Action-Reaction 


Arjuna asked: 
“Janardana-Krishna! 
According to you, knowledge is superior to action. 
If that is so, KeSava-Krishna, 
Why are you urging me to do this horrible deed? 


You are confusing me with contradictory advice. 
‘Tell me that one truth by which I can find the Supreme.” 


Sri Bhagavan Krishna replied: 
O defectless one! From the earliest times 
I have provided two disciplines to this world: 
For the meditative, the Yoga of Knowledge, 
For the active, the Yoga of Action. 


By refraining from action, you cannot reach the state 
of inaction. 
By giving up action, you cannot attain perfection. 


The truth is: you cannot be inactive, 

You cannot stand still even for a second. 

You are helpless — 

The Prakrti-born gunas compel you to action. 


The person who restrains his physical senses 
But lets his mind dwell on sense-objects — 
Such a foolish person is known as a hypocrite. 


On the other hand, Arjuna, that person excels 
Who controls his senses by his mind, 
And progresses in the Yoga of Action. 


What needs to be performed is disciplined work. 
To work is better than not to work. 
Inaction will not hold even the body together. 
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All deeds are traps in this world 
Except disciplined selfless deeds. 
O son of Kunti! Work — 

But work without attachment. 


When Prajapati the Lord of creation 
Created the world along with yajiia, 
He said: ‘With yajnia-sacrifice you will prosper. 
This will be your wish-fulfilling cow. 


Please the gods with this, 
And the gods will please you. 
And you will mutually benefit. 


Pleased by the yajna, 
The gods will grant your desires.’ 
The person who takes without giving is a thief. 


Good people who eat the sanctified remnants 

Of yajfia-offerings are freed of all defects. 

But those who cook and eat only for themselves ea 
filth. | 


Food sustains all life. 

Rain produces food. 

Yajfia as dedicated selfless activity produces rain, 
And such yajiia is born of karma. 


Karma proceeds from Brahma, 

And Brahma comes from the Imperishable Brahman. 
In this way the all-pervading Brahman 

Is centred in selfless yajfia. 


O Partha-Arjuna! 

The person who does not follow this cakra of life — 
Such a malicious person delights only in his senses, 
And lives in vain. 
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But the person who is happy in his atman, 
Who is satisfied with the atman, 

Who is content entirely in the atman — 
Such a person transcends karma. 


He does not gain anything by doing something, 
He does not lose anything by not doing something, 
He does not depend on anyone to achieve anything. 


Therefore, do what should be done, 
But do it without attachment. 

Work done without attachment 
Leads to the Supreme Goal. 


Indeed, through such work alone 

Did Janaka and others attain perfection. 
You should work always 

For the welfare of the world. 


People will always imitate what a superior person does. 
People will always follow the example he sets. . 


O Partha-Arjuna! 

I have no duty to perform in all the three worlds. 
I have nothing unattained, and nothing to attain. 
Yet I continue to work. 


O Partha-Arjuna! 
If 1 were ever to stop working, 
People would follow my example. 


If 1 stopped working, the worlds would collapse, 
I would become the cause of total confusion 
And the ruin of all creatures. 


O Bharata descendant! 

The unwise act, attached to work. 

The wise should also act, but unattached to work, 
Always seeking the welfare of the world. 
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The wise man should not upset ignorant people 
Who are work-obsessed, 

But by doing all his work with a steady mind 
He should set an example of selfless work. 


All work is performed by the gunas of Prakrti. 
His atman deluded by his ego, 
Man thinks: J am the doer. 


O maha-muscled one! 

The person who sees the difference between guna 
and karma, 

The person who knows that 

The gunas act upon the gunas — 

Such a person is free from attachment. 


Those who know this truth should not upset 
The dull-witted who are not aware of this truth, 
Who are so attached to guna and karma 

That they are deluded by the gunas of Prakrti. 


Fix your mind on the atman. 
Offer all your karma to me. 
Forsake expectations. Give up your ego. 


And fight — free of all doubts. 


All who follow my teaching 

With sraddha, and with no ill-will — 
They are the ones 

Who are free from the fetters of karma. 


But those who have ill-will 

And do not follow my teachings, 

They are fools without any knowledge, 
They are confused, they are doomed. 


Even a wise man has to conform 

To the dictates of his nature. 

All creatures conform to their natures. 
How will it help to defy Prakrti, 
Which is your own nature? 
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Delight and disgust are inherent in the senses 
And in the objects of the senses. 


Do not fall victim to them. 
They are your enemies on the road to self-realisation. 


One’s own dharma, however imperfect, 

Is better than another’s, however perfect. 
Better death in one’s sva-dharma; 

Another’s dharma can be dangerous for you.” 


Arjuna asked: 


“But what is it, O Varsneya-Krishna, 
That makes a man do ill-deeds? 
What forces him to do so, 

Even against his own will?” 


Sti Bhagavan Krishna replied: 


“It is kama and it is anger, both born from rajas- gun 
Keep in mind that these two 

Are your maha-devouring 

And maha-wicked enemies. 


As smoke obscures fire, 

As dust films mirror, 

As womb envelops embryo, 

So kama-desire confuses conscience. 


O Kaunteya-Arjuna! 
Kama is the eternal enemy of the wise. 
Kama is an insatiable fire 


Which obscures knowledge. 


The senses, the mind, and the intellect 

Are said to be its abode. 

Through them it creates delusion by obscuring reason 
And confusing the embodied atman. 


O bull-brave Bharata! 

Therefore, first control your senses. 
Destroy this heinous destroyer 

Of knowledge and self-realisation. 
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42 They say the senses excel the body, 
The mind excels the senses, 
The intellect excels the mind, 
And the atman excels the intellect. 


[V1I:27:42-43] 


43 O maha-muscled one! 
Remember: the atman excels the intellect. 
Steady the atman by the atman. 
Conquer this enemy called kama-desire 
Which is very difficult to conquer.” 


The Mahatharate oy Vata 


This is the third canto titled Karma Yoga, in the Upanisad 

known as the Bhagavad-Gita which provides Brahman- 

wisdom, which is a Yoga-Sastra in the form of a dialogue 
between Sri Krishna and Arjuna. 
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Canto 4 
Jnana-Karma-Samnyasa Yoga 
The Yoga of Knowledge and Renunciation of Action 


1 Si Bhagavan Krishna said: 
“T imparted this imperishable Yoga to Vivasvat;, 
Vivasvat passed it on to Manu; 
And Manu imparted it to [ksvaku. 


iz A continuity of tradition was established in this way, 
And the raja-rsis came to know of it. 
However, O destroyer of foes, 
In course of time it slowly declined. 


3 I have today given you 
This supreme, timeless, secret Yoga 
Because you are my Ddhakta, 
My loved-and-loving sakha-friend.” 


4 Arjuna said: 
“But you were born later than Vivasvat. 
How is it then that you gave it to ae 
Before you were born?” 


o Sti Bhagavan Krishna said: 
“Arjuna, you and I have passed through many births. 
I know all of them, 
But you do not, O destroyer of foes. 


6 I am unborn, changeless, Lord of all creatures. 
By subjugating Prakrti I give myself birth 
Through the power of my maya. 


7 Whenever dharma declines, 
O Bharata descendant, 

And adharma flourishes, 

I incarnate myself. 


I incarnate myself yuga after yuga 
To protect the good, 

To destroy evil-doers, 

And to re-establish dharma. 


[V1:28:9-16] 


Tensretl by Plat 


ay ad at feeada al afa avaa: | 
wea #2 waster Afa arifa asa < | 


aaa waa arearfsran: | 
agal WAAUTET Gal USIAAMMAT: iol 


Q aM A word arada waren | 
ay aaiqadd aqem: ord ada: 128! 


meer: HAUT fats asd se eae: | 
fart fe nae ore fafestata acter 1221 


aiqaud wal ye WUeedfaurn: | 
we Hatta ut fagqundiaeray 1231 


aot atin forara aa ade wel | 
sfa ut atsrararfa aft a aed ey 


wa aeat pa wd gee qa: | 
He Ha aed ya: ydat Hail 


fas aut farrendia Haaser alfa: | 
At GY Waa AHA MAAS ATA 1 & | 


150 


[VI:28:9-16] 


“The Mahabharata of Wate 


11 


12 


13 


14 


15 


16 


fo 


Who knows the truth of my divine birth and karma, 
When he leaves his body, he is not born again. 
He attains me, Arjuna. 


Discarding desire, fear and anger, 
Absorbed in me, sheltering in me, 
Purified by the tapasya of knowledge, 
Many have attained me. 


Whichever way people come to me, 

I grant their wishes accordingly. 

O Partha-Arjuna! 

People follow my path in different ways. 


Men worship gods 

In the hope of material gain. 
In this human world, 

Work brings quick success. 


Though I am the creator of the four castes 
On the basis of guna and karma, 

I am not really their creator 

Because I am the changeless one, 

Beyond cause and effect. 


I am not affected by karma, 

I have no desire for the fruits of karma. 
Anyone who knows me like this 

Is not fettered by karma. 


In the past, seekers of moksa knew this, 
And then performed action. 

When you perform action, 

You should follow their example. 


What is karma? and What is not karma? 

Are questions that perplex even those gifted with 
insight. 

Let me explain karma to you. 

Knowing this will free you from everything inauspicious. 
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What karma is, you must know; 
Also what is forbidden karma, 
As well as what is not karma. 
Karma is a great mystery. 


Whoever sees inaction in action, 
And action in inaction — 

That person is truly intelligent, 
He does the correct action, 

He is the doer of all action. 


If you work without desire and expectation, 
If your actions are purified 

In the fire of knowledge, 

Then the wise will describe you as a pandit. 


When you give up the fruits of action, 
When you are content and self-dependent, 
Then though you work, you do not really work. 


Giving up expectation, 

Controlling your mind and atman, 

Giving up passiveness, 

You work physically with no ill consequences. 


Content with whatever comes, 

Undisturbed by opposites, 

Free from envy, serene in success and failure, 
You act, but your deeds do not fetter you. 


When you are free from selfish attachment, 
When your mind is steady in knowledge, 
When your life is devoted to sacrifice, 

Then your Karma is completely washed away. 


The ritual is Brahman, the offering is Brahman, 
Given by Brahman in the fire of Brahman — 
Such absorption in Brahman leads you to Brahman. 
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Some yogis offer sacrifices to the gods, 
Others sacrifice sacrifice itself 
In the fire of Brahman. 


Some offer their hearing, 
Others offer their speech and other sense-objects 
By disciplining their senses. 


Some offer the functions of the body, 
Others offer the life-breath prana 

In the fire of the yoga of self-control 
Ilumined by knowledge. 


Some offer wealth as sacrifice, 

Others offer tapasya and yoga; 

Still others, strict-vowed and dedicated, 
Offer studies and learning as sacrifice. 


Some offer as sacrifice 
The prana-apana in-breath and out-breath, 
Others practice pranayama breath-control. 


Others regulate their diet and offer that as sacrifice. 
All of them know the meaning of sacrifice, 

And all their defects are wiped out 

By this form of sacrifice. 


By eating the nectar of such sacrifice, 
They attain the Sanatana Brahman. 
Without sacrifice, even this world cannot be attained. 


_How then is it possible to attain 


The other world, O excellent Kaurava? 


All these different sacrifices 

Have the approval of Brahman. 
But all of them are based on action. 
If you know this, you are free. 


O chastiser of foes! O Partha-Arjuna! 

The sacrifice of knowledge is superior 

To the sacrifice of wealth. 

After all, all action must end in knowledge. 
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Be humble, ask questions, serve others. 
The wise who know the truth 
Will instruct you in knowledge. 


Once you know this, O Pandava-Arjuna, 
You will never be confused. 

You will see all creation 

In your atman and in me. 


Even if you are the most evil of evil-doers, 
This raft of knowledge will ferry you to safety. 


Just as fire reduces wood into ashes, 
The fire of knowledge, Arjuna, 
Reduces all karma to ashes. 


There is nothing in this world that purifies like 
knowledge. 

One realises this in course of time in one's own atman 

After reaching perfection in Yoga. 


The person who has sraddha, 

The person who disciplines his senses, 
Achieves this knowledge. 

When this knowledge is achieved, 
The supreme peace Santi is attained. 


The man without knowledge, the man without 
§raddha, 

The man who doubts is doomed. 

The man who doubts gets neither this world 
nor the next. 

There is no happiness for him. 


O Dhananjaya-Arjuna! 

When Yoga purifies your actions, 

And knowledge dissipates your doubts, 
Your atman will be steady 

And karma will not fetter you. 
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This is the fourth canto titled Jaana-Karma-Samnyasa Yoga, in the 

Upanisad known as the Bhagavad-Gita which provides Brahman- 

wisdom, which is a Yoga-Sastra in the form of a dialogue 
between Sri Krishna and Arjuna. 


og 


[VI:29:1-7] 


Tensreth P lae 


46 TT Fn: 
BAY TSA Seayra: 
eHaa aT 
3Tof4 Jara 
aad aden Hen gaat a aaa | 
qa waa at afe qafsari ¢ 


Fa: @ Aare at 3 fe a rearta | 
fest fe cera qa aerated | 3 | 


areaann yaraten: Taeta aafoSat: | 
veneniea:aanpsaded He X | 


AIS: WTA A ae mea | 
Uh GRA a aN a a: URala B URaTAa L&I 


Tae AelaTel 
arrgrnt  afastel PALE 


anrearnt faxgren fafrarent fatea: | 
aay pda a feeds | 


160 


[V1:29:1-7] 


Te Mahabharale of, Vyasa 


167 


Canto 5 
Karma-Samnyasa Yoga 
The Yoga of Karma and Renunciation 


Arjuna asked: 
“Krishna! First you recommend renunciation of action, 


Then you recommend performance of action. 
Which is better? Tell me clearly.” 


Sti Bhagavan Krishna said: 
“The Yoga of renunciation and the Yoga of action — 
Both lead to liberation. 
But action is superior to renunciation. 


O maha-muscled Arjuna! 

The true samnyasi neither likes nor dislikes. 
Free from the world's dualities, 

He easily attains freedom. 


The ignorant, not the pandits, 
Say that the two are different. 
If you are steady in either, 
The fruits of both are attained. 


The performer of action and the renouncer of action — 
Both reach the same goal. 
Who sees both as the same — he sees the truth. 


O maha-muscled Arjuna! 

Even the renunciation of action 
Requires the performance of action. 
It is the muni who acts with wisdom 
Who soon attains Brahman. 


Dedicated to Yoga, his atman purified, 

His body disciplined, his senses controlled, 
Who sees his atman as the Atman in all — 
Such a person remains untainted 

Even when performing action. 
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Though seeing, hearing, touching, smelling, 
Eating, walking, sleeping, breathing, 

The dedicated knower of truth should say: 
I do nothing at all. 


Though speaking, letting go, grasping, 

Opening and closing the eyes, 

He is convinced it is only the senses which are working 
On the objects of the senses. 


A person who shelters in Brahman 

And gives up selfish attachment 

Is not tainted even by ill deeds, 

Just as a lotus leaf is not tainted by slime. 


The karma-yogi works with the body, 
The mind, intelligence and the senses, 
But he forsakes selfish attachment 

In order to purify the atman. 


Forsaking the fruits of action, 

The karma-yogi attains everlasting Santi. 

But the unsteady worker, motivated by kama, 
Is trapped in the fruits of karma. 


The self-controlled person, mentally renouncing karma, 
Rests happily in the body, the city of the nine gates, 
Neither acting himself nor forcing others to act. 


The Lord is not concerned with the doing of the deed, 
Or the deed itself, or the fruits of the deed. 
One’s own nature is responsible. 


The Radiant All-Pervading Lord 

Is not concerned with ill-deed or good-deed. 
Knowledge is obscured by ignorance, 

And human beings delude themselves. 


But when ignorance is removed 
By knowledge of the atman — 
That knowledge is like the sun, 
It reveals the Supreme Brahman. 
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Whose intelligence is in Brahman, whose atman is in 
Brahman, 

Who is steady in Brahman, whose fulfilment is in 
Brahman, 

Whose imperfections have been removed by 
knowledge — 


Such a person is never born again. 


A learned and humble pandit looks with an equal eye 
On a Brahmin, a cow, an elephant, a dog, and an 
outcaste. 


Because he is steady in immaculate Brahman, 
The serene mind of such a person 
Conquers all the problems of life. 


The knower of Brahman whose mind is steady in 
Brahman 

Never gets deluded: 

The pleasant does not exhilarate him, 

The unpleasant does not depress him. 


Whose atman is unattached to worldly matters, 
Such a person rejoices in the atman. 

His atman is devoted to Brahman-meditation, 
And he attains everlasting happiness. 


The pleasures of sense-contacts always give birth to 
Sorrow. 

O son of Kunti! They begin and they end. 

The wise never seek pleasure in them. 


He alone is happy who is steadfast in this life itself, 
Who overcomes kama and anger before casting off this 


body. 


He alone is a yogi 

Whose happiness is within himself, 

Whose repose is within himself, 

Whose radiance is within himself. 

He attains Brahman-nirvana, he becomes Brahman. 
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He is the rsi whose doubts have been dispelled, 
Whose defects have been removed, 

Who delights in the welfare of all, 

And whose atman is disciplined. 

He achieves Brahman-nirvana. 


He alone is the ascetic whose mind is controlled, 
Who has overcome kama and anger, 

Who has realised his atman. 

He attains Brahman-nirvana at all times. 


Shutting out external enjoyments, 

His gaze fixed between his eyebrows, 
Regulating in-breath prana and out-breath apana 
Between his nostrils; 


Disciplining his senses, mind and intellect, 
Deeply devoted to moksa, 

Free from greed, fear and anger — 

Such a muni is forever free. 


Know me as the enjoyer of all yajfias and tapasyas, 
Know me as the Lord of all the worlds, 

Know me as the friend of all creatures — 

And you will attain Santi.” 


This is the fifth canto titled Karma-Samnyasa Yoga, in the 
Upanisad known as the Bhagavad-Gita which provides 
Brahman-wisdom, which is a Yoga-Sastra in the form of a 


dialogue between Sri Krishna and Arjuna. 
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_ Canto 6 
Atma-Samyama Yoga 
The Yoga of Meditation 


Sti Bhagavan Krishna said: 
“The true samnyasi and the true yogi act 
Without expecting the fruits of their actions. 
The person who gives up the sacred fire or gives up 
action 
Js not the true samnyasi or yogi. 


O Pandava-Arjuna, realise that sarnnyasa is 
renunciation, 

And renunciation is yoga — the yoga of selfless action. 

You can never be a yogi unless you discard selfish 
desire. 


The muni who seeks to achieve yoga 
Uses karma as his means. 
When yoga is achieved, serenity takes over. 


When there is no attachment 

‘To sense-objects or to karma, 

When all selfish desires are discarded — 
That state is called Yoga. 


The atman is the means of spiritual progress. 
On no account should it be harmed. 

It is your best friend. 

Do not make it your worst enemy. 


The atman is the friend of anyone 

Who uses it to conquer himself. 

It is an enemy of anyone 

Who does not use it to conquer himself. 


The person who has conquered his atman, 

Whose mind is tranquil, who rests in the Supreme 
Atman — 

Such a person remains serene 

In heat and cold, joy and sorrow, honour and 
dishonour. 
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The person whose atman is satisfied 

With spiritual wisdom and material knowledge, 

Who has conquered his senses, and risen above all 
these, 

And treats earth, stone and gold equally — 

He is the true yogi. 


He is the truly excellent one who looks serenely 
At well-wishers, friends, the indifferent ones, 
Mediators, enemies, relatives, 

As well as the good and the wicked. 


Living in solitude, all by himself, 

With disciplined mind and atman, 

Free from expectations, free from possessiveness, 
A yogi should strive for absorption in the atman. 


A yogi should seat himself in a clean spot, 
Not too high and not too low, 

Spread over with kuSa-grass, 

Deerskin, and a piece of cloth. 


There, focusing his mind on a single goal, 
Subduing the demands of the mind and the senses, 
He should practise yoga to purify his atman. 


And he must hold his body still, 

His head and neck erect, 

Not let his eyes stray in any direction, 
But gaze only at the tip of his nose. 


With a serene atman, anda disciplined, fearless mind 
An avowed brahmacari, focusing his mind on me, 
He should concentrate on me as the ultimate goal. 


> 


Thus absorbed, thus steadfast in his atman, 
His mind focused on me, 

The yogi will attain Santi, 

And the bliss beyond anti, 

Which is known as Nirvana. 
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Yoga is not for the person 

Who eats too much or too little. 
Neither is it for him, O Arjuna, 
Who sleeps too much or too little. 


Yoga destroys despair. 

It is only for the moderate 

In eating and resting, in sleeping and waking, 
And in every other physical activity. 


When the mind is completely controlled, 
When it is serene in the atman, 

When it is free from kama-desire, 

Then only is a person described as steadfast. 


The yogi whose mind is controlled, 

Whose atman is established in yoga, 

Can be compared to a lamp in a windless spot, 
Which never flickers. 


When the mind becomes tranquil 

By humbly practising yoga, 

When by seeing one’s atman in one’s atman 
One rejoices in one’s atman; 


When one experiences the infinite bliss 
Which comes by transcending the senses —. 
An experience of that ultimate blissful Truth 
Than which nothing else satisfies — 


After obtaining which, there is nothing higher to obtain; 
After obtaining which, one remains untouched 
Even by the deepest of sorrows; 


After obtaining which, one is freed 

From any kind of suffering — 

That is known as Yoga. 

And this Yoga should be assiduously practised 
With an undisturbed mind. _ 
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Completely abandoning all kama 
That is born of worldly expectations, 
Controlling the senses by disciplining the mind; 


Patiently and wisely discriminating, 
With the mind established in the atman, 
He will attain tranquillity. 

He must not think of anything else. 


Whenever the fickle and restless mind 
Strays from its goal, 

You must subdue it, 

And restore it back to the atman. 


Only that yogi finds the supreme bliss 
Whose mind is serene, 

Whose passions are stilled, 

Who is one with Brahman, 


_ Who is free from imperfections. 


Only the yogi who is free from imperfections, 
Who joyfully strives for the union 

Of his atman with Brahman, 

Finds supreme bliss. 


With his atman steady in yoga, 
He sees everything equally: 

He sees the Atman in all beings, 
And all beings in the Atman. 


He who sees me in all things 
And all things in me, 

He is never far from me 

And I am never far from him. 


Who worships me and lives in me, 
Whoever that person be, 

No matter what the circumstances — 
That yogi achieves unity of being, 
Seeing me in all things. 
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Whoever sees everyone’s joy and sorrow 
As if it were his own — 
That person, Arjuna, is the supreme yogi.” 


Arjuna said: 


“You have explained to me this yoga of serenity, 
But my restless mind, Madhusudana-Krishna ° 
Does not understand what you say. 


For the mind, Krishna, is powerful, 
Fickle, violent, uncontrollable. 
Harnessing the mind is as difficult 
As harnessing the wind.” 


Sri Bhagavan Krishna said: 


“Without a doubt, O maha-muscled one, 
The mind is restless and difficult to control. 
But constant practice and detachment, 

O Kaunteya-Arjuna, help to control it. 


It is my belief 

That yoga is very difficult to achieve 

For a person whose atman is not disciplined. 
But the person whose atman is disciplined 
Can achieve it by struggling nobly.” 


Arjuna said: 


“Krishna, what happens to the person 
Who has sraddha but fails in yoga, 
Whose mind wanders, who loses control? 


O maha-muscled one! 

Does that person not plummet down 

From the path of Brahman, 

Doomed like a tattered cloud? 

Does he not fail in both knowledge and action? 


Dispel this doubt of mine, Krishna. 
There is no other person except you 
Who can remove this doubt.” 
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Sti Bhagavan Krishna said: 


“Partha-Arjuna! Do not fear. 

The struggle for virtue, dear one, {afa, 
Is never wasted, 

Neither here nor hereafter. 


The person who fails to succeed in yoga 
Reaches the worlds of the blessed, 

And lives there for a very long time; 
And then is reborn in the homes 

Of the righteous and the prosperous. 


Or such a one is reborn 
In a family of wise yogis — 
A difficult birth to obtain, very difficult. 


Then, O Kaurava descendant, 
He regains his former intelligence, 
And once again he strives for perfection. 


One's primary struggle continues its momentum 

In spite of oneself. 

Even a person who merely inquires about yoga 

Is superior to the mouther of vacuous Brahma-Veda- 
words. 


The yogi who perseveres assiduously 
Revolves through many births, 

And purified of all imperfections 
Finally reaches the supreme goal. 


Therefore, Arjuna, be a yogi. 

A yogi is superior 

To those who do tapasya, 

To those who are learned, 

And to those who do physical work. 
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And even among yogis he is the best 
Who is full of Sraddha 

And worships me with his atman. 
This is my belief. 


This is the sixth canto titled Atma-Samyama Yoga, in the 

Upanisad known as the Bhagavad-Gita which provides Brahman- 

wisdom, which is a Yoga-sastra in the form of a dialogue between 
Sri Krishna and Arjuna. 
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Canto 7 
Jnana-Vijnana Yoga 
The Yoga of Knowledge 


Sti Bhagavan Krishna said: 


“O Partha-Arjuna! Listen to me carefully. 
There is no doubt at all 

That you will get to know me fully 

If your mind is focused on me, 


And if you take shelter in me through yoga. 


I will give you in totality 

Spiritual wisdom as well as practical knowledge. 
After knowing this 

There is nothing else to know. 


Out of thousands only one perhaps 
Strives for perfection, 

And one perhaps out of those who strive 
Actually attains me. 


My Prakrti is eightfold: 
Earth, water, fire, air, ether, 
Mind, intellect, ego. 


O maha-muscled one! 

This is the lower Prakrti. 

But there is also my higher Prakrti 
Which is different — 


The principle of life which sustains the universe. 


‘These two are the yoni of all life. 
I am the sole Creator and Destroyer 
Of the entire cosmos. 


O Dhananjaya-Aruna! 

Apart from me there is nothing. 
Everything depends on me 
Like pearls threaded on a string. 
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O Kaunteya-Arjuna! 

I am the essence of water, 

The brilliance of the sun and the moon, 

I am the sacred syllable Aum in the Vedas, 


I am sound in ether, and manliness in man. 


I am the sacred fragrance in earth, 

I am the dazzle in fire, 

I am the life principle in all creatures, 
] am the tapasya in those who practise tapasya. 


O Partha-Arjuna! 

I am the eternal seed in all creatures, 
I am the wisdom of the wise, 

I am the glory of the glorious. 


I am the strength of the strong, 
Devoid of desire and passion. 

O bull-brave Bharata! 

I am kama-desire too, 

Kama that does not transgress dharma. 


They all proceed from me — 

The states of sattva, rajas and tamas. 
But do understand: 

They are in me, I am not in them. 


These three manifestations 

Of the three gunas deceive the world, 
And it fails to recognise me, 

Because I am the Indestructible Reality 
Beyond the three gunas. 


Very difficult it is indeed 

To see through this divine maya of the gunas. 
But those who take shelter in me 

Are able to see through this maya. 


The evil-doers, the deluded, the scoundrelly, 
And the ignorant are victims of maya, 
And follow anti-divine inclinations. 
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There are four types of good people 

Who worship me, O bull-brave Bharata: 
The grief-stricken, the one eager to learn, 
The seeker of wealth, and the wise man. 


The wise man, steadfast, with single-minded bhakti, 


Is the best of these. 
Exceedingly does the wise man love me, 


And I love him. 


They are all very noble indeed, 

But the wise one is like my own self. 

His atman is steadfast 

And is devoted to me as the supreme goal. 


After many births, the wise man 
Finally reposes in me, 
Convinced that I am all in all. 
Such a mahatmaé is very rare. 


There are others deluded by various kamas, 
Who adhere to various rituals, 
And worship other gods, 


According to their natures. 


I make firm the fraddha of any bhakta, 
No matter what form he worships. 


Firm in that sraddha, 
He progresses in worship 
And obtains his desires — 
Which I alone fulfil. 


But the fruits obtained by these people 

Of small intelligence are small. 

The worshippers of the gods go to the gods, 
Who have bhakti for me come to me. 
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I am formless, 

But the ignorant think I have form. 
They do not know my real nature, 
Which is supreme, transcendental, 
Unmanifested and changeless. 


I am veiled by yoga-maya, 

And all do not see me. 

I am birthless and deathless. 

This deluded world does not understand me. 


I know what was, is, and will be, 
But no one knows me, Arjuna. 


Deluded by the duality of life, O foe-crusher, 
By delight and disgust, 

From their very birth, O descendant of Bharata, 
All beings are flung into confusion. 


Those who do virtuous deeds, 

Whose ill-deeds have come to an end — 
They are freed from the duality of life, 

And they worship me with total dedication. 


Those who seek liberation from old age and death — 
They seek shelter in me. They know Brahman. 
They know adhyatman and karma in its entirety. . 


With a steady mind, 

Even at the time of death itself, 

They know me fully 

As the adhibhuta, adhidaiva and adhtyajna.” 


This is the seventh canto titled Jnana-Vijnana Yoga, in the 

Upanisad known as the Bhagavad-Gita which provides 

Brahman-wisdom, which is a Yoga-Sastra in the form of a 
dialogue between Sri Krishna and Arjuna. 
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Canto 8 
The Aksara-Brahma Yoga 
The Nature of Brahman 


Arjuna said: 


“Purusottama-Krishna, what is Brahman, 
And adhyatman and karma? 
What is adhibhita, and what is adhidaiva? 


And how and who is adhiyajiia in this body, 
Madhustdana-Krishna? 

And how are you attained at the time of death 
By those who have disciplined their atman?” 


Sri Bhagavan Krishna said: 


“Brahman is the Indestructible Supreme. 
Its existence in separate beings is adhyatman. 
Karma is the momentum that commences 


The birth of beings. 


O finest-of-all-embodied-people Arjuna! 
Adhibhuta is all that is perishable; 

The male divine principle Purusa is adhidaiva, 
And I alone am the adhiyajna in the human body. 


Whoever remembers me at the time of death, 
Forsaking his body, attains me. 
There is no doubt of this. 


O Kaunteya-Arjuna! 

Whatever a person remembers at the time of death, 
Forsaking his body, he attains that, 

Because he is constantly thinking of that. 


Therefore, think of me at all times — and fight! 
With your mind and intellect focused on me, 
You will attain me. 

There is no doubt of this. 
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Absolutely unwavering, 

Steady in the consistent practice of yoga — 
This is the way, O Partha-Arjuna, 

To attain the Resplendent Supreme Purusa. 


One should contemplate on the Purusa 

As the All-Knowing, the Ageless Reality, 
The Ruler of all, minuter than an atom, 
Inconceivable of form, dazzling like the sun, 
Beyond the darkness of tamas-ignorance. 


- One achieves the Resplendent Supreme Purusa 


When, at the time of death, 

With unwavering bhakti and the power of yoga, 
He focuses his life-breath prana 

Between his two eyebrows. 


I will now tell you briefly 

Of what those who are wise in the Vedas 

Regard as the indestructible sacred syllable Aum 
Which is achieved when one is free from attachment, 
Through the self-control of brahmacarya. 


Closing the doors of the body, 
Restraining the mind and the heart, 
Focusing the life-breath prana in the head, 
Absorbed in yoga — 


Chanting the single sacred syllable Aum 
Which is the symbol of Brahman, 

And meditating on me — 

One forsakes the body 

And achieves the Supreme Goal. 


Partha-Arjuna! 

I am easily attained by that yogi 
Who remembers me constantly 
With complete concentration. 
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Reaching the supreme perfection, 
Such a mahatma attains me. 

For such a person there is no more 
Any sorrowful and transitory rebirth. 


All the worlds, including the realm of Brahma, 
Are subject to rebirth; 

But whoever attains me, Kaunteya-Arjuna, 

Is never born again. 


The person who understands day and night 
Can also understand that Brahma’s day 
Consists of a thousand yugas, 

And Brahma’s night also a thousand yugas. 


When Brahma’s day begins, 

The formless unmanifested becomes manifested 
forms; 

When Brahma’s night begins, 

The manifested forms dissolve into the unmanifested. 


And these multitudes of beings 

Are born again and again; 

They inevitably dissolve when Brahma’s night begins 
And inevitably re-eemerge when Brahma’s day begins. 


But beyond this unmanifested 

There is another Unmanifested, 

Which is the Ultimate Reality, 

Which does not dissolve though all beings dissolve. 


This Indestructible and Unmanifested Reality 
Has been described as the Supreme Goal. 
This is my state of Supreme Perfection, 
Attaining which, one is never born again. 


Partha-Arjuna! 

This Supreme Purusa is attained 
By bhakti and nothing else. 
This Purusa dwells in all beings, 
And all beings dwell in him. 
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O bull-brave Bharata! 

I will now tell you of the Cosmic Time Kala 
By which yogis are born again, 

And the Cosmic Time Kala 

By which they are not born again. 


Fire, brilliance, daytime, the bright fortnight, 
And the six-month course of the northern sun — 
This takes the knowers of Brahman to Brahman. 


Smoke, night-time, the dark fortnight, 

And the six-month course of the southern sun — 
This takes the yogi to the lunar brilliance, 

But such a one returns. 


Rightly are they considered eternal, 
These bright and dark paths: 

For one leads to endless non-return, 
The other to endless return. 


The yogi who understands the nature 
Of these paths is not deceived. 
Therefore, Partha-Arjuna, 

At all times steady yourself in yoga. 


The yogi who knows this 

Is above the rewards offered 

In the Vedas, yajiias, tapasya and charity — 
He alone attains the eternal Supreme Reality.” 


This is the eighth canto titled The Aksara-Brahma Yoga, in the 

Upanisad known as the Bhagavad-Gita which provides Brahman- 

wisdom, which is a Yoga-Sastra in the form of a dialogue between 
Sri Krishna and Arjuna. 
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Canto 9 
The Raja-Vidya-Raja-Guhya Yoga 
The Secret of Work 


Sri Bhagavan Krishna said: 


“I will give you the profoundest of secrets 

Because you are not a fault-finder. 

This synthesis of practical knowledge and spiritual 
realisation 

Will free you from everything inauspicious. 


This is the ultimate knowledge, the ultimate secret, 
This is the supreme purifier, easily achievable, 
This is full of dharma, this is imperishable. 


Those who have no §raddha for this dharma 
Fail to attain me, O foe-subduer, 
And return to the cycle of death and rebirth. 


My unmanifested presence pervades the universe. 
All beings exist in me, 
But I am not present in them. 


Look at my divine Yoga — 

Even beings are not in me. 

Though it creates and sustains beings 
My Atman is not limited to them. 


You must understand that, 

Like the mighty wind resting in the sky 
Though it moves everywhere, 

So all created life rests in me. 


O son of Kunti! 

When a kalpa, a day of Brahma, ends, 

All creatures return to my Prakrti; 

When another kalpa begins, I create them again. 


J vitalise my Prakrti, 

And the entire multitude of creation 
Is born again and again 

Under the sway of Prakrti. 
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But this karma does not bind me, 
O Dhananjaya-Arjuna. 


I remain neutral and unattached. 


Under my supervision, Kaunteya-Arjuna, 
Prakrti produces all moving and unmoving life. 
This is the cause of the cycle 

Of birth and rebirth in this world. 


The ignorant fail to recognise me in my human form 
Because they are not aware of me 
As the Supreme Lord of all beings — MaheSvara. 


They are like deluded raksasaas and anti-gods, 
Their hopes are vain, their deeds are vain, 
Their knowledge is vain. 

They are utterly bewildered. 


But the mahatmas, O Partha-Arjuna, 

Who take shelter in my divine nature and know me 
As the imperishable origin of the universe — 

They worship me and none else. 


Chanting my praises with strict-vowed bhakti, 
They adore me constantly with humble reverence. 


Still others worship me by offering their knowledge 
In the best way they can — 

Seeing me as One, or as Separate, 

Or as Many, or as Universal-Formed. 


I am the Vedic ritual, I am the Yajiia, 

I am the sacred food offered to the pitrs, 

I am the sacred Ausadha-vegetation, 

I am the mantra, I am the sacred ghee, 

I am the sacred fire and the sacred oblation. 


I am the Father and Mother of the universe, 

I am its Sustainer and Grandfather, 

I am that which should be known, 

I am the Purifier, I am the sacred syllable Aum, 
I am the Rk and Sama and Yajur Vedas. 
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I am the Goal, the Supporter, the Lord, 

The Witness, the Abode, the Refuge, the Friend, 
The Origin, the Dissolution, the Basis, 

The Storehouse and the Undecaying Seed of Life. 


I radiate heat, I send and withhold rain, 
I am non-death and death. 

Axjuna, I am what is, 

And I am also what is not. 


The learned in the three Vedas worship me 

By performing yajnas, and drink the soma juice. 
Purified of their ill-deeds, they pray for heaven. 
Reaching the heaven of Surendra-Indra, 

They enjoy the pleasures of the gods. 


After enjoying the profuse pleasures 

Of the world of heaven, their merits are exhausted, 
And they return to the mortal world. 

Those who follow the dharma of the three Vedas 
And pray for worldly pleasures are constantly reborn. 


But those who meditate on me and none else 

Are the ones who truly worship me with unswerving 
devotion, 

And to these I give what they do not have 

And preserve what they already have. 


Even those bhaktas who worship other gods 
With sraddha, worship really me. 

O son of Kunti, their fraddha is genuine, 
Though their means is unorthodox. 


For I alone am the enjoyer 

And I am the Lord of all yajiias, 

But because they do not really know me, 
They are born again. 


Those who worship the gods go to the gods, 
Those who worship the pitrs go to the pitrs, 
Those who worship the spirits go to the spirits, 
My worshippers come to me. 
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I will accept any gift, 

A fruit, a flower, a leaf, even water, 
If it is offered with a pure atman, 
With bhakti and with love. 


Whatever you do, Kaunteya-Arjuna, 
Whatever you eat, whatever you sacrifice, 
Whatever you give in charity, 

Whatever tapasya you practise, 

Do it as an offering to me. 


This will free you from the bondage of karma, 

And all auspicious and inauspicious fruits of karma; 
With your atman firm in the Yoga of Renunciation, 
You will come to me. 


All beings are the same to me: 

I hate none, I love none. 

But those who worship me with bhakti — 
They are in me, and I am in them. 


If even the wickedest person worships me, 
With bhakti for me and none else, 
Consider such a person as good 

For he has chosen the right path. 


Soon will he become a dharmatma, 
And attain eternal santi-peace. 

Know this for certain, Kaunteya-Arjuna: 
No bhakta of mine is ever rejected. 


Sheltering in me, Partha-Arjuna, 
All achieve the Supreme Goal — 
Even those born in wicked wombs, 
Women, VaiSyas, Siidras. 


Small wonder then that pious Brahmins 
And raja-rsi bhaktas find me. 

Give up this brief joyless world, 

And worship me, Partha-Arjuna. 
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Be in me. Be my bhakta. 
Worship me. Namaskara me. 
With me as your Supreme Goal, 
With a dedicated atman, 

You will surely come to me.” 


This is the ninth canto titled The Raja-Vidya-Raja-Guhya Yoga, 

in the Upanisad known as the Bhagavad-Gita which provides 

Brahman-wisdom, which is a Yoga-shastra in the form of a dialogue 
between Sn Krishna and Arjuna. 
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Canto 10 
Vibhuti Yoga 
The Universal Glory 


Sri Bhagavan Krishna said: 


“Listen to my supreme teaching, O maha-muscled one, 
Which you are pleased to hear, 
And which I speak for your welfare. 


Neither the gods nor the maha-rsis can know my 
origin, 
For I am the origin of the gods and the maha-rsis. 


Whoever knows me as birthless, and without beginning, 
The Supreme Lord of the Universe — 

Alone of all mortals he is undeluded, 

He is freed from all taint and defect. 


Intellect, knowledge, vision, forbearance, 
‘Truth, self-control, serenity, 

Joy, sorrow, being, non-being, 

Fear and fearlessness, 


Ahimsa, equanimity, contentment, tapasya, 
Charity, fame, lack of fame — 

All these different human emotions 

Arise from me alone. 


The seven maha-rsis and the four Manus, 
Founders of the human race, were born of my mind. 
From them originated all the world's life. 


This is the truth. No doubt that he 
Who knows the truth of my divine glory — 
He is the unwavering yogi. 


I am the source of everything — 
Everything evolves from me. 
Thinking in this manner, 


- The wise lovingly worship me. 
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Their minds immersed in me, 

Their senses absorbed in me, 

Enlightening each other, singing my praises, 
They are content, they are happy. 


And | enlighten them with Buddhi-Yoga, 
And they come to me, 
Ever steadfast, lovingly worshipping me. 


I dwell in their atman, 
And my compassion like a glowing lamp of wisdom 
Dissipates their ignorant darkness.” 


Arjuna said: 


“You are the Supreme Brahman, 

The Supreme Abode, the Supreme Purifier, 
The Self-Glowing Eternal Birthless Purusa, 
The Primal Divinity. 


The rsis, the deva-rsi Narada, 

And Asita, Devala and Vyasa 

Have extolled you as Eternal; 

And this is now your own revelation. 


O KeSgava-Krishna! 

All that you say to me is true. 

‘Truly, O Bhagavan, neither the gods 

Nor the Danava anti-gods know your essence. 


You alone know yourself by yourself, 

O transcendent Purusottama-Krishna. 

You are the Source of life, the Lord of creatures, 
God of gods, Lord of the world, Deva-deva, Jagat-pate. 


Therefore, speak to me of your divine glory 
Which proclaims your existence 
And with which you pervade and sustain the worlds. 


How should I constantly think of you 

If I wish to know you, O Yogi? 

O revered Bhagavan, 

What are the means by which I should think of you? 
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O Janardana-Krishna! 

Narrate your Yoga and glory to me in detail. 
Such nectar from your lips is what I desire. 
Never satiated, I yearn for more and more of it.” 


Sri Bhagavan Krishna said: 


“O finest of the Kauravas! 

I shall narrate to you my divine glories 
In the order of their prominence — 
Otherwise there is no end to them. 


O Gudakega-Arjuna! 
I am the atman in the heart of all life. 
I am the beginning, middle and end of all life. 


I am Visnu among the Adityas, 

I am the glorious Sun among heavenly bodies, 
I am Marici among winds, 

I am the Moon among planets. 


Of the Vedas I am Sama-Veda, 

Of the gods I am Vasava-Indra, 

Of the senses I am the mind, 

And I am conscious reasoning in living beings. 


I am Sankara-Siva among the Rudras, 

I am VitteSa-Kubera among yaksas and raksasas, 
I am Pavaka-Agni among the Vasus, 

I am Meru among mountains. 


O Partha-Arjuna! . 
Know me as Brhaspati among priests; 
I am Skanda-Kartikeya among generals, 


I am the Ocean among expanses of water. 


Of maha-rsis I am Bhrgu, 

Of words I am the sole syllable Aum, 
Of yajnas I am Japa-yajiia, 

Of steadfast objects I am the Himalaya. 
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I am the ASvattha fig-tree among trees, 

I am Narada among deva-rsis, 

I am Citraratha among gandharvas, 

I am Kapila-muni among the Siddha-saints. 


Among horses I am Uccaihsravas, 

Born when the ocean was churned for nectar; 
Among magnificent elephants I am Airavata, 
Among human beings I am king. 


Among weapons I am the thunderbolt, 
Among cows I am Kamadhenu the wish-fulfilling cow, 
I am Kandarpa, sexual desire, reproducer of life. 
Among serpents I am Vasuki. 


Among naga snakes I am Ananta, 

Among creatures of the sea I am Varuna, 
Among the pitrs 1 am Aryaman, 

Among suppressors of the senses | am Yama. 


I am Prahlada among the Daitya anti-gods, 

I am Cosmic Time Kala among measures of time, 
Among animals I am the Indra-of-beasts, the lion, 
Among birds I am Vinata's son Garuda. 


Among purifiers I am the wind, 

Among wielders of weapons I am Rama, 
Among fishes I am the makara-crocodile, 
Among rivers I am the Jahnavi-Ganga. 


O Arjuna! Of all that is flux 

I am the beginning, the middle and the end, 
Among wisdoms I am knowledge of the atman, 
I am the truth among disputes. 


Iam A among letters, 

I am the joining Dvandva of compound words, 
I am indestructible Cosmic Time Kala, 

I am the universe-faced Sustainer of the universe. 
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I am all-annihilating Death, 

I am the origin of all that shall be born. 
Of female virtues I am fame, beauty, sweet speech, 
Memory, intuition, patience and forbearance. 


Among sacred chants I am Brhat-sama, 
Among metres I am the Gayatri, 

Among months I am the Margasirsa, 
Among seasons I am spring full of flowers. 


I am the gambling of the deceitful gambler, 
I am the strength of the strong, 

I am victory, I am struggle, 

I am the goodness of the good. 


I am Vasudeva-Krishna among the Vrsnis, 
Dhananjaya-Arjuna among the Pandavas, 
I am Vyasa among the munis, 

Among poets I am USanas. 


Among punishers I am the sceptre, 

I am the statesmanship of the successful, 
I am the silence of the secretive, 

I am the wisdom of the wise. 


I am the seed of all life, Arjuna. 


Nothing moving or unmoving exists without me. 


O foe-crushing hero! 

There is no end to my divine glory. 
This is only a brief account 

Of my inexhaustible divine glory. 


Whatever is glorious, brilliant and powerful — 
Is only a fragment of my divine splendour. 
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This is the tenth canto titled Vibhuti Yoga, in the Upanisad 

known as the Bhagavad-Gita which provides Brahman- 

wisdom, which is a Yoga-Sastra in the form of a dialogue 
between Sri Krishna and Arjuna. 
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Canto 1717 
Visva-Rupa-DarSana Yoga 
The Cosmic Multi-Revelation 


Arjuna said: 


“Your supreme grace has removed my delusion. 
You have explained to me 
The secrets of the innermost Atman. 


O lotus-eyed one! I have heard in detail 
About the creation and dissolution of life. 
I have also heard 

Of your inexhaustible maha-magnificence. 


O Paramesvara! O Supreme Lord! 

Indeed it is so about your Atman. 

But, O Purusottama! O finest of men! 
Grant me a revelation of your divine form. 


Lord of Yoga! YogeSvara! If you think me worthy, 


Grant me a darshan of your imperishable form.” 


Sri Bhagavan Krishna said: 


“Behold, O Partha-Arjuna: 
My divine forms, various-coloured, various-shaped, 
Hundreds and thousands of them. 


O descendant of Bharata! 

Behold the Adityas, Vasus, Rudras, 

The twin A&Svins and the Maruts. 

Behold many marvels never seen before. 


O GudakeSa-Arjuna! See the entire cosmos, 
All moving and unmoving life, centred in my body. 
See whatever else you wish to see. 


I will grant you spiritual vision 
To witness my Yogesvara form — 
Your mortal eyes are unable to behold it.” 
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Sanjaya said: 


Saying this, O raja, 
Hari-Krishna Yogesvara revealed 
His divine form to Partha-Arjuna. 


A dazzling darshan! 

Possessing numerous mouths and eyes, 
Glittering with many divine ornaments, 
Wielding many uplifted divine weapons; 


Divinely garlanded and dressed, 
Divinely scented and anointed, 
The all-wonderful, universe-faced infinite Divinity. 


Were a thousand suns to explode 
Simultaneously in the sky, 

Their brilliance might approximate 
The splendour of that Maha-Atman. 


And in the body of the God of gods, 
Pandava-Arjuna saw the entire cosmos 
Multiple yet one. 


Awe-struck, hair standing on end, 

Horripilating Dhananjaya-Arjuna, 

Bowed his head in pranama, joined his palms in anjali, 
And eulogised the Divinity. 


Arjuna said: 


“O God of gods! 

I see all the gods in your body, all variety of life, 
I see Brahma seated on the lotus, 

I see I éa-Siva, all the rsis, - 

And the celestial uraga-serpents. 


O Viésveévara, Lord of the universe! 

O Visvaripa, Universe-formed Divinity! 

I see your endless form stretching on all sides, 
Arms, stomachs, mouths and eyes, 

Without beginning, middle or end. 
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I see you with diadem, mace and cakra, 
Blazing like fire and the sun, 

Very difficult to see, blinding the eyes, 
An immeasurable mass of radiance 
Permeating all the directions. 


You are the Imperishable, the Supreme, 

You are what should be known, 

You are the Supreme Refuge of the universe, 

You are the Undecaying Guardian of Eternal Dharma, 
You are the Ancient Sanatana Purusa — 

This I do believe. 


I see you without beginning, middle or end, 
Omnipotent, with countless arms. 

The sun and the moon are your eyes, 

The blazing fire is your mouth. 

Your splendour irradiates the universe. 


O Maha-Atman! You alone fill the space 
Between heaven and earth and all the directions. 


The three worlds see your wonderful and weird form — 
And they shake with fear. 


Myriads of gods merge into you, 
Filled with awe, palms joined in anjali, 
The hosts of maha-rsis and Siddhas 
Extol you, exclaiming Svasti! Prosper! 
Chanting praises of your glory. 


The Rudras, Adityas, Vasus, Sadhyas, 
Visvadevas, the twin ASvins, 

The Maruts, Usnapa-pitrs, Gandharvas, 
Yaksas, anti-gods, Siddhas — 

All look at you, and marvel, and are spellbound. 


O Maha-baho! O Maha-armed one! 

Seeing your limitless form with many mouths, and eyes, 
Arms, thighs, feet, stomachs, and fearful teeth — 

The worlds are filled with fear and awe, 

And so am I. 
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I see you reach and touch the sky, 

Radiant with many colours, 

With mouths agape and large flaming eyes, 
And in my heart of hearts 

I am filled with awe and fear, 

My courage deserts me, O Visnu-Krishna, 
And peace deserts me too. 


Grant me your grace, O God of gods, 
Have mercy on me, 

O Jagannivasa, O Refuge of the universe! 
Seeing your mouths, with fearful teeth 
Blazing like the fires of Kala 

At the dissolution of the universe, 

I am so confused, ; 

I have lost all sense of direction, 

Peace has deserted me. 


The sons of Dhrtarastra, and hosts of kings, 
Bhisma, Drona, the charioteer's son Karna, 
And all our warrior chiefs — 


They rush into your fearful mouths 
Their heads crushed, 
Protruding between your terrifying teeth. 


Like many streams and rivers rushing into the ocean, 
These heroes in the world of humans 
Rush into your fiercely flaming mouths. 


Like moths rushing headlong into the fatal flame, 
These people rush headlong to perish in your mouths. 


O Visnu-Krishna! You chew all the worlds 
In your flaming mouths, and lick your lips. 
Your shafts of flame surround the entire universe. 
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O fearful-formed Supreme Divinity! 

Tell me who you are. 

Namo-astu! 1 namaskara you! 

Be gracious to me. 

I do not know who you are. 

O Primeval Divinity, tell me who you are.” 


Sri Bhagavan Krishna said: 


“I am here as Cosmic Time Kala, 

The supreme omnipotent destroyer of all the worlds. 
Even if you refuse to fight, 

Not a single soldier 

In these warring armies shall survive. 


Therefore, stand up, Arjuna, and win glory! 
Destroy your enemies and enjoy their kingdom. 
I have already killed them all. 

O ambidextrous Savyasaci-Arjuna! 

You are only the immediate cause. 


Drona, Bhisma, Jayadratha, Karna 
And other brave warriors — 

All have already been killed by me. 
Fight! Do not despair! 

You will defeat your enemies.” 


Sanjaya said: 


Listening to these words of KeSava-Krishna, 
Diadem-decorated Kiritin-Arjuna 

Joined his palms in anjali, 

And trembling with fear, his voice choking, 
He namaskara-ed and pranama-ed Krishna. 


Arjuns said: 


“It is right, O HrsikeSa-Krishna, 

That the world rejoices and sings your praises, 
And raksasas scatter in all directions in fear, 
And bands of Siddha-devotees namaskara you. 
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And why should they not? 

Why should they not namaskara the Maha-Atman, 
The Creator of Brahma, the Lord of Brahma, 
The Infinite, the God-of-gods Devesa, 

The Refuge-of-the-world Jagannivasa? 

You are deathless, 

You are Being and non-Being, 

And you are beyond Being and non-Being. 


You are the Primal Divinity, the Ancient Purusa, 
The Supreme Refuge of the universe. 

You are the Knower, the Known, the Supreme Goal. 
O Infinite-Formed One, the universe is rich with you. 


You are the wind-god Vayu, 

You are the god of death Yama, 
You are the fire-god Agni, 

You are the god of waters Varuna, 
You are the moon, 

You are Prajapati Brahma, 

And you are Pra-Pitamaha Brahma 
The Grancestor of creation. 
Namo-namaste-astu! 

I worship you a thousand times! 
Again and again, Namo namaste! 


May homage and worship flow to you from all quarters! 
O Infinite in Power! O Infinite in Prowess! 
You are the All-Pervader — you are all. 


And I have presumed, from love and careless regard, 
And unknowingly called you, “Krishna! Yadava! 
Sakha’ . 

Treating you as just a loved-and-loving friend, 
Unmindful of your glory — 


In whatever way I have been disrespectful to you, 


_In laughter, walking, resting, sitting, eating, 


Whether alone or in company, 
I beg of you, Acyuta-Krishna, 
O Immeasurable One, forgive me. 


(V1:35:43-49] 


Tensretl P lee 


Uaet: MT HE AIT 

we HEMT vc 
mT a an m a fageua 

aq wa ulitigenaen 
aaa. saat: At 

dea oH wafae wopa ise 


232 


[V1:35:43-49] 


“Te Mahabharata of Vyate 


43 


44 


45 


46 


47 


48 


49 


293 


For you are the Father of the worlds, 

Of their moving and unmoving life, 

You are the goal of their puja, the Supreme Guru. 
The three worlds do not know your equal. 

O Incomparable One, none can surpass you. 


I prostrate my body to your glory, 

I pranama you, O adorable Lord. 

I beg forgiveness of you. 

Be merciful to me like a father to a son, 
A friend to a friend, a lover to a beloved. 


] have seen your wondrous form 

Which no one has seen before, 

And my joy brims over, 

Yet terror shudders in my heart. 

O Refuge of the universe, O God of gods, 
Grant me your grace — 

Reveal to me your Divine Form! 


I] yearn to see you with diadem, mace and cakra. 
O thousand-armed One, 
I wish to see you in your four-armed form.” 


Sri Bhagavan Krishna said: 


“I am pleased with you, Arjuna. 

By the power of my Yoga, 

I have revealed to you this dazzling, 
Infinite, primal, supreme, cosmic form. 
None but you has ever seen this before. 


O finest of the Kauravas, nothing in the world of men 
Will reveal this form of mine — 

Neither study of the Vedas, nor yajiias, 

Nor gifts, nor rituals, nor the severest tapasya. 
None but you has seen this form before. 


Forget your anguish and bewilderment, 
Forget your fear of my terrifying form! 
Be glad of heart and look once again 
At the form you wish to see.” 
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Sanjaya said: 


Saying this, Vasudeva-Krishna graced Arjuna 
With a darshan of his peaceful form. 
Mahatma-Krishna pacified fearful Arjuna. 


Aruna said: 


“O Janardana-Krishna! Seeing your gentle human form, 
My peace of mind returns: I am again as I was.” 


Sri Bhagavan Krishna said: 


“It is very hard indeed to see 
This form of mine which you now see. 
Even the gods hunger for such a darshan. 


Not by the Vedas, not by tapasya, 
Not by charity and not by yajiias 
Can I be seen as you have seen me. 


O scorcher of foes! 

By bhakti alone and by nothing else 
Can this form of mine be known, 
Seen and intimately experienced. 


Who dedicates all his karma to me, 

Who has me as the Supreme Goal, 

Who has bhakti for me, 

Who is free from attachment, 

Who bears no creature any ill-will — 

He experiences me, O Pandava-Arjuna.” 


This is the eleventh canto titled Visva-Rupa-Darsana Yoga, in the 

Upanisad known as the Bhagavad-Gitawhich provides Brahman- 

wisdom, which is a Yoga Sastra in the form of a dialogue between 
Sri Krishna and Arjuna. 
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Canto 12 
Bhakti Yoga 
The Yoga of Devotion 


Arjuna said: 


“Who are the better yogis — 

The ever-steadfast bhaktas who worship you 
Or those who worship the Imperishable 
And Unmanifested Divinity Brahman?” 


Sri Bhagavan Krishna said: 


“According to me, the better yogis are those 
Whose minds are ever steadfast 
And who worship me with supreme Sraddha. 


But those who worship 

The Imperishable, the Indefinable, 

The Unmanifested, the Omnipresent, 
The Inconceivable, the Unchangeable, 
The Immovable, the Always Constant — 


They subdue their senses, 

They are equal-minded to all, 

They joyfully seek everyone’s welfare — 
They also come to me. 


But those whose minds are set on the Unmanifested — 
Their problems are greater, because it is very difficult 
For those who have finite bodies 

To attain the Infinite Unmanifested. 


Those who worship me 

And surrender all their karma to me, 

Who regard me as the Supreme Goal 

And devote themselves to me with single-minded yoga — 


Because their minds are set on me, O Partha-Arjuna, 
I speedily become their saviour 
From the ocean of birth-and-death known as samsara. 
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Focus your mind only on me, 

Devote your buddhi to me, 

And you will live solely in me 

For all time — there is no doubt of this. 


But if you are unable, O Dhanafijaya-Arjuna, 
To concentrate your mind steadily on me, 
Learn at least the importance 

Of the repeated practice of Yoga 

If you wish to attain me. 


If repeated practice of Abhyasa-Yoga is not possible, 
Then perform all karma for my sake. 
Even this will make you attain perfection. 


If you cannot do even that, then take shelter in me, 
And give up the fruits of your karma. 
Learn to discipline yourself. 


Knowledge is superior to the practice 

Of good habit known as Abhyasa, 
Meditation is superior to knowledge, 
Renunciation of the fruits of karma 

Is superior to meditation. 

Peace follows immediately from renunciation. 


Who hates no one, 

Who is friendly and compassionate to all, 
Who has shed ‘I’ and ‘mine’, 

Who has risen above the ego, 

Who is serene in sorrow and joy, 

Who is patient and forebearing, 


Who is content, steadfast and self-subdued, 
Whose mind and heart are totally dedicated to me — 
Such a yogi is my bhakta, 


Such a one is dear to me. 


Who is not upset by the world, 

And who does not upset the world, 

Who is free from passion, envy, fear and anxiety — 
Such a one is dear to me. 
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Who has no selfish expectations, 

Who is pure, skilful and efficient, 

Who is impartial and free from distractions, 
Who takes no credit for any undertakings — 
Such a one is my bhakta, 


Such a one is dear to me. 


Who neither gloats nor hates, 

Who neither grieves nor desires, 

Who gives up auspicious and inauspicious, 
Who is full of bhakti — 

Such a one is dear to me. 


Who is the same to friend and foe, 

Who is the same in honour and dishonour, 
Who is the same in pleasure and pain, 
Who is the same in heat and cold, 

Who is free from attachment, 


Who is equal-minded in praise and blame, 
Who is content with whatever comes, 

Who is free from attachment to any dwelling, 
Whose mind is stable, 

Who is full of bhakti — 


Such a man is dear to me. 


All who follow this nectarine immortal Dharma 
Which I have explained to you, 


All who with Sraddha revere me as the Supreme Goal — 


They are my bhaktas, my devotees, 
And I love them dearly.” 


This is the twelfth canto titled Bhakti-Yoga, in the Upanisad 

known as the Bhagavad-Gita which provides Brahman-wisdom, 

which is a Yoga-Sastra in the form of a dialogue between 
Sri Krishna and Arjuna. 
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Canto 13 
Ksetra-Ksetrajna-Vibhaga Yoga 
The Field and the Knower of the Field 


Arjuna said: 
“O Ke§gava-Krishna! 
What is Prakrti, and what is Purusa? 
What is the Field, and who is the Knower of the Field? 


What is knowledge, and what should be known? 
Please enlighten me.” 


Sri Bhagavan Krishna said: 
“O Kaunteya-Arjuna! 
This body is the Ksetra or the Field, 
Who knows it is Ksetrajiia, the Knower of the Field. 


O descendant of Bharata! 
Understand that I am the Knower of all Fields. 
The only knowledge worth knowing 


Is knowledge of the Field and of the Knower of the 
Field. 


I will tell you briefly 

What the Field is, what its qualities are, and its 
variations, 

What causes produce what effects, 

And also who the Knower is 

And what are the powers of the Knower. 


Variously have the rsis sung it, in enchanting songs, 
In poems of clarity and power, for the glory of 
Brahman. 


The maha-elements, egoism, 

The intellect, the unmanifested primordial matter, 
The ten senses, the mind, 

The five objects of the senses; 


Desire, hate, pleasure, pain, 

The physical body, consciousness, 
Fortitude — this in brief is the Field, 
With all its variations. © 
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Humility, absence of deceit, ahimsa, 
Forebearance, uprightness, respect for an acarya, 
Purity, steadfastness, self-control; 


Forsaking of sensual pleasures, 

Absence of egoism, 

Meditation on the problems 

Of birth, death, old age, disease and sorrow; 


Non-attachment and non-possessiveness 
Towards son, wife, home and so on, 
And equipoise of mind to everything 
Desirable as well as undesirable; 


Unswerving bhakti for me exclusively through yoga, 
Preference for quiet and secluded places, 
Discontent with crowds; 


Constant application to spiritual knowledge, 
Having a darshan of the meaning of true knowledge — 
All this is knowledge, 


What is opposed to this is ignorance. 


I will describe to you what should be known, 
Knowing which brings amrta-immortality. 

This is the birthless Supreme Brahman, 

It is described as neither Sat-being nor Asat-non-being. 


Its hands and feet are everywhere, 
Everywhere its eyes, heads, mouths and ears. 
It exists, pervading the entire cosmos. 


Without possessing any senses, 

It is radiant with the senses. 

Unattached, yet it sustains everything. 

Devoid of the gunas, yet it enjoys all the gunas. 


It is inside and outside all creatures, 
It is unmoving and also moving, 

So subtle that it is incomprehensible, 
It is far yet near. 
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It is undivisible, yet divided into myriad beings. 
It sustains all beings, and consumes them, 
And creates them afresh. 


It is the Light of lights, 

Shining beyond darkness, 

It is the only Knowledge worth knowing, 
It is the Goal of knowledge, 

It dwells in the hearts of all. 


This is the nature of the Field. 
This, briefly, is the Knowledge that should be known. 
Realising this, my bhakta attains me. 


You should know that Prakrti and Purusa 

Are both without any beginning; 

You should also know that 

All physical variations and gunas are born of Prakrti. 


Prakrti produces cause and effect, 
Purusa is said to be the cause 
Of the experience of pleasure and pain. 


Seated in Prakrti, Purusa enjoys the Prakrti-born 
gunas. 

Purusa's birth in pure or impure wombs 

Is the result of its attachment to the gunas. 


This Supreme Purusa dwelling in the body 

Is said to be the Observer, 

The One who permits, the Sustainer, the Enjoyer, 
The Great Lord Maheévara, 

And the Supreme Atman, the Paramatman. 


Who knows Purusa and Prakrti 
Along with the gunas in this way, 
Whatever his life may be at present — 
Such a person is not born again. 
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Some through meditation see the Atman 
In the atman by the atman; 

Others do so by Samkhya-knowledge, 
And still others by Karma-yoga. 


Still others who do not know this 

Worship by hearsay, 

They also transcend death 

Because they have faith in what they have heard. 


O bull-brave Bharata! 

Whatever is born, moving or unmoving, 
Is born of the union 

Of the Field and the Knower of the Field. 


He who sees this — the Supreme Lord 
Existing equally in all beings, 
The Undying in the dying — 


He alone sees. 


He who sees the Lord equally 
In all beings everywhere, 
He does not harm the Atman by the atman, 


‘He attains the Supreme Goal. 


He who sees that all karma 

Is performed by Prakrti alone, 

And that the Atman is not the doer — 
He alone sees truly. 


When one sees in the scattered existences 
Of all beings an essential Unity, 

And from that Unity 

The spreading forth of all beings, 

Then one becomes one with Brahman. 


The Supreme Atman, the Paramatman, 
Is without beginning and without gunas, 
It is imperishable. 

Therefore, O son of Kunti, though it dwells in the body, 
It neither acts through the body, 

Nor is affected by the deeds of the body. 
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As the all-embracing akasa-space 
Never gets tainted because of its subtlety, 


So the atman present everywhere in the body 
Never gets tainted. 


O Bharata Arjuna! 


Just as a single sun illuminates the entire universe, 
The single indwelling atman illuminates the entire 


body. 


Those who see with the insight of wisdom 
The distinction between the Ksetra-body 
And Ksetrajiia, the Knower of the body, 
And also the moksa of Prakrti’s creatures — 
They are the ones who attain the Supreme.” 


This is the thirteenth canto titled Ksetra-Ksetrajna-Vibhaga Yoga, 
in the Upanisad known as the Bhagavad-Gita which provides 
Brahman-wisdom, which is a Yoga-sastra in the form of a dialogue 


between Sri Krishna and Arjuna. 
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Canto 14 
Gunatraya-Vibhaga Yoga 
The Three Yogas 


Sri Bhagavan Krishna said: 


“I will once again give you 

The supreme ultimate knowledge, 
Knowing which the munis attained 
The supreme perfection after this life. 


Those who take refuge in this knowledge attain my 
Being. 

They are not born when the world begins. 

They are not perturbed when the world ends. 


Maha-Brahma Prakrti is my womb 
And I place the seed in it; 

In this way, O Bharata-Arjuna, 
Begins the birth of all life. 


O Kaunteya-Arjuna! 

Whatever the forms of life born in whatever wombs, 
Maha-Brahma Prakriti is the womb 

And I am the seed-giving Father. 


O maha-muscled Arjuna! 

Sattva, rajas and tamas are the gunas born of Prakrti. 

They bind the imperishable embodied atman to the 
body. 


Sattva's qualities, O defectless Arjuna, 
Are purity, radiance and health. 
Sattva binds through happiness and knowledge. 


O Kaunteya-Arjuna! 

The quality of rajas-guna is raga-passion, 
Born of craving and attachment. 

Rajas binds the embodied atman 

By creating attachment to karma. 
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O descendant of Bharata! 

The quality of tamas-guna is non-knowledge, 

Which deludes all embodied beings. 

‘Tamas binds through negligence, laziness and torpor. 


O descendant of Bharata! 

Sattva relates to happiness, 

Rajas relates to physical activity, 

And tamas, obscuring knowledge, 
Relates to carelessness and negligence. 


O descendant of Bharata! 

Sattva occasionally predominates over rajas and 
tamas, 

Rajas over sattva and tamas, 

And tamas over sattva and rajas. 


When the light of wisdom suffuses every pore of the 
body, 


Then you should realise that sattva is predominant. 


O bull-brave Bharata! 

When greed, excessive activity, 
Restlessness and ambition are present, 
Then rajas is predominant. 


O delighter of the Kauravas! 

Lack of inner light, lack of progress, 
Neglect and delusion — 

These indicate the predominance of tamas. 


If a person dies when sattva is predominant, 
He attains the pure and perfect realms 
Of those who are supremely wise. 


Death in rajas means birth among the karma-obsessed. 
Death in tamas means birth in the wombs of the 


foolish. 


The fruit of good karma is sattvika and pure, 
The fruit of rajas is pain, 
The fruit of tamas is ignorance. 
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From sattva comes wisdom, 
From rajas comes greed, 
From tamas come negligence, delusion and ignorance. 


The sattvika go up, 

The rajasika hang in mid-space, 
The tamasika, of the lowest guna, 
Go down. 


Who sees no other worker but the gunas, 
And also realises what is beyond the gunas, 
He attains me. 


The embodied atman transcends the body 
Which evolves from the three gunas, 

And free from birth, death, old age and sorrow, 
It experiences the nectar of eternal immortality.” 


Anjuna said: 


“How does one recognise 

The transcender of the three gunas? 
How does he behave, Prabhu-Lord, 
How does he transcend the three gunas?” 


Sri Bhagavan Krishna said: 


“O Pandava-Arjuna! 

Such a person does not dislike 

Sattva-light, rajas-activity and tamas-delusion 

When they are present, 

And does not long for them when they are not present. 


He remains as if unconcerned, 

The gunas do not disturb him, 

He knows that only the gunas are working, 
He is stable and serene. 


He is serene in joy and sorrow, 

He is relaxed and self-dependent, 

A lump of earth, a stone, gold are the same to him, 
He keeps his balance in pleasant and unpleasant times, 
He is patient, and calm in praise and blame. 
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25 Serene in honour and dishonour, 
Alike to friend and foe, 
Never taking credit for his endeavours — 
Such a person is said 
To have transcended the gunas. 


[V1:38:25-27] 


26 Who serves me with unswerving bhakti-yoga — 
He is the one who transcends the gunas, 
He is the one fit for attaining Brahman. 


27 For J am the abode of Brahman, 
The Imperishable and Immutable, 
The abode of Eternal Immortality, 
Of Everlasting Dharma, and of Absolute Bliss.” 


“Te MahabRavala of Viale 


This is the fourteenth canto titled Gunatraya-Vibhaga Yoga, in 

the Upanisad known as The Bhagavad-Gita which provides 

Brahman-wisdom, which is a Yoga-Sastra in the form ofa dialogue 
between Sri Krishna and Arjuna. 
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Canto 15 
Purusottama Yoga 
The Supreme Purusa 


Sri Bhagavan Krishna said: 


“They say there is an eternal asvattha tree 

Whose roots are above, whose branches are below, 
And whose leaves are the Vedas. 

The person who knows this tree 

Is the person who knows the Vedas. 


Its branches spread above and below, 

And are nourished by the gunas. 

Its flowers are sense-pleasures. 

Below the tree, in the world of mankind, 

Are still more roots, which bind human beings to 
karma. 


Its real form cannot be seen, 

Nor its end, beginning, and presence. 
Slice this firm-rooted asvattha 

With the sharp sword of non-attachment! 


In this way one should seek that state 

From which there is no return to this world. 

Then one should say: I seek shelter 

In that Eternal Ancient Purusa 

From whom flows the unending cycle of birth and 
rebirth. 


Free from pride and delusion, 

Having conquered the defect of attachment, 

Always devoted to the Supreme Atman, 

All the passions of kama controlled, 

Free from pairs of opposites like pleasure and pain — 

The undeluded person attains the Imperishable 
Supreme State. 


The sun does not illumine it, 
Nor the moon, nor fire; 
This is my Supreme Abode, 


After attaining which one never returns. 
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An eternal fragment of myself becomes 
An embodied jiva in the mortal world, 
And attracts the Prakrti-bound mind 
And the five senses to itself. 


When the Divine Lord Isvara takes a body 

And when he leaves it, 

He takes the mind and the senses, 

Like the wind absorbing the fragrance of flowers. 


Abiding in the ear, eye, touch, taste, smell, and mind, 
He experiences the objects of the senses. 


The foolish do not see him 

Abiding in the body or transmigrating, 

Or enjoying the pleasures of the gunas, 

But those who have eyes of wisdom see this clearly. 


Persevering yogis see this Divinity 

Dwelling in their atman, 

But those with unpurified atman, and the unintelligent, 
Even when persevering, fail to see Him. 


The radiance in the sun 

Which illumines the whole world, 

The radiance in the moon and in fire — 
These radiances are mine. 


I suffuse the earth with my energy 

And sustain all life; 

Becoming the moon, full of life-giving rasa, 
I nourish all vegetation. 


And living in the body as the vital fire, 
United with prana and apana life-breaths, 
I digest the four kinds of food 

(Chewing, sucking, licking, swallowing). 
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I live in all hearts, 

Memory and knowledge proceed from me 
As well as loss of memory and knowledge. 

I am what the Vedas want to know, 

J am the Creator of the Vedanta philosophy, 
And I am the Knower of the Vedas. 


Two kinds of Purusas exist in the world — 
The perishable and the imperishable. 
Bodies are the perishable, 

The unmanifested Self is the imperishable. 


But there is another — the Supreme Purusa, 
The Transcendent Soul, the Param-Atman, 
The Deathless Lord, 

Who pervades and sustains the three worlds. 


J transcend the perishable and the imperishable, 
Which is why the world and the Vedas 

Adore me as the Supreme Purusa, 

Purusottama. 


O Bharata-Arjuna! 

The man who knows me 

As the Supreme Purusa, Purusottama, 

He becomes free from delusion, 

He adores me with all his mind and heart. 


O defectless one! Bharata-Arjuna! 
I give you this most profound secret Sastra. 
Knowing this you will become wise, 


And you will accomplish all duties that need to be done.” 


This is the fifteenth canto titled Purusottama Yoga, in the Upanisad 

known as The Bhagavad-Gita which provides Brahman-wisdom, 

which is a Yoga-sastra in the form of a dialogue between Sri Krishna 
and Arjuna. 
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Canto 16 


Daiva-Asura-Sampad-Vibhaga Yoga 


Divine and Anti-Divine Natures 


Sri Bhagavan Krishna said: 


“Fearlessness, a pure heart, 

Steadfastness in the yoga of knowledge, 
Charity, control of the senses, sacrifice, 

Study of the scriptures, tapasya, and integrity; 


Ahimsa, truth, absence of anger, renunciation, 
tranquillity, 

Avoiding fault-finding, compassion, 

Lack of greed, gentleness, modesty, 

Abstaining from fickleness and frivolity; 


Vigour, forebearance, patience, purity, 
Absence of hatred and of self-importance — 
These are the signs of the divine nature, 

O Bharata-Arjuna. 


O Partha-Arjuna! 

Showing off, pride, self-importance, 
Anger, harshness, and ignorance 
Are the signs of those who are born 
With an anti-divine nature. 


Divine birth leads to moksa, 
And anti-divine to bondage. 
Do not grieve, son of Pandu, 
Your birth is divine. 


Two kinds of people inhabit this earth ~ 
The divine and the anti-divine. 

I have described the divine in detail; 
Now, O Partha-Arjuna, 

I will explain the anti-divine. 
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The anti-divine do not know 
What should be done 

And what should not be done. 
They have neither purity, 

Nor good conduct, nor truth. 


These people say: 

‘This universe has no truth, 

No foundation, no Isvara; 

It is produced by sexual intercourse, 
Its origin is sheer lust, nothing else.’ 


With these beliefs, these petty-minded people 
With ruined atmans, do horrible deeds, 
And become the world's enemies and its destroyers. 


Hypocritical, vain and proud, 

Filled with insatiable lust, 

They let their delusion breed evil thoughts, 
And act accordingly. 


Tormented by endless worries 
Which end only with death, 

They consider the pleasures of kama 
As the all-in-all of life. 


They are trapped in hundreds of expectations, 
They are victims of lust and anger, 

They struggle to amass wealth dishonestly 

In order to indulge in sensual pleasures. 


‘Today I got this, tomorrow I'll enjoy that. 
This wealth I have, 
And I shall get more wealth later. 


I killed this enemy today, 

Tomorrow I'll get rid of others. 

Iam Lord Iévara himself, 

I enjoy, I succeed, I am strong, I am happy. 
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I am rich, I am high-born, 
There is none like me. 

I sacrifice, I give, I rejoice.’ 
Deluded by such ignorance, 


Bewildered by these beliefs, 
Trapped in the net of folly, 
Addicted to sensual pleasures, 
They fall into a foul hell. 


Puffed with self-importance, obstinate, 

Glorying in the pride and intoxication of wealth, 
Ostentatiously performing sacrifices only in name, 
Disregarding all the ordained norms; 


Filled with ahamkara self-importance, brute force, 
Insolence, lust and anger, 

These envious people hate me 

In themselves and in others. 


In this worldly cycle of birth and death, 
| again and again cast 

These malicious, cruel, evil scoundrels 
Into the wombs of the anti-divine. 


Born from anti-divine yonis, 

Deluded birth after birth, O Kaunteya-Arjuna, 
These fools fail to attain me, 

And become even worse in their next birth. 


Hell has three gates: 
Kamaz-lust, anger and greed. 
They ruin the atman. 
Therefore, give up these three. 


O Kaunteya-Arjuna! 

The man who has crossed 
These three gates of darkness 
Does what is best for his atman 
And achieves the Supreme Goal. 
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But the man who sets aside the rules of the Sastras, 
And works under the influence of kama-lust — 
Such a man never attains perfection. 

There is no happiness for him, no Supreme Goal. 


So let the Sastras guide you 

On what should be done 

And what should not be done.. 

You should act only after careful study 
Of what is ordained in the §astras.” 


This is the sixteenth canto titled Daiva-Asura Sampad-Vibhaga 
Yoga, in the Upanisad known as The Bhagavad-Gita which 
provides Brahman-wisdom, which is a Yoga-Sastra in the form of a 


dialogue between Sr Krishna and Arjuna. 
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; Canto 17 
Sraddha-Traya-Vibhaga Yoga 
The Three Forms of Sraddha-Faith 


Arjuna said: 
“Krishna, enlighten me: 
What is the condition of those 
Who worship with sraddha 
But disregard the Sastras — 
Is it sattva, rajas or tamas?” 


Sri Bhagavan Krishna said: 
“Let me ey lain it to you. 
The sraddha of the embodied atman 
Is threefold by its very nature — 
Sattvika, rajasika and tamasika. 


O descendant of Bharata! 

Each person’s nature determines the quality 
Of that person’s Sraddha 

Truly, a person is what his sraddha is. 


The sattvika worship the gods, 

The rajasika worship the yaksas and raksasas, 
And the others — the tamasika — 

Worship ghosts and the spirits of the dead. 


The men who perform fearful tapasya 
Which is not ordained in the Sastras, 
Filled with self-importance and ego, 
Bloated with lust, anger and power — 


These foolish anti-god types torture their bodies 
And torture me too — the dweller-in-the-body. 


The food that people prefer is of three kinds, 
And so are yajiia, tapasya and charity. 
Let me explain the distinction between them. 
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The sattvika prefers food that promotes 
Longevity, vitality, strength, health, 
Happiness and satisfaction — 

‘Tasty, bland, substantial and pleasing. 


The rajasika prefers food that is bitter, sour, salty, 
Excessively hot, pungent, dry and burning, 
Food which produces pain, sorrow and disease. 


The tamasika prefers food which is 
Half-cooked, tasteless, smelly, stale, 
Defiled by the touch of unclean and impure hands. 


Sattvika yajfia is performed 
Selflessly, dutifully, for its own sake 
And not for any reward. 


O descendant of Bharata! 
Rajasika yajfia is performed ostentatiously, 
For the sake of reward and success. 


Tamasika yajna is performed 

Without mantra, without Sraddha-faith 
Without food-offerings, without daksina-gifts 
And without respect for tradition. 


‘Tapasya of the body means reverence 

For gods, the twice-born, gurus and elders, 
As well as the wise; it involves 

Purity, integrity, brahmacarya and ahirhsa. 


Tapasya of speech means 
Speaking only truth that gives no offence, 
And which is pleasant and beneficial; 


‘It involves regular study and repetition 


Of the Vedas and other sacred texts. 


‘Tapasya of the mind means serenity, 
Gentleness, silence, self-control, 
And purity of intention. 
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This threefold tapasya practised 

With deep sraddha by steadfast people 
Who desire no fruits for their actions 
Is known as sattvika. 


The tapasya practised to obtain 
Respect, honour, puja and wealth, 
And performed with ostentation, 
Is said to be rajasika — 

It is transient and unstable. 


The tapasya that is practised with foolish obstinacy, 
Torturing oneself and ruining others 
Is said to be tamasika. 


Always keep in mind: 

Sattvika charity is 

Giving for the sake of giving, 

Giving without expecting return, 
Giving at the right place, 

At the right time, to the right person. 


Always keep in mind: 
Rajasika charity is 
Reluctant giving, 

Giving that expects return, 
Giving that expects gain. 


Tamasika charity is: 

Giving at the wrong place and the wrong time, 
Giving to an unworthy person, 

Giving without feeling, 

In fact with contempt. 


Always keep in mind: 

Aum Tat Sat — 

These three symbols of Brahman. 

From the ancient past 

The Brahmana scriptures, the Vedas, 

And the yajfias have proceeded from this. 
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Therefore the knower of Brahman 

Chants Aum when performing yajnia, 

When offering charity, and practising tapasya, 
As advised by tradition. 


If you seek moksa, chant Tat 
When performing yajfia, tapasya and charity — 
Without expecting any fruits. 


O Partha-Arjuna! 

The word Sat is used to signify 

Truth and Goodness, 

And also for any praiseworthy karma. 


Steadfastness in yajfia, tapasya and charity 
Is Sat. 
And all action thus performed is also Sat. 


O Partha-Arjuna! 

Whatever is sacrificed or given in charity, 
Whatever action is performed, 

Whatever tapasya is practised 

— If done without fSraddha — 

This is called Asat, useless — 

Useless in this world and in the next.” 


28] 


This is the seventeenth canto titled Sraddha-Traya-Vibhaga Yoga, 

in the Upanisad known as The Bhagavad-Gita which provides 

Brahman-wisdom, which is a Yoga-sastra in the form ofa dialogue 
between Sri Krishna and Arjuna. 
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Canto 718 
Moksa Yoga 
The Way of Moksa and Samnyasa 


Arjuna said: 


“O maha-muscled slayer of KeSini, 
‘Tell me the truth about samnyasa and tyaga. 
O HrsikeSa-Krishna, what is the difference?” 


Sri Bhagavan Krishna said: 


“The enlightened say that samnyasa 

Is renunciation of desire-laden actions, 
And the discerning declare that tyaga 
Is giving-up of the fruits of all actions. 


Some intelligent thinkers say 

All actions are defective and should be given up; 
Others however say 

Yajna, charity and tapasya should not be given up. 


O finest of the Bharatas! 

Listen to my final word on giving up. 
O tiger-among-men! 

Giving up is said to be of three kinds. 


Yajiia, charity and tapasya 

Should never be given up — 

They should always be performed. 

Yajnia, charity and tapasya purify their wise performer. 


But attachment to their fruits, O Partha-Arjuna, 
Must always be given up. 
This is my supreme and absolute conviction. 


Karma as discipline should never be renounced. 
Only the ignorant tamasika types 
Give up such karma. 


Nor should fear of pain and injury 
Be reason to give up such karma. 
The rajasika do this. 


Such renunciation is utterly fruitless. 
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O Arjuna! 

Karma as discipline should be performed 
Because it should be performed, 
Without attachment or hope of reward, 
Such action is sattvika, Arjuna. 


The wise sattvika renouncer 
Whose doubts have been dispelled, 
Neither likes pleasant work 
Nor dislikes unpleasant work. 


Act one must — the body compels it — 
True giving up is renunciation of fruits. 


Karma brings either pleasant, unpleasant, 
Or mixed fruits after death. 

The true renouncer escapes them, 

The reward-seeker does not. 


O maha-muscled Arjuna! 
Learn from me the wisdom of Samkhya philosophy. 
All karma is the result of five causes: 


The place of action which is the body, 
The agent who is the doer of action, 
The different senses, 

The various kinds of effort, 

And fifth, the divine factor. 


Whatever action is performed by a person 
Through body, speech and mind — 
Whether right or wrong — 


These five are its causes. 


That being so, the perverse person 
With impure understanding, 

Who sees the atman as the doer — 
He does not see the truth at all. 
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But the person who transcends his ego, 
Whose intellect does not cling to his ego — 
Even if he devastates all these people, 

He does not really destroy them, 

Nor is he trapped by his deed. 


Knowledge, known, and the knower 
Are the three causes of action. ~ 
The senses, the deed, and the doer 
Are the three bases of action. 


On the basis of the gunas, 
Samkhya philosophy declares 
That knowledge, deed aiid doer 
Are also of three kinds. 

Listen to me about these. 


Knowledge that sees 

The Imperishable One in the many, 
The Indivisible in the divided — 
That knowledge is sattvika. 


Knowledge that sees 

Difference everywhere, 

Everywhere variety and multiplicity — 
That knowledge is rajasika. 


Knowledge that sees only fragmented aspects 
But considers them as the totality, _ 
Knowledge which is not based on reason, 
Without regard for truth, and which is trivial — 
That knowledge is tamasika. 


Deed performed without attachment, 
Without like or dislike, 

Without expectation for its fruits — 
That deed is sattvika. 


Deed performed with selfish desire, 
With ego and excessive effort — 
That deed is rajasika. 
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Deed done through delusion, 

Without regard for consequences, 

Leading to loss to oneself, and injury to others — 
That deed is tamasika. 


The doer free from attachment, 
Unegoistic, patient, joyfully persevering, 
Serene in success or failure — 

Such a doer is sattvika. 


The doer who is passionate, 

Desiring the fruits of action, greedy, envious of others, 
Impure, smeared by joy and sorrow — 

Such a doer is rajasika. 


The doer who is unsteady, uncultured, 
Arrogant, dishonest, malicious, 

Lazy, dejected, endlessly procrastinating — 
Such a doer is tamasika. 


O Dhanafijaya-Arjuna! 

Listen to me while I explain, 

Comprehensively and specifically, 

The three kinds of intellect, 

And the three kinds of fortitude. = 


The intellect that knows the difference 
Between spiritual progress and regress, 
Between right and wrong action, 
Between fear and fearlessness, 
Between bondage and moksa — 

Is sattvika, O Partha-Arjuna. 


The intellect that sees in a muddled way 

The difference between dharma and adharma, 
Between right and wrong action — 

Is rajasika, O Partha-Arjuna. 


The ignorance-clouded intellect which sees 
Adharma as dharma 

And interprets everything perversely — 

Is tamasika, O Partha-Arjuna. 
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O foe-destroying Arjuna! 

The activities of Brahmins, 

Ksatriyas, Vaisyas and Siidras 

Are divided according to the nature of each 
Which is born of the three gunas. 


The very nature of a Brahmin's karma 
Involves the following: 

Serenity, self-control, tapasya, 
‘Tolerance, honesty, knowledge, 
Discernment, and faith in divinity. 


The very nature of a Ksatriya’s karma 
Involves the following: 

Valour, boldness, courage, ingenuity, 
Not fleeing from battle, 

Generosity, and authority. 


The very nature of a Vaisya's karma 
Involves the following: 

Agriculture, cattle-rearing and trade. 
The very nature of a Stidra's karma 
Involves service. 


Each happily performing karma conscientiously, 
Each attains the highest perfection. 
How such perfection is attained 
By happy performance of one's karma, 
Let me explain. 

} 
A person attains perfection 
By adoring through his karma 
The Divinity from whom has evolved 
This entire universe. 


Better one's own dharma, however imperfect, 
Than the dharma of another, however perfect. 
There is never any error 

When your conscience guides your karma. 
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O Kaunteya-Arjuna! 

One should never give up the karma one is born with, 
No matter how defective it is. 

All work has defects, as all fire has smoke. 


Detachment, discipline, desirelessness, dedication — 
These bring true freedom from karma, 
And such freedom leads to perfection. 


O Kaunteya-Arjuna! 

Let me explain to you briefly 

How to attain the perfection of Brahman, 

Which is the supreme consummation of knowledge. 


When the mind is pure and the intellect subdued, 
When sound and other senses, and like and dislike 


-No longer unsettle a person, 


A lonely spot is sought, little is eaten, 

Speech, body and mind are disciplined, 

The yoga of meditation practised regularly, 

And freedom from passionate longings cultivated; 


Ego, power, pride, kama, anger, material possessions, 
And the feeling of ‘I’ and ‘mine’ are given up — 
Then peace is attained. 

These are the preconditions 

Of becoming one with Brahman. 


Having become one with Brahman, 
There is no more grief, no more desire, 
There is only serenity 

And supreme bhakti -for me. 


Then does he truly know my nature, 
Who I am and what I am. 
Through bhakti he knows me, 


And becomes one with me. 
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He takes shelter in me 
And performs his karma freely. 
By my grace he attains 
The eternal, imperishable state. 


Mentally surrender all your karma to me, 
And regard me as the Supreme Goal. 
With the help of Buddhi-Yoga © 

Focus your mind always on me. 


With your mind fixed on me, 

You will by my grace overcome all obstacles. 

But if your ego prevents you from listening to me, 
Then you are doomed. 


If, swollen with ego, 

You say, ‘I will not fight’, 

Your resolve is in vain — 

Your nature will make you fight. 


Your karma born of your nature 

Will make you fight, O Kaunteya-Arjuna. 
You are foolish not to fight. 

You will fight in spite of yourself. 


O Arjuna! The Lord JSvara 

Dwells in the hearts of all creatures. 

Through his maya, the creatures of the world 
Revolve as if whirling in a magic wheel. 


O Bharata descendant! 

With all your heart take shelter in him. 
Through his grace you will attain 
Supreme peace and the eternal state. 


I give you this profound wisdom, 
The secret of all secrets. 

Think it over very carefully. 

You are free to choose. 
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Listen again to this supreme wisdom, 
The profoundest of all secrets. 
I speak for your good, 


Because you are very dear to me. 


Think only of me. Be my bhakta. 
Worship me. Namaskara me. 

You will certainly attain me. 

I promise you this because I love you. 


Discard all your dharmas. 

Take refuge only in me. 

Do not fear — 

I will free you from all imperfections. 


And never repeat this wisdom 

To anyone who does not practise tapasya, 

Or who is without bhakti, who refuses to listen, 
Or who speaks slightingly of me. 


Anyone who with bhakti 

‘Teaches this supreme secret wisdom 
To my faithful devotees 

Will surely attain me. 


What more loving service to me 
Can there be than this? 

There is no one I love more on earth 
Than such a person. 


Anyone who studies 

This dialogue of dharma between us 
Worships me with the yajria of knowledge. 
This is my conviction. 


Any person who listens to this wisdom 
With sraddha and without envy 
Achieves liberation. 

He attains the radiant worlds 

Of those who perform good karma. 
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“Have you listened attentively, Arjuna? 
Is your ignorance gone, Partha? 
Is your delusion dispelled, Dhananjaya?” 


Arjuna said: 
“No, no doubts, Acyuta-Krishna. 
My delusion is dispelled, through your grace. 
And I have regained my memory. 
I am now firm. I will do as you say.” 


Sanjaya said: 
I heard this wonderful dialogue between 
Vasudeva-Krishna and mahatma Partha-Arjuna, 
And my hair stood on end. 


By the grace of Vyasa did I hear 
This supreme, profound, secret wisdom, this Yoga, 
Straight from the lips of YogeSvara-Krishna himself. 


O raja Dhrtarastra! 

Every time I recall this wonderful sacred dialogue 
Between KeSava-Krishna and Arjuna, 

Joy suffuses me again and again. 


O raja! Every time I recall 

The marvellous Revelation of Hari-Krishna, 
I am wonderstruck, 

I rejoice again and again. 


Where YogeSvara-Krishna is, 

Where brilliant-bowman Partha-Arjuna is — 

Are prosperity, victory, glory, and perfect justice. 
I am convinced of this. 


This is the eighteenth canto titled Moksa Yoga, in the Upanisad 

known as The Bhagavad-Gita which provides Brahman- 

wisdom, which is a Yoga-Sastra in the form of a dialogue 
between Sri Krishna and Arjuna. 
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The gods, gandharvas, pitrs, 
the Siddhas and Caranas - 

all arrived up on the battlefield 
to witness the spectacle. 


And maha-fortune-favoured rsis, 


led by Satakratu-Indra of a hundred sacrifices, 


also turned up in a large body 
to witness the maha-carnage. 


O king! Brave Yudhisthira, 

seeing the two armies, poised for war, 
surging forward like a massive 

continually heaving ocean, 


Took off his war-armour 

and laid aside his fine weapons. 
Alighting from his chariot, 

hands folded in azjali, 


Dharmaraja Yudhisthira faced his enemy, 
looking eastward 

in the direction of his grandfather, 
and remaining silent. 


Seeing him, Kunti’s son Dhananjaya-Arjuna 
also alighted 

from his chariot and, with his brothers, 
followed him. 


Bhagavan Vasudeva-Krishna followed them. 
The chief rajas 

were disturbed, but they also anxiously 
followed him. 


Arjuna said: “Raja, what are you doing — 
leaving us, 

and proceeding on foot eastwards 
to face our enemy?” 


Bhima said: “O Indra-among-rajas, 
where are you going, O earth-lord, 


leaving your armour, abandoning your brothers 


and going to your Srieimy,:. 
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Nakula said: “You are my eldest brother — 
I am afraid, O Bharata, 

seeing you behave in this manner. 
Where are you going?” 


Sahadeva said: “King, these hostile forces 
are ranged against us — 

countless troops, maha-fearful and aggressive; 
leaving us, you go to them. Why?” 


Though all his brothers cautioned him 
(continued Safijaya), 

Kaurava-delighting Yudhisthira kept walking, 
without saying a single word. 


Maha-wise and maha-minded Vasudeva-Krishna 
merely smiled and turning, 

he said to the Pandava brothers, 
“I know why. 


Before fighting with his enemies, 
he wishes to pay his respects 

to all his gurus — Bhisma and Drona, 
Gautama-Krpa and Salya. 


It is said that, in the past, 
anyone fighting a battle 
without first honouring his gurus 
immediately fell in estimation. 


It is my conviction that anyone who honours 
those who deserve respect — 

as laid down in the sastras — 
is bound to succeed in the war.” 


Even as Krishna was saying this, 
the soldiers of Duryodhana 

kept staring at Yudhisthira walking towards them. 
A great commotion arose — 

some sighing “Hai! Hai!” 
and others keeping silent. 


Seeing Yudhisthira, the soldiers of Duryodhana 
whispered to themselves: 

“This man must surely be a blot 
upon his family. 
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It’s obvious that raja Yudhisthira is afraid 
of Bhisma: 

he and his brothers come to seek 
Bhisma’s mercy. 


But why is he afraid? —- he has Dhananjaya-Arjuna, 
wolf-waisted Vrkodara-Bhima, 

and Nakula and Sahadeva on his side 
to help him. 


Impossible that he was born a Ksatriya! 
It is clear 

that he is not brave at all; 
he’s afraid of the battle.” 


The soldiers praised the strength 
of the Kauravas, and, 
in great joy, began flapping and waving 


their uniforms. 


O lord of the earth! The soldiers on the other side 
started criticising Yudhisthira 

and his brothers for their action — 
they criticised KeSava-Krishna also. 


They mocked Yudhisthira: “Dhikt Shame on you!” 
O lord of the earth, 

all the soldiers of the Kauravas 
fell silent. 


What will the raja say? 
What will Bhisma reply? 

What will prowess-proud Bhima say? 
And Krishna and Arjuna? 


O raja! Maha-suspense gripped the soldiers 
of the two armies. 

And what will be the final reply 
of Yudhisthira? 


Followed by his brothers, Yudhisthira walked 
through hostile ranks 

of arrows and darts, 
and went straight to Bhisma. 
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Raja Yudhisthira, son of Pandu, 
touched with both hands 

the feet of Bhisma, son of Santanu, 
and said: 


“Impossible-to-vanquish one! 
I have a favour to ask. 

We wish to fight with you. 
Tata! Dear one! Bless us.” 


Bhisma replied: “Ruler of earth, maharaja, 
O Bharata descendant, 

if you had not come I would have cursed you 
into defeat. 


My son, I am pleased with you. 
Fight, son of Pandu, and win! 
May this war grant you 
all your desires. 


Maharaja, ask a boon. What do you, 
son of Prtha-Kunti, 

want from me? It is possible that defeat 
might not touch you. 


Maharaja, a man is the slave of need, 
but need is no one’s slave. 

This is true. I am tied to the Kauravas 
by need. | 


That is why I say all this to you, 
like a eunuch; 

] am a servant. Except my changing sides, 
what do you wish?” 


“O maha-muscled one,” said Yudhisthira, 
“all I ask is: 

fight for the Kauravas, but, every day, 
think of me too.” 


Bhisma replied: “Fight I will, 

and on the side of your enemies. 
But tell me, Kaurava raja, 

what can I do for you?” 
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Yudhisthira said: “How can I defeat you 
who are invincible? 

If you wish my welfare, if it pleases you, 
tell me this.” 


Bhisma replied: “Son of Kunti, 
I know of no one - 

not even Satakratu-Indra —- who can defeat me 
on the battlefield.” 


Yudhisthira said: “Pitamaha! Namo’astu te! 
I namaskara you. And [| ask: 

Tell me how your enemy can kill you 
on the battlefield.” 


Bhisma replied: “Tata! My child! 
I do not see any man who can defeat me. 
The time of my death has not yet come. 
Come to me later.” 


Yudhisthira bowed his head (continued Sanjaya) 
in acknowledgement 

and paid his homage to Bhisma 
by accepting his words. 


Accompanied by his brothers, 
the maha-muscled hero Yudhisthira 
walked through the ranks of staring soldiers 
to meet acarya Drona. 


Honouring Drona, he did pradaksina, 
then raja Yudhisthira 

said these words of self-benefit 
to the invincible hero: 


“Advise me, bhagavan, how I can fight 
without incurring demerit. 

O twice-born one! With your permission, 
how can I defeat all my enemies?” 


Drona replied: “Maharaja, if, bent on war, 
you had failed to seek my advice, 

I would have cursed you 
into defeat. 
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Defectless Yudhisthira, you have pleased me, 
you have offered me puja-respect. 
You have my permission. 


Fight! And may you win. 


Tell me whatever you have in mind. 
I will grant it. 

Except my changing sides, tell me, maharaja, 
your deepest desire. 


Maharaja, a man is the slave of need, 
but need is no one’s slave. 
This is true. I am tied to the Kauravas 


by need. 


And so I say this like a eunuch - 
‘Except my changing sides, 

what do you want?’ I fight for the Kauravas, 
but I want your victory.” 


Yudhisthira replied: “O Brahmin, 

fight for the Kauravas and desire my victory. 
Tell me what is good for me. 

That is all I ask.” 


Drona said: “Hari-Krishna is on your side, 
you will surely win. 

O raja, it is my hope that you defeat your foes 
in this battle. 


Where dharma is, Krishna is; 
where Krishna is, victory is. 
Son of Kunti, go and fight! 
Tell me, what else?” 


“Finest of Brahmins,” said Yudhisthira, 
“listen to me: 

How is it possible for us to defeat you 
who are invincible?” 


“So long as I fight, you cannot win,” 
replied Drona. 

“Therefore, raja, try to kill me soon, 
with help from your brothers.” 
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“O maha-muscled acarya,” asked Yudhisthira, 
“by what means can we kill you? 

I touch your feet and ask you. 
Namo’astu te.” 


Drona said: “I do not see anyone, tata, my child, 
who can kill me 
when, angered, and scattering arrows, 


I fight in battle. 


The truth is: No one can kill me 
unless I voluntarily, O raja, 

lay down my weapons, withdraw from battle, 
and prepare to die. 


And it is true that I will lay down 
my weapons 

if I hear something maha-disagreeable 
from someone trustworthy.” 


Maharaja (continued Saijaya), 
after honouring Bharadvaja’s son Drona, 
Yudhisthira went to the son of Saradvat, 


acarya Krpa. 


Bowing to Krpa and doing pradaksina, 
fluent-in-speech raja Yudhisthira 
said these words 
to that invincible hero: 


“Guru, give me permission to fight 
without incurring demerit. 

Defectless one, I will defeat my enemy 
if you give permission.” 


Krpa replied: “Maharaja, if, bent on war, 
you had failed 

to seek my advice, I would have cursed you 
into defeat. 


Maharaja, a man is the slave of need, 
but need is no one’s slave. 

This is true. I am tied to the Kauravas 
by need. 
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Maharaja, I must fight on their side. 
Even if I say, 

‘Except my changing sides, ask anything,’ 
I speak like a eunuch.” 


Yudhisthira said: “That is exactly, acarya, 
why I ask. Listen to me.” 

But raja Yudhisthira was so upset 
he could not speak. 


Gautama-Krpa guessed what Yudhisthira wanted 
(continued Safijaya). 

O earth-lord! He said: “I cannot be killed. 
Fight! And may you win. 


Your coming here has pleased me. 

Each morning, as I rise, O lord of men, 
I will pray that you win. 

It is the truth that I speak.” 


Maharaja! Lord of the earth! 
Hearing Krpa say these words, 

raja Yudhisthira honoured him 
and went to the Madra-raja. 


Bowing to Salya and doing pradaksina, 
raja Yudhisthira 

said to him these words 
motivated by self-benefit: 


“Invincible hero, no demerit will accrue 
if I fight, O raja, 

with your permission. I will defeat my enemy 
with your permission.” 


Salya replied: “Maharaja, if, bent on war, 
you had failed 

to seek my advice, I would have cursed you 
into defeat. 


You have pleased me, you have offered me 
your puja-respect. 

So be it then. You have my permission. 
Fight! And may you win. 
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Brave one, tell me, what is it 
that you desire? 
Except my changing sides, 
what is it that you want from me? 


Maharaja, a man is the slave of need, 
but need is no one’s slave. 

This is true. I am tied to the Kauravas 
by need. 


Nephew, that is why I sound like a eunuch 
when I say, 

‘Expect my changing sides, 
what do you desire?” 


Yudhisthira said: “Maharaja, I ask only this: 
Every day, 

think of what is good for me, 
even if you fight for another.” 


Salya said: “Finest of kings, 
how can I be of any help? 

I am tied to the Kauravas by need. 
I fight for them.” 


Yudhisthira said: “That is the favour I ask — 
that you undermine 

the strength of the charioteer’s son Karna 
during the battle. 


Matula! Uncle! I know that Duryodhana 
will appoint you 

as the charioteer of the Stta’s son Karna 
during the battle.” 


Salya replied: “Son of Kunti, 
I will do as you desire. 
Go, and fight. 


I promise to keep my promise.” 


Having received the Madra-raja’s permission, 
his maternal uncle Salya, 

Kunti’s son Yudhisthira and his brothers 
left the maha-battlefield. 
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Krishna went to Radha’s son Karna 
on the battlefield. 

For the sake of the Pandavas, 
Vasudeva-Krishna said to Karna: 


“Radheya-Karna, I hear that you will not fight 
because you hate Bhisma. 

Till Bhisma is killed, son of Radha, 
why not join us? 


After Bhisma is killed, 

you are free to re-join Duryodhana, 
if by then you think 

that is still the right thing to do.” 


Karna replied: “KeSava-Krishna, 

I will not undermine Duryodhana in any way. 
] am grateful to him. You should know 

I have pledged my life to him.” 


Hearing this reply, O Bharata descendant, 
Krishna stopped. 

He returned to his camp and joined Yudhisthira 
and the others. 


Suddenly, Yudhisthira, the eldest Pandava, 
in mid-field, 

shouted: “Let anyone who wishes to, 
now join our side!” 


It was Yuyutsu who replied cheerfully, 
glancing in the direction 

of the Pandavas, to the words 
of dharmaraja Yudhisthira: 


“I will fight under your command, 
O defectless maharaja! 

If you will accept me, 
I will fight on your side.” 


“Come, Yuyutsu, come!” replied Yudhisthira. 
“Vasudeva-Krishna and all of us say: 
‘We will together fight 
your foolish brothers.’ 
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O maha-muscled hero, | accept your offer. 
Dhrtarastra’s lineage 
and his funeral pinda-offering 


now devolve upon you. 


O maha-radiant prince, 
accept us as we accept you. 
The foolish and hot-tempered Duryodhana 


pie >) 


is doomed to die’. 


Forsaking the Kauravas, your son Yuyutsu 
(continued Safijaya) 

defected to the Pandavas, 
to the beating of dundubhi-drums. 

He accepted on faith the offer 
made by Yudhisthira. 


Condemning the vicious karma of Duryodhana 
and determined to fight, 

Yuyutsu crossed over to the side 
of the Pandavas. 


Raja Yudhisthira and his brothers 


were hugely pleased; 
they prepared for battle 


and put on their golden armour. 


All the bull-brave heroes took up stations 
near their chariots. 

All soldiers were ordered to form ranks 
for battle. 


They ordered hundreds of dundubhi-drums 
and cymbals be sounded. 
The bull-brave heroes 


burst into ferocious leonine roars. 


Seeing the tigers-among-men Pandavas 
ready in their chariots, 
the kings under Dhrstadyumna shouted 
in great joy. 
Seeing how the noble Pandavas had honoured 
respectworthy persons, 
the kings under Dhrstadyumna shouted 
in great joy. 
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i 108 All the kings discussed the friendship, 
ee kindness and compassion 
~~ ‘ 
= shown on all occasions 
S by the mahatma Pandavas. 
eS 109 “Sadhu! Sadhu! Excellent! Excellent!” — 
= these were heard everywhere. 
~s Poems of stuti-praise were chanted, 
= inspiring minds and hearts. 
110 Arya or Mleccha — noble-born or low-born - 
whoever saw or heard of the conduct 
=) of the Pandavas, wept; he could not speak, 
= he was so touched. 
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yt Dhrtarastra said: “The soldiers of my army 
and the soldiers of the Pandavas 
were equally ready for battle, 
but who attacked first?” 


2 Duryodhana and his brothers (said Safijaya), 
under the command of Bhisma, 
marched to the front line 
of battle. 


3 Eager to meet the challenge of Bhisma, 
the Pandavas 
cheerfully advanced to the front line, 
led by Bhima. 


4 Lion-like roars, and a confused chamour, 
krakacas blaring, 
cow-horns, mrdanga-drums, cymbals, tabors, 
and elephants trumpeting, 


> On both sides. The enemy attacked us, 
and we, 
with fierce shouts, attacked the enemy. 
What a maha-tumult! 
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They swayed like a forest 
that shakes in a storm — 

the Kauravas and Pandavas 
in that maha battle, 

with cymbals and conches 
incessantly sounding. 


The horrendous noise 
of Indras-among-men, 
of horses and elephants, 
during that ominous hour, 
resembled a wild 
oceanic tempest. 


And maha-muscled Bhima stood up 
and bellowed like a bull - 

it was a gruesome sound, 
a roar that caused horripilation. 


His roaring rose above the cacophony 
of conches and mrdanga-drums, 
the trumpetings of elephants, 
and the soldiers’ leonine shouts. 


The horses of both armies, thousands of them, 
neighed loudly; 

but Bhima’s roaring drowned the neighings 
of the horses. 


The shouts of Bhima, 
as noisy as the thunderbolts 

of Sakra-Indra, filled all your soldiers 
with great fear. 


Hearing the roaring of Bhima, 
horses and elephants 

passed urine and dung, as other beasts do 
when a lion roars. 


He looked terrifying as he kept roaring 
like a cloud-mass, 

alarming your sons. Then, suddenly, 
he attacked them. 
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As he rushed at them, 
Duryodhana and his brothers 

shrouded him with arrow-showers, 
as clouds shroud the sun. 


Duryodhana, your sons, Durmukha, Duhéala, Sala, 


Duhéasana the chariot-hero, Durmarsana, and, O king, 


VivimSati, Citrasena, Vikarna the maha-chariot-hero, 


Purumitra, Jaya, Bhoja, Somadatta’s brave son — 


They lifted their cloud-black bows, 
fitted long arrows © 

resembling sloughed-off snakes, 
and stood ready to take action. 

They stood firm, facing the attack 
of the Pandavas. 


The sons of Draupadi, the maha-chariot-hero 
Abhimanyu, 
Nakula, Sahadeva, Prsata’s son Dhrstadyumna — 


These warriors’ arrows tore through the ranks 
of Dhrtarastra’s sons 

like maha-thunderbolts splitting apart the peaks 
of massive mountains. 


Neither your soldiers nor the enemy 
gained an advantage 

in that first clash when bows twanged 
and leather-protectors flapped. 


O bull-brave Bharata, I noticed then 
the expert bow-skill 

of Drona’s disciples whose ceaseless arrows 
hit their targets. 


The twanging of the bows never stopped, 
and fiery arrows 

flashed through the air like stars twinkling 
in the sky. 


The other lords of the earth stood there, O Bharata, 


and watched transfixed 
the fascinating, horrendous battle 
between two groups of kinsmen. 
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Recalling the wounds suffered earlier, O raja, 
the maha-chariot-warriors 

hurled challenges at each other, 
exerting their utmost. 


They looked magnificent, the two armies 
of the Kauravas and the Pandavas -— 

the chariots, horses, and eleuews looking 
like painted figures. 


Other kings also took up their bows. 
Armed with bows and arrows, 

they stationed themselves with their armies 
on the battlefield. 


Under orders from Yudhisthira, 
thousands of Pandava leaders, 
shouting and screaming, 
charged upon your sons’ ranks. 


It was a fierce and bloody encounter, 
painful to watch. 

The sun was obscured by clouds 
of kicked-up dust. 


Some fought, some fled, 
some ran and then rallied. 

It was the same story with your soldiers 
and theirs. 


At the time of that maha-tumultuous clash, 
your father pita Bhisma 

shone on the battlefield 
with a unique heroic lustre. 


Sub C1 LCN ere O Rol Ve - blank, 


O lord of the world, early that morning 
(continued Saiijaya) 

commenced a fearful battle that shredded 
the bodies of many rajas. 
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Each eager for victory, 
the Kauravas and the Srijayas 
raised lion-roars that shook the earth 
and the sky. 


The cacophony of leather finger-flaps 
and the blare of conches! 

The leonine roars of warriors shouting 
at each other! 


O bull-brave Bharata! 

The twang of bow-strings! 
The march of infantry! 

The maha-neighing of horses! 


The thud of clubs and clang of steel hooks! 
The clash of weapons! 

The jangling of bells 

On necks of colliding elephants! 


The din of chariot-wheels 

That roared like Parjanya-storm-clouds! 
All these sounds together! 

A horripilating conglomeration! 


The Kaurava warriors, 
absolutely reckless and ruthless, 
charged at the Pandava ranks, 
flaunting their flagstaffs. 


O raja, lifting a fearful bow 
resembling the rod of Kala, 

Santanu’s son Bhisma attacked Dhananjaya-Arjuna 
on the battlefield. 


Tremendously energetic Arjuna lifted 
his world-famous Gandiva, 

and rushed at Ganga’s son Bhisma 
on the battlefield. 


Each of the tiger-brave Kauravas 
tried to kill the other. 
Gangeya-Bhisma’s arrows harassed Arjuna, 
who stood firm. 
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Pandu’s son Arjuna attacked Bhisma, 
but he stood firm also. 

The maha-bowman Satyaki then attacked 
brave Krtavarman. 


A hair-raising encounter followed, 
a terrifying duel — 
Satyaki wounded Krtavarman, 
and Krtavarman wounded Satyaki, 


Shouting as they drained each other’s 
vital energies. 

Riddled all over their bodies with arrows, 
the maha-powerful heroes 


Looked like two flowering kimsuka trees 
in springtime. 

The maha-archer Brhadbala was targeted - 
by Abhimanyu, 


But the raja of Kosala quickly succeeded 
in slicing 

Abhimanyu’s flagstaff charioteer 
and overpowering the of Abhimanyu. 


Maharaja! The overpowering of his charioteer 
infuriated Abhimanyu, 

and he succeeded in wounding Brhadbala 
with nine arrows. 


With two arrows foe-chastising Abhimanyu 
severed Brhadbala’s flagstaff, 

with one his wheel guard, 
with another he killed his charioteer. 


The two incensed heroes weakened each other 
with sharp arrows. 

The maha-chariot-hero proud of his prowess, 
and hostile — 


Your son Duryodhana ~— decided to attack Bhima. 
Chiefs of the Kauravas, both, 

both tigers-among-men, 
both maha-powerful, 
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They drowned each other in a rain of arrows 
on the battlefield. 

Both were mahatmas, both expert in the use 
of all weapons. 


Seeing them, O Bharata, 
the world’s creatures were awe-struck. 
DuhSsasana decided to attack 
maha-powerful Nakula, 


Who was wounded by the countless arrows 
DuhSasana shot. 

But Nakula, son of Madr, 
countered the attack 


With sharp arrows, smiling, O Bharata, 

as he cut Duhsasana’s bow and flagstaff, 
and wounded him 

with twenty-five arrows. 


Your hard-to-defeat son succeeded in killing 
Nakula’s horses 
in a maha-fearful clash, 


and splintering his flagstaff. 


Durmukha was next; 
he attacked maha-powerful Sahadeva, 
and wounded him with a shower of arrows 
in a maha-clash. 


Brave Sahadeva, in that maha-battle, 
was able to fire an arrow 

that felled the charioteer _ 
of Durmukha. 


Both were indomitable. Each attacked, 
and warded off attack; 

each terrified the other 
with gruesome-looking arrows. 


Raja Yudhisthira chose to duel with Salya, 
the raja of Madra. 

O king! Madra’s ruler quickly shattered 
the bow of Yudhisthira. 
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But Kunti’s son Yudhisthira 
picked up another bow, 

even stronger, and designed to shoot swifter 
than the first. 


Shouting “Stand your ground)”, 
raja Yudhisthira 

showered the king of Madra 
with a hail of straight arrows. 


O descendant of Bharata, 
in another part of the field 
Dhrstadyumna attacked Drona who, angered, 
sliced cleanly 


In three pieces 

the Pancala prince’s hard-to-pierce bow. 
He fired a maha-fearful arrow 

resembling the rod of Kala — 


An arrow that penetrated the body 
of Dhrstadyumna, 

who nevertheless lifted another bow 
and shot fourteen arrows 


In the direction of Drona, wounding him. 
Drupada’s son and Drona, 

both tempestuously enraged, 
continued the duel. 


Maharaja, irresistible Sankha attacked Bhirigravas, 
the equally irresistible son of Somadatta, 
shouting, “Stand your ground! , 
Stand your ground!” 


Brave Sankha rendered the right arm 
of Bhurisravas useless, 

but Somadatta’s son was able to wound 
Sankha’s shoulders. 


O lord of the world! The duel between these 


on that battlefield 
resembled the ancient clash 
between Vasava-Indra and Yrtra. 
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O lord of the world! In a fit of rage 
the self-confident 

maha-chariot-hero Dhrstaketu 
attacked Bahlika. 


Raja, valiant Bahlika let out a leonine roar 
and shot a shower of arrows 

that debilitated 
the furious and fierce Dhrstaketu. 


Like one maddened elephant attacking another, 
the Cedi raja-Dhrstaketu, 

infuriated, wounded Bahlika 
with nine arrows. 


The two combatants roared and howled 
in their anger. 

Their wrath made them like the planets 
Budha and Angaraka. 


Cruel-karma-creating Ghatotkaca 

then targeted and attacked Alambusa, 
the gruesome-karma-creating raksasa, 

like Sakra-Indra attacking Bala. 


Incensed into an incontrollable anger, O Bharata, 
Ghatotkaca succeeded 

in shooting ninety arrows into the body 
of maha-powerful Alambusa. 


But Alambusa rallied and was able 
to shoot a volley 

of hooked and knotted arrows that wounded 
the maha-powerful son of Bhima. 


Both Ghatotkaca and Alambusa looked 
as radiantly wounded 

as Sakra-Indra and Bala in the war 
between gods and antigods. 


Then, O raja, powerful Sikhandin attacked 
the son of Drona, Asvatthaman, 
who grievously injured Sikhandin 


with a sharp arrow. 
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Similarly, O raja, Sikhandin was able 
to wound ASsvatthaman, 
the son of Drona, 
with a sharp and accurate weapon. 


The two continued their duel 
on the field of battle, 
harassing each other with a variety 
of remarkable weapons. 


Virata, the commander of his army, 
launched a fierce attack 

against brave Bhagadatta, O raja, 
leading to a wonderful duel. 


Provoked beyond limit, Virata showered arrows 
on Bhagadatta, 
like clouds drenching a mountain with rain, 


O Bharata. 


But the lord of earth Bhagadatta retaliated 
with a swarm of arrows 

that covered Virata like a crowd of clouds 
obscuring the sun. 


Then Krpa, son of Saradvat, attacked 
the Kekaya ruler Brhatksatra, 
smothering him inside a shower 
of arrows. 


Brhatksatra retaliated with an equally strong 
counter-shower, O Bharata. 

They shredded each other’s bows 
and killed each other’s horses. 


Chariot-less, they faced each other for battle 
with drawn swords. 

What followed was a duel 
of truly incredible ferocity. 


O raja! Foe-chastising Drupada, with great zeal, 
attacked Jayadratha, 


the king of the Sindhus, 
who replied with equal zeal. 
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The raja of the Sindhus wounded Drupada 
with three arrows, 

but Drupada succeeded in wounding him 
with other weapons. 


The duel between these two 
was fierce and horrendous, 
like a conflict between the planets 
Sukra and Angaraka. 


Your son Vikarna, on a swift horse, 
attacked brave Sutasoma, 

and a tremendous duel resulted 
between these two heroes. 


Though he wounded Sutasoma with arrows, 
Sutasoma held firm. 

Neither was Sutasoma able to shake your son 
Vikama’s composure. 


Fighting for the Pandavas, 
tiger-among-men, maha-chariot-hero Cekitana 

launched an attack 
upon SuSarman. 


But Susarman blocked his charge, maharaja, 
with a shower of arrows, 

and the maha-chariot-hero Cekitana 
was repulsed. 


But he rallied and, livid with anger, 
he harassed SuSarman 

as dark clouds harass a hill 
with rain. 


O Indra-among-rajas, 

illustrious and powerful Sakuni attacked 
valiant Prativindhya 

like an enraged lion an elephant. 


Infuriated, the son of Yudhisthira wounded 
Subala’s son Sakuni with keen arrows, 
like Maghavat-Indra wounding 
a Danava anti-god. 
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Maha-wise Sakuni also retaliated 
by piercing 

the body of foe-smiting Prativindhya 
with his knotted arrows 


O Indra-among-rajas, Srutakarman attacked 
the maha-chariot-hero, 
valiant Sudaksina, 


the king of the Kambojas. 


Sudaksina succeeded in wounding Srutakarman, 
the son of Sahadeva, 

but failed to rout him; 
he stood as firm as Mainaka mountain. 


Incensed, Srutakarman retaliated with arrows 
that penetrated the flesh 

of the maha-chariot-hero Kamboja king 
in many places. 


Foe-himiliating Iravat, aflame with anger, 
attacked 

the easily-angered warrior Srutayusa 
on that battlefield. 


Arjuna’s maha-chariot-hero son Iravat 
exulted after killing 

his opponent’s horses, 
and scattering his followers. 


Srutayusa, roused to anger, retaliated 
by a reciprocal killing 
of the horses of Phalguna-Arjuna’s son 


with a massive mace. 


The two Avanti princes, Vinda and Anuvinda, 
attacked Kuntibhoja, 

who, with his son, had come, 
leading a huge army. 


I was impressed by the amazing composure 
in battle 

of the two princes as they fought off 
a formidable contingent. 
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Anuvinda wounded Kuntibhoja 
with a massive mace, 

but Kuntibhoja replied with a shower 
of arrows. 


Kuntibhoja succeeded in wounding Vinda 


with arrows, 
but was himself wounded 
in what was a spectacular duel. 


O king, the five Kekaya brothers 
launched an attack, 

with mobile equipment, 
on the five princes of Gandhara. 


Your son Virabahu selected for attack 
Virata’s son Uttara, 

a chariot-hero, 
and hit him with nine arrows. 


And Uttara struck back with arrows 
and wounded his assailant. 

The raja of Cedi decided to attack 
brave Ulika. 


O lord of the world! A terrifying duel! 
No one was able 

to win decisively, but they almost tore 
each other part. 


In that great war, thousands of duels 
were fought 


between chariot-heroes, elephant-soldiers, horsemen, 


and foot-soldiers. 


For a brief period it was spectacular; 
then, O raja, 

it became chaotic — 
a medley of confusion and noise. 


Elephants fought elephants, chariots fought chariots 


in that battle; 
horsemen fought horsemen, 


and foot-soldiers fought foot-soldiers. 
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It was cacophonic, it was terrifying 
in every way; 

the heroes charged at each other 
in wild abandon. 


The deva-rsis, the Siddhas and Caranas 
who witnessed it 

thought it was a war between gods 
and anti-gods. 


O king! Suddenly it appeared that thousands 
of elephants, chariots, 

horsemen and foot-soldiers were indiscriminately 
slaughtering each other. 


O tiger-among-men, wherever one looked, 
one saw only duplicate duels 

between horsemen, soldiers, chariots, 
and elephants. 
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Raja, descendant of Bharata (said Safjaya), 
let me describe 

the clash of thousands of soldiers fighting 
with blind fury. 


Son failed to recognise his father, 
and father his son, 

brother his brother, 
sister’s son his maternal uncle. 


Maternal uncle failed to recognise 
his sister’s son, 

friend his friend. Pandava fought Kaurava 
with demonic fury. 


Some chariot-heroes careened their chariots 
with such skill 
that they ripped apart the yokes 


of their opponents’ chariots. 
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Charic t-shaft smashed violently 
against chariot-shaft, 

chariot-spike grazed against chariot-spike. 
Formation demolished formation, 


But the aim was to be first to kill. 
Chariots blocked attacking chariots. 
Massive elephants toppled 
on rival elephants; 


Their tusks ripped open the hides 
of other elephants. 

Flags waving on their backs, 
slashed by fierce tusks, 


These elephants, maharaja, 
reeled about in confusion, 

rushing at their opponents, 
and trumpeting in agony. 


Prodded by pikes and hooks, the elephants 
who responded to skilled training 
attacked their wild 
rutting adversaries. 


And when the rutting elephants attacked, 
even massive elephants fled 

in all directions, screaming thinly 
like Araunca-cranes. 


Many well-disciplined elephants, 
temples streaming with rutting juice, 
severely mutilated by swords, 
lances and sharp arrows, 


Trumpeted in pain; 
some, mortally wounded, dropped dead. 
Shrieking horrendously, some fled everywhere, 
helter-skelter. 


Foot-soldiers, deputed to protect the elephants, 
broad-chested soldiers, 

experts in routing foes with pikes, bows, 
battle-axes, 
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Maces, clubs, arrows, spears, shafts, 
and heavy bludgeons 

with handles of iron, 
and other weapons 


Including swords polished 
to a dazzling-bright lustre, 
ran crazily with the sole aim 
of killing each other. 


The swords of valiant soldiers 
who smote each other 

shone with brighter brilliance 
when stained with blood. 


The swish of the swords 
grew louder and louder 

as brave arms lifted them 
and swung them around. 


Battered by maces and clubs, 
struck by gleaming swords, 
pierced and pulped 
by the tusks of elephants, 


The soldiers emitted long and loud yells 
of pain, O Bharata, 

like the wailing of the spirits 
of the dead. 


Astonishingly swift horses with tails 
like the feathers of a hamsa-swan 
rushed at each other 
with intent to kill. 


Their riders hurled long, swift, 
polished, sharp, gold plated darts 
that fell hissing 
like countless snakes. 


A few heroic riders on swift horses 
galloped across, 

leapt on maha-chariots, and lopped off the heads 
of chariot-heroes, 
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Occasionally a chariot-warrior, 
getting cavalry within range, 

would wipe out the horsemen with sharp, 
knotted bhalla-arrows. 


Maddened elephants, caparisoned in gold 
and as splendid looking 

as new-born clouds, battered and trampled 
horses to death. 


Pierced near their temples, 
and wounded in their haunches, 
flesh ripped by lances, many elephants 
trumpeted in grisly agony. 


Panic everywhere! In the absolute chaos 
that prevailed, 

elephants toppled horses and riders, 
and crushed both. 


After toppling and crushing 
both rider and horse, 

the elephants roamed about, 
trampling flag-staffs and chariots. 


Maha male-elephants, rutting juice 
trickling down their temples, 
tusked and crushed horses and riders 

to death. 


Shining-bright, sharp-tipped, wind-swift 
snake-arrows 
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struck the heads, temples, haunches, and sides 


of elephants. 


O lord of the earth! Dazzling-bright javelins, 


hurled by the arms 

of valiant soldiers, sped like meteors, 
slicing through bodies 

of men and horses, 
ripping open coats of mail. 


Unsheathing sharp swords from scabbards 
of tiger-skin and leopard-skin, 
soldiers ruthlessly killed 
their adversaries. 
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Though mangled and mutilated, 
their flesh a plethora of blood, 

soldiers continued to fight with swords, shields, 
and battle-axes. 


Overturning chariots with their trunks, 
elephants roamed 

in every direction, prompted by the shouts 
of men behind them. 


Lacerated by javelins, 

cut down by battle-axes, 
trampled by elephants, 

crushed under horse-hooves, 


Soldiers fled helter-skelter, 
shouting for their kinsmen. 

They screamed for fathers, sons, brothers, 
and friends. 


O raja! They screamed for maternal uncles, 
sisters’ sons, and others. 

Some were weaponless, O Bharata, 
some had their thighs crushed, 


Some kept wailing that they wanted 
only to live; 
some were limbless, arms shredded, 


sides bleeding. 


Some simply lay there, drained of strength. 
O lord of the world, 

they begged for water 
for their parched throats. 


Some, dripping blood, and debilitated, 
sprawled there, O Bharata, 
cursing themselves 
and cursing all your sons. 


O glorious monarch! Brave dedicated Ksatriyas, 
though wounded, 

did not surrender their weapons, 
and made no complaint. 
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They lay where they lay, 
loudly proclaiming their pride, 
biting their lips with gritted teeth 


in their anger, 


And peering at each other with narrowed eyes; 
others, also, 

strong, remained still and calm, 
enduring arrow-wounds; 


Maha-brave chariot-heroes, 

who had lost their own chariots, 
or been ejected from them, 

or been mauled by elephants, 


Lay there, and pleaded that they be taken 
on the chariots of others; 

many of them, maharaja, 
looked like kimsuka-flowers. 


In that hero-destroying battle, 
horrendous cries were heard. 
Many brave soldiers perished 


in that awesome maha-carnage: 


Son killed father, 
father killed son, 

sister’s son killed maternal uncle, 
maternal uncle killed sister’s son, 


Sakha-friend killed loved-and-loving sakha-friend, 
relative slaughtered relative. 

Between the Kauravas and the Pandavas, 
what a massacre it was! 


No quarter was given 
in that vicious and bloody battle, 
and eventually the Pandava ranks 
began to weaken. 


O bull-brave Bharata raja! 
It was maha-muscled Bhisma 

with his silver five-starred palmtree flag 
on his maha-chariot 

who reigned supreme, like the moon 
on Meru mountain. 
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When most of that terrible day was over 
(continued Safjaya) 

in which so many maha-valiant heroes 
were exterminated, 


Durmukha, Krtavarman, Krpa, Salya, 
and VivimSati, 

under your son’s ieadership, 
joined ranks to reinforce Bhisma. 


Assisted by those splendid maha-chariot-heroes, 
Bhisma succeeded 

in driving a wedge 
within the Pandava ranks. 


His palmtree-emblemed flag seemed 
to slice through 

the formations of Cedis, Kasis, Karusas, 
and Panicalas. 


Bhisma’s maha-swift, broad-headed, knotted 
bhalla-arrows, 
sliced the heads, flagstaffs, and harnesses 


of the chariot-warriors. 


O bull-brave Bharata! 
It looked as if Bhisma was dancing! 
Elephants wounded by his weapons 
trumpeted in agony. 


Abhimanyu, enraged, charged upon Bhisma, 
in a chariot 
which was pulied by excellent 


brown-skinned horses, 


And radiant with a flagstaff of Jambu-gold 
flaming like a karnikara tree. 

He attacked Bhisma 
and the five heroes. 


He fired a sharp arrow at the flag 
with the palm-tree symbol, 

and engaged in close combat with Bhisma 
and his protectors. 
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He wounded Krtavarman with one, 
and Salya with five arrows; 
he harassed his great-grandfather Bhisma 


with nine arrows. 


With a single arrow from his bow 
pulled completely taut, 
he sliced the Jambu-gold flagstaff 


on Bhisma’s chariot. 


With a single swift knotted all-piercing 
bhalla-arrow, 

he severed the head of the charioteer 
of Durmukha. 


A third arrow shattered.the gold-worked bow 
of Krpa. 

His sharp arrows created havoc 
among those warriors. 


The maha-chariot hero seemed to be dancing 
as he skilfully shot them. 

The assembly of gods was delighted 
with his dexterity. 


Noticing the accuracy of Abhimanyu’s aim, 
the chariot-heroes 

led by Bhisma concluded he was as good 
as his father Dhananjaya-Arjuna. 


His bow had the reverberating twang 
of the Gandiva-bow; 

as he pulled and relaxed it, 
it resembled a circle of fire. 


Foe-exterminating Bhisma suddenly attacked 
Arjuni-Abhimanyu, 

and succeeded in wounding the son of Arjuna 
with nine maha-swift arrows, 


Shattering his flagstaff with three more 
bhalla-arrows; 

then rigid-vowed Bhisma attacked 
the charioteer of Abhimanyu. 


[VI:47:19-27] 


The Mahzbhavala of ne a 


20 


21 


22 


23 


24 


20 


26 


27 


Joe) 


Though Krtavarman, Krpa and Salya 
harassed Abhimanyu, 

he stood as immovably firm 
as the Mainaka mountain. 


Though hemmed in by the maha-chariot-heroes 
of Duryodhana’s army, 

Ayjuna’s son continued raining arrows 
at the five chariot-heroes. 


Neutralising their maha-weapons 
with a shower of arrows 
and harassing Bhisma with another arrow-shower, 


Abhimanyu roared. 


He seemed to be a warrior 
of incredible physical prowess, O raja, 
as he stood there, fighting steadily, 
harassing Bhisma. 


Bhisma also shot arrows 

at tremendously powerful Abhimanyu, 
who succeeded in repulsing them 

without too much effort. 


With nine arrows, brave Abhimanyu sliced 
Bhisma’s flagstaff. 

There was a deafening roar of approval 
from the spectators. 


The palm-tree-symbolled flagstaff, 
decorated with gems 

and plated with gold, sliced by Subhadra’s son, 
toppled, O Bharata. 


O bull-brave Bharata! 

When he saw the flagstaff fall, 
Bhima shouted encouragement 

to Subhadra’s son. 


In that maha-fierce battle, 
maha-powerful Bhisma 

materialised innumerable supernatural 
maha-weapons. | 
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The infinite-atmaned great-grandfather 
of Abhimanyu overpowered Subhadra’s son 
with thousands of arrows. 


Wonderful, wonderful! 


Ten maha-chariot-warriors 
and maha-bowmen 

of the Pandava ranks rushed on chariots 
to rescue Abhimanyu. } 


O lord of the world! They were Virata and his son, 
Prsata’s descendant Dhrstadyumna, 

Bhima, the five Kekaya brothers, 
and Satyaki. 


As they charged furiously at him, 
Santanu’s son Bhisma 

wounded the Pancala princes with three arrows 
and Satyaki with ten. 


With a single razor-sharp winged arrow 
which he fired 

from a bow stretched taut, 
he splintered Bhima’s flagstaff. 


Bhima’s gold-plated lion-emblemed flagstaff, 
O finest of men, 

sliced by the arrow of Bhisma, 
toppled from the chariot. 


But Bhima managed to wound Santanu’s son 
with three arrows, 

Krpa with one arrow, 
and Krtavarman with eight arrows. 


Virata’s son Uttara, riding an elephant 
with uplifted trunk, 

manoeuvred the beast into charging at Salya, 
the raja of Madra. 


Salya was able to check 
the furious attack 

of that king-elephant 
charging at his chariot. 
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The Inara-among-elephants succeeded 
in furiously 

trampling to death 
four of Salya’s excellent horses. 


Madra’s ruler, from his chariot 
whose horses had been crushed, 
hurled a steel snake-dart 
in order to kill Uttara. 


The dart pierced Uttara’s armour, 
and he lost consciousness, 

and fell; his lance and elephant-hook 
slipped from his hands. 


Salya drew his sword, 

jumped down from his splendid chariot, 
and with a mighty stroke dismembered 

the king-elephant’s trunk. 


His armour shredded by hundreds of arrows, 
his trunk lopped off, 

the elephant screamed, collapsed, 
and perished. 


O lord of men! After this wonderful feat, 
Salya, the raja of Madra, 

quickly climbed into the chariot 
of Krtavarman. 


Seeing his brother Uttara killed, 
and seeing Salya 

leaping inside the splendid chariot 
of Krtavarman, 


Virata’s son Sveta blazed with anger, 
as fire blazes with ghee. 
He picked up his maha bow, 
which resembled Sakra-Indra’s bow, 


And rushed on the Madra ruler Salya 
to kill him. 

Surrounded on all sides 
by many chariot-heroes, 
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He succeeded in shooting a hail of arrows 
on his foe. 

Seeing him charge into battle 
like a musth elephant, 


Seven chariot-heroes from your ranks 
hemmed him in, ; 

hoping to save the Madra raja Salya 
from the jaws of death - — 


Brhadbala the king of Koéala, Jayatsena of Magadha, 
Rukmaratha the illustrious son of Salya; and, O raja, 


Vinda and Anuvinda of Avanti, Sudaksina of Kamboja, 
Brhatksatra’s son Jayadratha king of the Sindhus. 
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The multi-coloured, stretched bows 
of these mahatmas 

flashed across the battlefield 
like streaks of lightning. 


They deluged the head of Sveta 
with showers of arrows, 

like wind-driven clouds drenching a hill 
with monsoon rains. 


Leader of an army, Sveta was enraged 
at this affront, 

and swiftly shot seven thick arrows 
at their bows, 


Slicing them in an instant, 
but, O Bharata, 

with amazing alacrity 
they fitted new bows. 


That maha-muscled and infinite-atmaned 
warrior Sveta 

fired seven more bhalla arrows 
at his adversaries, 

and again succeeded in splitting apart 
their bows. 


Their bows smashed, 
the heroic maha-chariot-warriors, 
livid with anger, brandished sakti-darts 
and shouted fiercely. 
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O best of the Bharatas, 
the seven Saktis sped 

towards Sveta’s chariot with the speed 
of Mahendra-Indra’s thunderbolt. 


But Sveta skilfully countered 
and neutralised them 

with seven arrows shot with great accuracy. 
With an all-piercing arrow, 


Sveta tried to annihilate Rukmaratha. 
O best of the Bharatas, 

that maha-shaft sped like a thunderbolt 
at his adversary. 


Hit by the arrow, Rukmartha collapsed 
in his chariot, O raja. 

He seemed to be dazed, 
he seemed to be unconscious. 


But his charioteer, in no way unnerved, 
drove him away 

in that bewildered condition 
from the battlefield. 


Shooting six more gold-plated arrows, 
maha-muscled Sveta 

succeeded in cutting off the flagstafis 
of his six adversaries. 


He wounded their horses and charioteers 
with a stream of arrows; 

then, O foe-vanquisher, 
he rushed at Salya’s chariot. 


A great confusion and cacophonous hullabaloo 
from your army, O Bharata, 

accompanied the attack on Salya 
by general Sveta. 


Placing Bhisma in charge, 

Duryodhana, your maha-powerful son, 
along with many other heroes, 

attacked Sveta’s chariot. 
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He rescued the raja of Madra 
from certain death. 

A tumultuous horripilating clash of arms 
took place. 


Elephants and chariots fought 
in indescribable chaos. 
Subhadra’s son Abhimanyu, Bhima, 
the maha-chariot-hero Satyaki, 


The Kekaya prince Virata, 
Drupada’s son Dhrstadyumna, 
the Cedis, the Matsyas, 
and other lion-brave warriors — 
the Kaurava Pitamaha Bhisma rained arrows 


on all of them. 


SECTION FORTY-ELGHT 


Dhrtarastra asked: “Sanjaya, tell me, 
when the maha-archer Sveta 
attacked Salya’s chariot, 
what did the Pandavas and Kauravas do? 


What did Santanu’s son Bhisma do? 
Tell me all this in detail.” 

Sanjaya replied: Hundreds of thousands 
of bull-brave Ksatriyas, 


All maha-chariot-heroes, stationed general Sveta 
at their head, O Bharata, 

and, in a magnificent display of strength 
before your son, 


The Pandavas made an attempt to rescue Sveta. 
Sikhandin led them. 

The maha-chariot-heroes rushed in a body 
at Bhisma’s golden chariot, 


Determined to exterminate him. 

A frightening encounter resulted. 
Let me describe to you in detail 

the maha-tumultuous carnage 
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That took place in the ranks of your soldiers 

_ and the enemy’s ranks. 

Santanu’s son made many chariots empty 
of occupants, 


For the chariot-hero sliced off heads 
with his arrows. 

His dazzling skill at bowcraft obscured 
the sun itself. 


He wiped out his foes as the rising sun 
wipes out darkness. 

In that encounter, O raja, 
he fired thousands of arrows, 


Irresistible, maha-swift arrows that killed 
thousands of Ksatriyas. 

He decapitated hundreds of brave warriors 
in that skirmish. 


He knocked down elephants resplendent 
in spike-studded armour 

as thunderbolts shatter mountains. O lord of the world! 
Everywhere a blur of chariots: 


Horses galloped off by themselves confusedly, 
Clutching bows, 

young riders, dead, hanging in the saddle, 
were dragged away. 


A great chaos of chariots, O raja, 
fleeing helter-skelter! 

Still wearing swords, dressed in armour, 
carrying quivers, 


Hundreds of soldiers lay on the ground 
worthy of heroes. 

Soldiers fell down, rose, attacked each other 
in the confusion; 


They were locked in single combat, 
fighting hand to hand. 

Hit violently in duels, they rolled over 
on the ground. 
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Hundreds of splendidly uniformed soldiers 
dressed in gold apparel 

fought their counterparts; some were killed | 
on the spot. 


O Bharata! Others could be seen 
fleeing the battlefield. 
Maddened elephants charged in fury 
~ on chariots, 


Crushing vehicle and chariot-occupant 
to death. 

Some heroes were knocked out of chariots 
by arrows. 


Their charioteers killed, some chariots overturned 
and were smashed. 

Clouds of dust spiralled, 
obscuring the fierce goings-on. 


Soldiers guessed the presence of enemies 
by the twang of their bow-strings, 

or by the sheer pressure 
of their bodies. 


And they fought on, shooting in the direction 
of twanging sounds, O raja. 

The war-shouts of the soldiers added 
to the fearful medley. 


The noise of the drums 

seemed to split open ear-drums. 
It was impossible to make out 

who said what, and when. 


Even the name-shoutings meant as introductions 
were drowned. 

The arrows of Bhisma created havoc 
among his enemies. 


The arrows of Bhisma made foe and friend 
both tremble. 

It was a fearful and inspiring 
and horripilating battle - 
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A battle in which even father failed 
to recognise son. 

Wheels were smashed, yokes wrenched, 
horses killed - 


And chariot-warriors and charioteers 
hurled out of chariots. 

Many un-charioted heroes could be seen, 
on that battleground, 


Running for their lives in all directions. 
Elephants butchered; 

soldiers’ heads cut off, some had hands severed, 
some had horses killed. 


When Bhisma attacked, 

no one escaped physical damage. 
In that maha-skirmish 

Sveta also killed many Kauravas. 


He slew hundreds of princes, 
all of them chariot-heroes; 

his arrows chopped their heads, 
O bull-brave Bharata. 


His arrows pierced 
the richly-ornamented coats of mail. 

He destroyed chariot-heroes, chariot-wheels, 
and flagstaffs, 


Maha-expensive pennants and umbrellas, O Bharata. 
O lord of the world! 

Horses, chariots, and humans 
were among the victims 


Of Sveta’s attack, and he slaughtered hundreds 
of elephants, O Bharata. 

Fear of Sveta made us desert Bhisma 
and flee for safety; 


That is how we are now present 
before your majesty. 

Staying out of the range of Sveta’s arrows, 
O Kaurava descendant, 
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The Kauravas, though armed, stood witnesses 
to the maha-battle. 

Unperturbed in that critical moment 
of lonely despair, 


Bhisma, tiger-among-men, 
stood as firm as mount Meru. 
Wiping out his foes like Savita the sun 
terminating a cold winter, 


Bhisma stood in his chariot, 
refulgent like the sun. 

He continued shooting arrows 
in their direction, 


Like Vajrapani-Indra, the thunderbolt-wielder, 
smiting the anti-gods. 

Pursued by maha-powerful Bhisma 
in that awesome battle, 


Soldiers broke ranks and fled everywhere. 
O foe-smiting one! 

The only person who fought coolly 
was imperturbable, confident 


Bhisma. He was devoted to Duryodhana, 
and he harassed the Pandavas 

by his fearless attacks on Sveta 
in that maha-clash. 


He slaughtered many Pandava soldiers, 
O lord of the world. 

Your father, Bhisma-Devavrata, 
launched an attack 


On Sveta, when that general began troubling 
your soldiers. 
Bhisma was covered with a net of arrows 


fired by Sveta. 


And Bhisma in turn covered Sveta 
with an arrow-net. 
The two snorted like bulls, 
roared like two musth maha-elephants, 
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Like two wild tigers, 
as they charged at each other. 


Neutralising each others weapons with counter-weapons, 


the two bull-brave heroes, 


Bhisma and Sveta fought, 
committed to kill each other. 

Bhisma in one day would have wiped out 
the Pandavas 


With his arrows had Sveta not been there 
to prevent it. 

Seeing the grandsire forced to retreat 
by Sveta, 


The Pandavas were elated, 
and your son lost hope. 
Enraged, Duryodhana, 
flanked by the rulers of the earth, 


Launched a fierce counter-attack 
against the Pandavas. 

Durmukha, Krtavarman, Krpa, 
and the earth-lord Salya, 


Under orders from Duryodhana, 
rushed to protect Bhisma. 

Seeing Duryodhana and his earth-rulers 
cutting off 


The Pandava forces and decimating them, 
Sveta called off his attack 

on Ganga’s son Bhisma, 
concentrating on your son, 


And attacked with the ferocity 
of a tree-uprooting gale. 

O raja! Virata’s son Sveta seemed to be blinded 
by his anger. 


Routing your army, he re-commenced 
his attack on Bhisma. 

O raja! The two maha-powerful heroes 
shot arrows 
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Like two mahatmas, 

like Vasava-Indra battling with Vrtra. 
Both were determined, O maharaja, 

to kill each other. 


With his bow pulled fully taut, 
Sveta wounded Bhisma 

with seven arrows; but Bhisma blocked 
any further attack. 


They fought like one musth elephant 
fighting another. 

Sveta again took the initiative, 
and wounded Santanava-Bhisma 


With twentyfive knotted arrows — 
a marvellous feat. 

Santanw’s son replied with a volley 
of ten arrows, 


Which severely wounded Sveta, 
though he stood mountain-firm. 

In fierce anger, the son of Virata 
pulled his bow taut; 


Sveta, delighter of the Ksatriya race, 
continued to harass Bhisma. 

He smiled, he licked the corners of his mouth 
till as far as his ears, 


And with nine arrows splintered Bhisma’s bow 
into ten fragments. 

Then, fitting a feathered steel arrow, 
he fired 


And sliced the top half 
of Bhisma’s palm-tree-emblemed flagstaff. 
Seeing the standard of mahatma-Bhisma 
ripped apart and toppling, 


Your sons briefly assumed 
that Sveta had killed Bhisma. 

The Pandavas in great delight blew loudly 
on their conches 
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When they saw the flag of Bhisma smashed 
and toppled. 

Duryodhana, fiercely roused, exhorted his heroes 
to battle: 


“Form ranks to protect Bhisma! 
Surround him and save him! . 
On no account must Sveta be allowed 
To kill Bhisma before our very eyes! 


You have my word of truth that Bhisma, 
Santanu’s son, is an unparalleled hero!” 
These words of raja Duryodhana inspired 
The maha-chariot-heroes of his army, 


And they re-organised their fourfold ranks 
to protect Bhisma. 

Bahlika, and Krtavarman, and Sala, 
and Salya, 


Jalasarhdha, and Vikarna, and Citrasena, 
and ViviméSati, 

with amazing swiftness, surrounded Bhisma 
on all sides, 


And began pounding Sveta with a variety 
of weapons. 

Incensed, the maha-chariot-hero Sveta 
shot arrows 


With marvellously dexterity. 

His infinite-atmaned skill succeeded. 
Like a lion confronting and blocking 

an elephant-herd, 


Sveta faced the warriors, 
and cut Bhisma’s bow with arrows. 
Santanu’s son Bhisma picked up another bow 
and wounded Sveta 


With arrows that were fitted 
with feathers of kanka-birds. 

Sveta, tremendously angered, 
wounded Bhisma with steel arrows 
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Fired in the presence of the heroes. 
O raja! 
Raja Duryodhana, 


seeing Bhisma almost incapacitated 


By Sveta — the hero of the worlds 
blocked by Sveta - 


almost gave up hope. 


A great fear overshadowed your army. 


Seeing the repeated attacks made by Sveta 
on heroic Bhisma, 

people got the impression 
that Bhisma had been killed. 


The spectacle of his shattered flagstaff 
and routed followers 

put your pita, Devavrata-Bhisma, 
in a towering rage. 


Maharaja, he shot innumerable arrows 
at Sveta, 

who managed to check them 
with a counter-shower. 


In fact, one heavy arrow sundred 
your father’s bow. 

O raja! This infuriated the son of Ganga, 
Gan geya-Bhisma, | 


So much so that he picked up another bow 
and fitted it 

with seven specially sharpened arrows 
of stone; 


With four of these he killed the four horses 
of Sveta, 

with two he cut the flagstaff, 
with the seventh the charioteer 


Whose head was sliced by the swift speed 
of the bhalla-arrow. 
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Maha-powerful Sveta, seeing horses and charioteer 


slain, leapt off 
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His chariot, and was lost 
in the deepest dejection. 

Seeing Sveta, the chariot-hero, uncharioted, 
Pitamaha Bhisma 


Pressed his advantage by attacking him 
with arrow-showers. 

Harassed by the continuous stream 
of Bhisma’s arrows, 


Sveta left his bow in his chariot, 
and aimed a golden Sakti, 

a fearful Sakti, a maha-fearful, 
all-annihilating weapon 


Which resembled the rod of Kala, 
like the licking tongue of Death. 

On that battlefield Sveta angrily shouted 
to Santanu’s son Bhisma: 


“Stand where you are, Bhisma, 
be a man, and see my prowess!” 
Saying this to Bhisma, 


the brave, infinite-atmaned warrior 


Released that Sakti, which was as deadly 
as a venomous snake, 

for the welfare of the Pandavas 
and for his own glory. 


These were maha-shouts of “Hai! Hai! 
from your assembled sons 

when they saw the death-rod-dazzling Sakti streak, 
O lord of the world, 


Like a snake that has cast off its slough, 
like a maha-meteor, O raja, 

that flashes through the sky — 
that Sakti released by Sveta. 


But your father Devavrata-Bhisma 
was in no way perturbed, O raja, 
seeing the golden missile whizzing at him 
in flaming splendour. 


[VI:48:87-95] 


Teaseraleh, lee 


87 


88 


89 


90 


oil 


2 


93 


94 


5) 


30 


With eight or nine arrows 
he splintered the Sakti; 
his arrows disintegrated 
the dazzling, golden weapon. 


Your sons began shouting their joy. 
O buil-brave Bharata! 

Virata’s son, however, 
almost fainted in anger. 


Kala clouded his judgment; his death was near, 
and he was confused. 

Anger-bewildered, but smiling, 
Virata’s son, O raja, 


Brandished a massive mace 
with which to kill Bhisma. 
Eyes livid with anger, 
looking like rod-wielding Antaka-Yama, 


He fell upon Bhisma 
like a flood on a mountain. 

Realising the difficulty of controlling him, 
illustrious Bhisma 


Shrewdly jumped down from the chariot, 
to escape the blow. 

But Sveta, wildly whirling his mace 
above his head, 


Flung it at Bhisma’s chariot with the strength 
of Dhanesvara-Kubera. 

Aimed at Bhisma, the mace smashed to smithereens 
the chariot, 


Its flag, its horses, and its charioteer. 
When they saw 

finest of chariot-heroes Bhisma 
rendered chariot-less, 


Salya and other chariot-heroes 

raced across the battlefield. 
Climbing into another chariot 

and twanging his bow-string, wanly 
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Smiling, Gangeya-Bhisma advanced slowly 
towards Sveta. 
As he did so, Bhisma distinctly heard 


a voice 


In the sky — a divine voice — 
speaking for his welfare: 

“Bhisma! 

Bhisma! 

Maha-muscled one! 

Do not waste time! 


Visva-yoni Brahma the World-Creator 
Has chosen this moment 

For your victory.” 

Hearing the words of the god-messenger, 


Bhisma resolved to attack and kill Sveta 
instantly. 

Seeing the chariot-hero Sveta 
without his chariot, 


Many maha-chariot-heroes rushed 
to rescue him, 
among them Satyaki, Bhima 
and Prsata’s descendant Dhrstadyumna, 


The Kekaya princes, Dhrstaketu, 
and heroic Abhimanyu. 
Seeing this, Drona, Salya, Krpa 


and many others, 


Under infinite-atmaned Bhisma’s leadership, 
intercepted them like a hill | 

stopping a storm. Seeing the mahatma Pandava 
rescuers blocked, 


Sveta, with a single stroke, 
sliced Bhisma’s bow. 

Flinging away his incapacitated bow, 
Pitamaha Bhisma, 


Abiding by the advice of the god-messenger, 
decided to waste 

no more time; 
your pita, Devarata-Bhisma, 
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Maha-chariot-hero, picked u, another bow 
and swiftly fitted arrows to it. 

It was a bow as resplendent 
as the bow of Sakra-Indra. 


O finest of the Bharatas! Your father, 
seeing Sveta surrounded 

by tigers-among-men, receiving 
special protection from Bhima himself, 


Decided to launch an attack all by himself 
against general Sveta. 

The illustrious warrior Bhisma, 
intercepted by Bhima, 


Shot sixty arrows at him, which halted Bhima, 
the maha-chariot-hero. 

Your father, Devavrata-Bhisma, finest of Bharatas, 
targeted Abhimanyu 


And wounded him with three swift 
knotted arrows. 

Pitamaha Bhisma frustrated Satyaki 
with a volley of one hundred arrows, 


Dhrstadyumna with twenty, 

and the Kekaya princes with five. 
Your father, Devarata-Bhisma, 

after doing this, 


Concentrated his attention on Sveta. 
Fitting an arrow 

that was like death itself, 
and pulling his bow taut, 


Bhisma aimed that winged arrow, 

as powerful as the Brahma-missile, 
invoked success, 

and released it. 


That arrow was seen flashing past 
by gods, gandharvas, pisacas, 
uraga-serpents, and raksasas; 
it pierced armour and heart — 
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A flaming arrow that struck 
as maha-lightning strikes the earth. 
Like the sun hurriedly gathering its rays 
and sinking in the west, 


The arrow sped through Sveta’s body, 
taking his life. ; 
We saw that lion-among-men Sveta 


killed by Bhisma. 
We saw him topple like the shattered peak 


of a mountain. 
The Ksatriya maha-chariot-heroes 
of the Pandava ranks mourned. 


The soldiers led by your son 
rejoiced at his death. 
Seeing Sveta killed, O raja, 


your son Duhsasana 


Danced on the battlefield 

to the music of conches and drums. 
When the maha-archer was killed 

by glorious Bhisma, 


The Pandava maha-archers, led by Sikhandin, 
were desolated. 
O raja, Dhanafijaya-Arjuna and Varsneya-Krishna 


and many others, 


Seeing Sveta fall, began slowly retreating. 
Both your soldiers 

and the soldiers of the Pandavas 
started temporarily withdrawing. 


The foe-chastising Pandava maha-chariot-heroes 
returned to their camps, 

dispirited, and recalled the great carnage 
on the battlefield 

wrought by Sveta 
in the ferocious chariot-duels. 
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“Tata, dear Safijaya,” asked Dhrtarastra, 
“what did the maha-archers, 

the Pandavas and Pajicalas, do 
when their general Sveta died? 


After Sveta was killed, what were the reactions 
and confrontations 

of those who succeeded in their mission 
and those who retreated? 


When you speak of victory, Sanjaya, 
I am pleased. 

I am not ashamed 
though I realise we did wrong. 


The elderly general Bhisma is confident 
and devoted to us. 

Virata’s intelligent son Sveta had some differences 
with his father, 


For which reason he sought the protection 
of the Pandavas. 

For some time he gave up everything 
and was inconsolable. 


Later, as a result of the influence 
of the Pandavas, 

he decided to adopt the path 
of noble conduct. 


What I cannot understand 
is how the transformed prince, 
though protected by Yudhisthira, 
succeeded in getting himself killed. 


My son Duryodhana is ignoble-minded. 
I know this. 

I know that neither Bhisma nor acarya Drona 
wanted war. 


Neither did Krpa, nor Gandhari, nor I, 
Nor Vasudeva’s son Krishna, nor dharmaraja 


Yudhisthira, 
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Nor Bhima, Arjuna, and the two bull-brave twins. 
In spite of warnings from me, Gandhari, Vidura, 


Jamadagni’s son, Balarama, and mahatma Vyasa, 


Aggressive and wicked-minded Duryodhana, Sanjaya, 


Along with Dubsasana, preferred the vicious advice 
Of Kama and Sakuni, and mistreated the Pandavas. 
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Saiijaya, I have a feeling 
Duryodhana is doomed. 
After the killing of Sveta, 
and the victory of Bhisma, 


What did the angered two do - 
Krishna and Partha-Arjuna? 
Tata! Child! I fear Arjuna. 


That fear makes me restless. 


Kunti’s son Dhananijaya-Arjuna is energetic 
and superbly valiant. 

I fear that his arrows 
will shred all his enemies. 


Seeing Indra’s son Arjuna, who equals Upendra, 
Indra’s younger brother Krishna, 

and whose wrathful purpose is always fulfilled, 
what did you feel? 


He is brave. 

He is wise in the Vedas. 

He dazzles like fire or the sun. 

He knows the use of the Indra-missile. 
He is an infinite-atmaned warrior 
Who destroys his enemies. 


He strikes his enemies with thunderbolt force. 
He is astonishingly quick in sword-play. 
Kunti’s son is an all-weapons maha-chariot-hero. 


Safijaya, Drupada’s invincible son Dhrstadyumna 
is maha-wise. 

What did he do when he heard that Sveta 
had been killed? 


[V1:49:20-28] 


Teaserleh ae 


20 


| 


2p 


Ze 


24 


20 


26 


Ly) 


28 


356 


I know that the thought of their general 
dying in that way, 

and the thoughts of the wrongs they suffered earlier, 
made them furious. 


Sanjaya, I imagine them angry, 
and I toss restless 

day and night, because of Duryodhana. 
Tell me all about the battle.” 


Sanjaya replied: 

Duryodhana is not the only one guilty. 
You have done wrong too, O raja, 

Listen to me coolly. 


Your logic is like digging a well 
after a house starts burning. 
It is like building a dam 
after the floods have struck. 


The afternoon passed, and soon after 
battle resumed 

between the forces on your side 
and those on the Pandavas. 


Seeing Virata’s general Sveta 
killed in battle, 

and Krtavarman and Salya 
ready for combat, 


Sankha flared up in anger 
like a ghee-fed sacred fire. 

He pulled his massive Indra-bow fully taut; 
the great hero 


Pounced upon the king of Madra 
with murderous intent. 
Supporting his attack 
were countless chariot-heroes. 


Covered by a shower of arrows, 
he rushed ahead 

with the fury of a musth elephant 
on a rampage. 
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Seven chariot-heroes from your ranks 
encircled him 

in order to save the Madra raja Salya 
from the jaws of death — 


Kosala’s king Brhadbala, Jayatsena of Magadha, 
Salya’s respectworthy son Rukmaratha, O raja, 


The Avanti princes Vinda and Anuvinda, 
Kamboja’s Sudaksina, 
And Brhatksatra’s son Jayadratha of the Sindhus. 


The multi-coloured bows 

of these mahatma heroes 
gleamed on the field 

like lightnings in clouds. 


They rained a steady stream of arrows 
on Sankha, 

like wind-blown clouds drenching hills 
with post-summer rains. 


But Sankha, roused to intense wrath, 
shot seven arrows 

which ripped apart their seven bows. 
He roared. 


Maha-muscled Bhisma, roaring like a storm-cloud, 
_and carrying a tala-matra bow 

four arm’s lengths long, 
launched an attack on Sankha. 


Seeing the maha-powerful maha-bow-brandishing 
hero bear down upon them, 

the Pandava forces trembled 
like a storm-buffeted boat. 


Axjuna quickly placed himself 
in front of Sankha, 

and a fierce encounter took place 
between Arjuna and Bhisma. 


Shouts of “Hai! Hai!” from the soldiers 
on the battlefield. 

Force meets force! they screamed, 
and they marvelled. 
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O bull-brave Bharata! Brandishing his mace, 
Salya jumped from down his chariot, 
and, with irresistible violence, 


killed Sankha four horses. 


His horses killed, Sankha leapt down too, 
sword in hand, 

ran and mounted Arjuna’s chariot, 
and was again at ease. 


From Bhisma’s chariot 

flew a swarm of winged arrows 
that completely obscured 

the sky and the earth. 


The arrows of excellent Bhisma 
methodically wiped out 

the warriors of the Pancalas, Matsyas, Kekayas, 
and Prabhadrakas. 


Ignoring ambidexterous Savyasaci Pandava-Arjuna, 
Oraja, 

Bhisma rushed at the Pafcala king, 
soldier-surrounded Drupada. 


He fired a fierce hail of arrows 
at his dear relative. 

O raja! Like a forest consumed by fire 
at the end of winter, 


Drupada’s soldiers were consumed by Bhisma. 
Bhisma stood on the field, 

like a fiercely blazing 
smokeless flame, 


Like the sun at noon, 
reducing to ashes all round him. 
The Pandavas did not even dare to look 
at his dazzle. 


Shivering with fear, the Pandava soldiers 
looked around helplessly, 

like a herd of cattle 
stricken with extreme cold. 
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Harassed by the arrows of Gangeya-Bhisma, 


the white-uniformed soldiers of Yudhisthira 
scattered like white cows 


before a lion. 


There was a maha-slaughter of soldiers 
on the battlefield, O Bharata, 


and the Pandavas, retreating, kept wailing 
“Hai! Hail” 


Santanu’s son Bhisma, pulling his bow 
to a mandala-circle, 

kept shooting a stream 
of snake-like venomous arrows. 


O Bharata! The arrows flew in all directions 
with deadly accuracy, 

one by one decimating the chariot-heroes 
of the Pandavas. 


The Pandavas were crushed and humiliated; 
beaten on the battlefield. 

The sun set, night came, 
_and nothing was visible. 


O bull-brave Bharata! 

Bhisma stood inviolable and alone 
on the maha-battlefield, 

while the Pandavas slowly retreated. 
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O bull-brave Bharata (continued Safijaya), 
after his armies’ withdrawal 
on the first day, and Duryodhana’s delight 


seeing Bhisma infuriated, 


Dharmaraja Yudhisthira went to Janardana-Krishna, 
accompanied 

by all his brothers and all the kings 
who were his allies. 
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O raja! He was deeply upset by his defeat 
and by the glory of Bhisma, 

so he said to the chief of the Vrsnis 
Krishna: 


“Krishna, look at the terrible and powerful 
maha-archer Bhisma — 

his arrows consume my soldiers 
as flames consume dry grass in summer. 


That mahatma consumes my soldiers 
as fire consumes ghee. 

How will we ever dare to look him 
in the face? 


When they see that bow-armed, 
maha-powerful tiger-among-men, 
my soldiers, afraid of his arrows, 
flee in all directions. 


Wrathful Yama, thunderbolt-wielding Indra, 
noose-holding Varuna, 

and mace-brandishing Kubera 
can be defeated in battle, 


But maha-radiant and maha-powerful Bhisma 
cannot be defeated. 

That is why I seem to be boatless 
on a Bhisma-ocean. 


O KeSava-Krishna, my mind and atman 
feel faint. 

Bhisma is my foe; it is better, Varsneya-Krishna, 
that I retire to the forest. 


It is not right to sacrifice these earth-rulers 
to Bhisma-death. 

Krishna, with his knowledge of maha-weapons, 
he can annihiliate my army. 


Like insects rushing to perish 
in a fierce fire, 

my soldiers rush to perish 
in this battle. 
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Varsneya-Krishna, battling for my kingdom, 
I perish, slowly. 

For my sake, my brave brothers 
are arrow-wounded. 


They suffer for their eldest brother, 
their kingdom is lost. 

Life is priceless - and now, 
it seems so utterly useless. 


I will spend the rest of my life 
practising tapasya. 

I will not be responsible, KeSava-Krishna, 
for butchering my friends. 


Maha-powerful Bhisma has killed, 
with super-weapons, 

thousands of my finest and bravest 
chariot-heroes. 


Tell me, Madhava-Krishna, what is good for me. 
What do I do now? 

It seems to me Savyasaci-Arjuna is no more 
than an uninvolved spectator. 


Maha-bodied Bhisma alone is full 
of Ksatriya dharma — 
he alone seems to be fighting 
with full strength and conviction. 


With his hero-annihilating mace, 
maha-minded Bhima is valiant 

in combats with soldiers, horses, 
chariots and elephants. 


But, O respect-worthy Krishna, 
Bhima, at the present rate, 

will take one hundred years to destroy 
the enemy soldiers. 


Only your loved-and-loving sakha-friend Arjuna 
is skilled in all weapons; 

and he indifferently watches mahatma Bhisma 
and Drona destroying us. 
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The super-weapons of mahatma Bhisma 
and Drona 

seem to kill the Ksatriyas not once 
but over and over again. 


O Krishna! It seems to me that Bhisma, 
in his wrath, 
with the earth-lords helping him, 


will annihilate us. 


O Lord of Yoga, O maha-fortune-favoured YogeSvara! 
Suggest a maha-chariot-hero 

to quell Bhisma’s wrath, as rain-filled clouds 
extinguish a forest fire. 


Your grace, Govinda-Krishna, will enable the Pandavas 
to recover their kingdom 

after killing their enemies. They will then rejoice 
with their kinsmen.” 


Saying this, maha-minded Partha-Yudhisthira 
was struck by despair 

and stood completely silent, 
as if thinking to himself. 

Seeing him sorrow-stricken 
and filled with anguish, 


Govinda-Krishna said these words, 
delighting all present: 

“O incomparable Bharata! 
Do not grieve! Do not grieve, 


Because your brothers are heroes, 
they are world-celebrated bowmen. 

] am on your side, O raja, your wellwisher. 
Also, maha-famous Satyaki, 


Virata, Drupada, and Dhrstadyumna, 
who is Prsata’s decendant. 

O excellent raja, all these rajas, 
with their armies, 


Are your bhaktas, O lord of the world. 
Their grace will favour you. 
Prsata-Dhrstadyumna is determined to help you 
with loving valour. 


[V1:50:30-37] 


“The Mahabharata df Vyate 


30 


ol 


OZ 


Sou 


34 


35 


36 


on 


eee) 


He is the general of your army, 
and obeys your instructions. 
O maha-powerful one, it is certain 


Sikhandin will kill Bhisma. 


There is no doubt this will happen 

in front of all these kings.” 
Having heard this, raja Yudhisthira, 

in Vasudeva-Krishna’s presence, 
said to the maha-chariot-hero, 

brave Dhrstadyumna: 


“Respectworthy Dhrstadyumna, 
listen carefully to my words. 

Do not on any account underestimate 
their importance. 


You are our general, as illustrious 
as Vasudeva-Krishna himself. 
Just as, in the past, 
Kartikeya led the armies of the gods, 


You command the forces of the Pandavas, 
O bull-brave hero.” | 

Hearing these words, all the earth-lords 
and maha-chariot-heroes 


Exclaimed “Sadhu! Sadhu! Excellent!” 
and pondered their meaning. 
Then raja Yudhisthira said 
to maha-powerful Dhrstadyumna: 


“O tiger-among-men, show your mettle, 
and kill the Kauravas. 
I will follow you, Bhima, and Krishna; 


I assure you, 


Madri’s sons, and the armour-clad sons 
of Draupadi 

and all the lords of the earth 
will also follow you.” 


[V1:50:38-45] 


Teast P lee 


38 


oe) 


40 


4] 


42 


43 


44 


45 


364 


Inspiring all who listened to him, 
Dhrstadyumna said: 

“I was ordained by Sambhu-Siva 
to be the slayer of Drona. 

Bhisma, Krpa, Drona, Salya, Jayadratha - 
on the battlefield 


Today I will fight them 
and other proud earth-lords.” 
Hearing this, the valiant and aggressive 
Pandava maha-archers 


Applauded the courage of Dhrstadyumna, 
the foe-subduer; 

the invincible warriors raised a chorus 
of approval. 


Kunti’s son Yudhisthira said 
to Prsata’s son Dhrstadyumna: 

“When the gods fought the anti-gods, 
Brhaspati suggested to them 

the undefeatable battle-formation 
called the kraujica. 


Try out that foe-annihilating vywa now 
on the battlefield. 

Let the rajas see today 
that never-before-witnessed tactic.” 


Advised by that god-among-mortals 
as Visnu is advised 

by thunderbolt-wielding Indra, 
Dhrstadyumna, copying the strategy 

of Brhaspati, next morning placed Arjuna 
at the armies’ head. 


Dhananjaya-Arjuna’s beautiful banner fluttered 
high in the sky - 

a banner fashioned by ViSvakarman 
at Puruhtta-Indra’s orders. 


It had the enchanting radiance 
of rainbow-colours; 
it flew as sky-rangers fly; 
it shone like a gandharva city. 
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It seemed to dance alongside the chariot 
of Partha-Arjuna. 

That gem-embroidered banner gave Arjuna 
and his Gandiva-glowing chariot 


A dazzling lustre, like that of Meru 
lit by the sun. 

O raja! Drupada, surrounded 
by an enormous force, 


Was the army’s head, Kuntibhoja and Dhrstaketu 
being the two eyes. 

The lords of Dasarna, of Prabhadraka, 
and of DaSaraka, 


Of Anupaka, and Kirata 
were the neck of the army. 
The Pattacaras, Paundras, and Pauravas, 


O bull-brave Bharata raja, 


As well as the Nisadas, with Yudhisthira, 
formed its back. 

Bhima and Prsata’s descendant Dhrstadyumna 
were the wings; 


Draupadi’s sons, Abhimanyu, 
the maha-chariot-hero Satyaki, 
the Pisacas, Daradas, the Paundras, 
and the Kundivisas, 


The Marutas, Dhenukas, the Tanganas 
and the Paratan ganas, O Bharata, 
the Bahlikas, Tittiras, the Colas 
and the Pandyas — 


These defended the right wing 
of the battle formation. 

The Anivesyas, Hundas, the Malavas, 
the Danabharis, 


The Sabaras, Udbhasas, Vatsas, 
and the forces of Nakula, 

and Nakula and Sahadeva defended 
the army’s left wing. 
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At the wing-joints 

were ten thousand chariot-warriors; 
the head was defended 

by one hundred thousand; 


The front by one crore, and the back 

by one hundred and seventy thousand. 
The wings, the joints, 

their extremities, 


Were protected by numerous elephants 
looking like radiant mountains, O raja. 
The rear was guarded by Virata 
and the Kekayas, 


By the raja of Kasi, by Saibya, 
with thirty thousand chariots. 

The maha-vyuha of the Pandavas, 
O Bharata, 


Waited for sunrise; 


it was equipped with heavy armour. 
The bright, white, expensive umbrellas, 
sun-brilliant, 
shone on the backs of elephants 
and on war-chariots. 


SECTION FIFTY-ONE 


Seeing the massive, maha-terrifying krautica 
battle formation 

(continued Sajijaya) of radiant Arjuna, 
your son Duryodhana 


Approached acarya Drona, Krpa, Salya, 
Somadatta’s son, 

Vikarna, the great hero Asvatthaman — 
Drona’s son — 


And all his brothers led by Duhsasana, 
ready for battle, 
as well as many other formidable warriors, 


O Bharata, 
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And he spoke to them these appropriate 
and inspiring words: 

“You have remarkable weapons, 
you know how to use them. 


Each of you alone, O maha-chariot-heroes, 
can annihiliate 

all the Pandava armies. 
Together, it will be all too easy. 


Our ranks, led by Bhisma, 
are impossible even to count; 
theirs, led by Bhima, 


are limited in number. 


The Sarnsthanas, Siirasenas, Vetrikas, Kukuras, 
Arocakas, Trigartas, Madrakas, Yavanas, 


With Satrurnjaya and Duhéasana, 
With brave Vikarna, and Nanda and Upananda, 


With Citrasena and the Paribhadraka heroes — 
Let them form ranks to protect Bhisma.” 


Hearing these words of Duryodhana 
(said Safijaya) 

Drona and the other maha-chariot-heroes said, 
“It will be done.” 


Immediately, O respectworthy monarch, 
Bhisma, Drona, and your sons 

manoeuvred their troops into a maha-formation 
to fight the Pandavas. 


Like the raja of gods, Indra, 
Bhisma advanced, 

guarded by mighty heroes 
and leading a mighty army. 


O lord of the world, 

the son of Bharadvaja, mighty Drona, 
followed by a host of Kuntalas, 

Dasarnas, Magadhas, 


Vidarbhas, Mekalas, Karnapravarnas, 
And other soldiers flanked powerful Bhisma, 
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Along with warriors from Gandhara, Sindhu, 
Sauvira and Sibi. 

Sakuni and his army 
also protected Bharadvaja’s son. 


Raja Duryodhana and all his brave brothers, 
Followed by warriors from Asvataka, Vikarna, 
Ambastha, Kosala, 


Darada, Saka, Ksudraka, Malava 
And other lands advanced confidently against the 
Pandavas. 


Bhirigravas, Sala, Salya, respectworthy Bhagadatta, 
Vinda and Anuvinda of Avanti protected the left 
flank. 


Somadatta’s son, Susarman, Kamboja’s ruler Sudakeiten 
And Srutayu and Acyutayu protected the right. 


Asvatthaman, Krpa, and Krtavarman of the Satvatas, 
Protected the rear with a massive army. 


Reinforcing them were other lords of men — 
Ketuman, Vasudana, and the Kasi prince Abhibhu. 


Confident and eager for battle, the warriors, 
O Bharata, 

blew their conches and growled, like lions 
on the hunt. 


Their fierce shouts made Pitamaha Bhisma 
roar like a lion, 

and he also blew horripilatingly 
on his conch. 


A deafening and tumultuous cacophony 
was produced 

on the battlefield by the conches, drums, 
cymbals and bells. 


Riding a chariot pulled by white porseS, 
Krishna and Arjuna 

also blew their magnificent bejewelled 
golden conches. 
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Hrsikesa-Krishna blew his conch, the Paficajanya; 
Dhananjaya-Arjuna his conch, the Devadatta, 
and Vrkodara-Bhima his maha-conch, 
the Paundra. 


Kunti’s son raja Yudhisthira blew his conch, 
the Anantavijaya, 

Nakula blew the Sughosa, 
and Sahadeva the Manipuspaka. 


The raja of Kasi, Saibya, the maha-chariot-hero 
Sikhandin, 
Dhrstadyumna, Virata, the maha-chariot-hero Satyaki, 


The maha-archer king of Paricala, the five sons of 
Draupadi — 


All blew maha-conches and roared like lions. 


The tremendous martial din 
produced by the heroes 
reverberated in the sky, 
and seemed to shatter it. 


And so, maharaja, 
the Kauravas and the Pandavas, 
arrayed and eager for battle, 
advanced to the field. 
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Dhrtarastra asked: 
“What was the first tactic of Bhisma 
after my armies and my enemies’ armies 
began advancing?” 


Let me describe to you (replied Saiijaya), 
how your soldiers 

and the Pandavas clashed. Lined in formation, 
the armour-clad troops 

stood on the field of Kuruksetra, 
battle-flags fluttering. 
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Your son Duryodhana, standing in the centre 
of the ocean-vast army, O raja, 
said: “You have put on your armour. 


Let the battle begin!” 


The soldiers, reckless of life 
and filled with cruel thoughts, 
advanced against the Pandavas 


with flags flying. 


In the horripilating tumultuous battle 
that ensued, 

chariots and elephants were lost 
in the confusion. 


Deadly-sharp arrows with exquisite feathers 
were shot by chariot-heroes 

in the thick ranks of horses 
and elephants. 


And so, with the start of hostilities, 
maha-muscled and maha-valiant Bhisma 


buckled his armour, 
lifted his bow, 


And on Subhadra’s son Abhimanyu, on Bhima, 
on the maha-chariot-hero Satyaki, 

on Kekaya, Virata, and on Drupada’s son, 
Parsata-Dhrstadyumna, 


On the bravest of the Cedi 
and the Matsya warriors, 

the venerable Kaurava Pitamaha Bhisma 
showered sharp arrows. 


The Pandava battle-formation trembled 
under the impact of that attack. 

A maha-clash decimated 
both armies. 


Horse-warriors and horses and chariot-warriors 
fought and fell. 

The chariot-ranks of the Pandavas reeled, 
and many fled. 


[VI:52:12-20] 


Te Mahzbhavala df Vyate 


12 


ks} 


14 


16 


17 


18 


19 


20 


oe | 


Seeing this, tiger-among-men Arjuna 
was infuriated 
and said to Varsneya-Krishna, 
“Drive me to the maha-chariot-hero Pitamaha. 


He is loyal to Duryodhana and, Varsneya-Krishna, 
at this rate, 

his rage will lead to the extermination 
of our soldiers. 


I feel, Janardana-Krishna, that Drona, Krpa, 
Salya, Vikarna, 

and the sons of Dhrtarastra, 
protected by Bhisma’s 


Magnificent bowmanship, 
will wipe out the Paricalas. 
Janardana-Krishna, before that happens, 
let me kill Bhisma and save our army.” 


Vasudeva-Krishna replied: “I will drive you 
to the chariot of your Pitamaha. 

But, Dhananjaya-Arjuna, 
you must be careful.” 


With these words, Sauri-Krishna drove 
the world-famed chariot 

and stopped it, O lord of men, 
alongside Bhisma’s chariot. 


Innumerable flags fluttering, 

and horses gracefully galloping 
like a flight of cranes, 

his war-banner raised high, 


The ape-symbol in his banner screaming, 
Pandu’s son Arjuna 

cut through the ranks 
of the Kauravas and Sirasenas, 


His chariot-wheels thundering. Pleasing his friends, 
he charged at Bhisma 

with the ferocity of a huge elephant 
running amok. 
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Protected by the soldiers of Sindhu, 
the eastern troops, 

and the Kekaya warriors, 
and confident of winning, 


Bhisma, the son of Santanu, 
withstood the attack of Arjuna. 

Who but the Kuru grandsire 
would dare face the Gandiva, 


Who but he and Drona and Vikartana’s son, 
brave Karna? 

Bhisma, the maha-chariot-hero of all the worlds, 
maharaja, 

Shot seventyseven arrows at Arjuna; 
Drona shot twentyfive, 

and Krpa shot fifty naraca-arrows 


at Arjuna, 


Duryodhana shot sixtyfour, Salya nine, 
Jayadratha nine, Sakuni five, 


Vikarna shot ten broad-headed arrows, O raja. 
Harassed by the sharp arrows, Pandu’s son, 


Maha-muscled Arjuna, remained mountain-firm. 
Bhisma with twentyfive arrows, Krpa with nine, 


Drona with sixty, Vikarna with three, 
Salya with three, Duryodhana with five — 


Is how diadem-decked Kiritin-Arjuna fought back. 
O bull-brave Bharata! Satyaki, Virata, Dhrstadyumna, 


Draupadi’s sons, and Abhimanyu guarded 
Dhananjaya-Arjuna. 

Drona, eager to defeat Ganga’s son Bhisma, 

Was attacked by Dhrstadyumna and his Somaka troops. 


O raja! The chariot-hero Bhisma succeeded in 
wounding Arjuna 


With eighty sharp arrows. The soldiers applauded. 
Hearing the noisy joy of the soldiers, 
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The lion-among-men Dhananjaya-Aruna 
Once again launched himself into the fray. 


O raja! He played, as it were, with his bow, shooting 
With casual ease. Raja Duryodhana, seeing his soldiers 


Hemmed in by the skill of Partha-Arjuna, said: 
“Pandu’s son, with the help of Krishna, 


Threatens the very roots of our existence. 
Our troops die, 

though you, Gan geya-Bhisma and Drona, 
both survive. 


O lord of the world! You are the cause of Karna 
refusing to take up arms 

against Partha-Arjuna, 
though Karna seeks my welfare. 


Son of Ganga, Gangeya, do something! 
Kill Phalguna-Arjuna!” 

O raja! Hearing this, 
your father Devavrata-Bhisma said: 


“Dhik! Shame on the dharma of Ksatriyas!” 
He sped his chariot towards Arjuna, 
Both the chariots had white horses, 
O raja. 


The chiefs roared like lions and blew their conches 
as the chariots rushed at each other. 

O respectworthy monarch, 
your son, Asvatthaman, and Vikarna 


Manoeuvred to protect Bhisma in the clash. 
O respectworthy monarch, 

the Pandavas manoeuvred similarly 
to protect Dhanafijaya-Arjuna. 


In that fierce encounter 
between two fierce warriors, 
the son of Ganga, Bhisma, 
wounded Arjuna with nine arrows, 
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And Arjuna countered with a volley 
of ten arrows. 

Then Arjuna, O respectworthy monarch, 
shooting a thousand arrows, 


Encircled Bhisma, as it were, 
giving him no quarter; 
but that arrow-net, 
met by another arrow-net 


Shot by Santanu’s son Bhisma, 
was instantly neutralised. 

Both excellent warriors delightedly 
fought each other, 


Equally matched in war-skills, 
neither scoring any advantage. 

When Bhisma fired a net of arrows 
at Arjuna, 


Arjuna immediately repulsed them 
with a counter-net; 
similarly, the shower of arrows 


fired by Arjuna 


Was shattered to pieces that lay scattered 
on the battleground. 

Arjuna harassed Gangeya-Bhisma 
with another twentyfive arrows, 


And Bhisma replied with a fierce volley 
of fresh arrows. 

Both these super-maha-powerful heroes 
on the battlefield, 


Foe-slaying heroes, sliced each other’s flagstaffs, 
smashed each other’s chariot-wheels 

as if playing a game, until, maharaja, 
Bhisma, unrivalled in offensive warfare, 

Shot three arrows that struck Vasudeva-Krishna 
in the chest. 


Hit squarely by these well-aimed arrows 
of Bhisma, Madhusudana- 
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Krishna bled like the crimson flowers 
of a kimsuka tree. 
O raja! The sight of Madhava-Krishna wounded 


enraged Arjuna, 


And he succeeded in wounding the charioteer 
of the Kuru patriarch. 

The two heroes kept manoeuvring 
to kill each other, 


Weaving strategic mandala-patterns 
around each other’s chariots, 

cleverly retreating and advancing 
to confuse each other. 


These tactics were adopted to get 
better shooting positions, 

each waiting for an opening, 
each alert and confident. 


And as they slipped in and out 
of different striking positions, 
they blew fiercely on their conches 
and roared like lions. 


The combined cacophony, 

mixing with the twang of bow-strings 
and the rattle of the war-chariots 

madly speeding, 


Seemed to tear apart the earth; 
indeed, the earth shuddered, 
underground rumblings were heard; 
meanwhile, the two heroes 


Fought on. Impossible to make out 
who was superior. 

Only Bhisma’s flag could be seen clearly 
by the Kauravas, 


Only Arjuna’s flag could be seen clearly 
by the Pandavas. 

Watching the incredible display 
of skill and strength, 
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All the soldiers on the battlefield, O Bharata, 
were spellbound — 

all felt that this was a duel 
between perfect equals, 


Each as defectless 
as a person stable in dharma. 
Their arrow-showers made both of them 


fully invisible, 


Becoming visible only when the arrows 
collided and fell. 

The gods, gandharvas, Caranas, 
and all the rsis 


Were rapt seeing their exploits on the field, 
and exclaimed: 

“Flushed with battle-fervour, 
these heroes cannot be defeated 


Even by gods, anti-gods, and gandharvas 
of all the worlds; 

they are maha-chariot-heroes; 
their clash is truly incomparable. 


Never again will such a battle be fought. 
Brave Bhisma 

cannot be defeated 
by brilliantly expert Partha-Arjuna 


Regardless of how many arrows he shoots 
at Bhisma’s bow, chariot, and horses. 
Arjuna, undefeated 
_ by even the gods - 


How can Bhisma ever hope 

to vanquish that bow-wielder? 
The duel will continue 

as long as the world lasts.” 


O lord of the earth, 

we heard this magnificent praise 
of the son of Ganga 

and the son of Kunti. 
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O Bharata! Even as Bhisma and Arjuna 
fought each other, 

your soldiers and the Pandava soldiers 
killed each other. 


Using sharp lances and battle-axes 
and variegated arrows, 

using all conceivable kinds 
of weapons of combat, 


The two armies battled furiously. 
O raja! 

Even as this clash went on 
in one part of the field, 

in another ensued a maha-gory clash 
between Drona and Dhrstadyumna. 


SECTION FIFTY-THREE 


“Tell me, Safijaya,” asked Dhrtarastra, 
“about the duel 

that took place between Parsata-Dhrstadyumna 
and the maha-bowman Drona. 


If even Bhisma could not escape 
Pandu’s son Arjuna 

on the battlefield, 
what else is it but fate? 


Bhisma, angered, could annihilate all 
moving and unmoving creatures. 
Safijaya, how is it then 
that Arjuna entrapped him?” 


I will tell you, raja (said Safijaya), 
about this horrific clash. 
Even the gods, led by Vasava-Indra, 


cannot harm Ayjuna. 


Shooting a multiplicity of bhalla-arrows, 
Drona pinned down Dhrstadyumna 
and incapacitated his chariot 
and charioteer. 


[V1I:53:6-14] 


screed £ lee 


11 


13 


14 


ove 


With four excellently-aimed arrows, 
Drona wounded 

the four splendid horses of the chariot, 
O respectworthy monarch. 


Shouting “Wait! Wait!”, Dhrstadyumna smiled 
as he shot nine arrows 

and succeeded in wounding 
brave Drona. 


The infinite-atmaned son of Bharadvaja, 
Drona, in turn 

enveloped enraged Dhrstadyumna 
with a shower of arrows. 


Then he selected a terrifying arrow, 
as powerful as Sakra-Indra’s thunderbolt, 
as unerring as Kala’s rod of doom, 


to kill Parsata-Dhrstadyumna. 


O descendent of Bharata, 
when the soldiers saw that arrow 
aimed by Bharadvaja’s son, they screamed 
in maha-unison “Hai! Hai!” 


But Dhrstadyumna remained unshaken, 
unbelievably calm, and brave; 

he stood as firm as a mountain 
on the field. 


He pulverised the arrow 
that sped towards him 

like his own death, and harassed Bharadvaja-Drona 
with more arrows. 


That incredible feat of Dhrstadyumna 
filled the Pandavas and Pancalas 
with joy; 
they exulted again and again. 
With the concentrated motive of killing Drona, 
Dhrstadyumna hurled 
with maha-velocity a Sakti 
studded with gold and lapis lazuli. 
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Drona smiled as he saw the Sakti 
speeding towards him, 

and sliced the gold-and-gemmed missile 
in three fragments. 


O lord of men! Seeing his Sakti neutralised, 
valiant Dhrstadyumna 

scattered a shower of arrows 
on Drona. 


But maha-illustrious Drona, not outdone, 
quickly repulsed the shower, 

and retaliated by splintering 
the bow of Drupada’s son. 


His bow shattered, valiant Dhrstadyumna 
flung a hill-heavy mace, 

made of iron, 
in the direction of Drona. 


The fearful mace arced across the sky, 
aimed to kill Drona. 
It was then we saw Bharadvaja-Drona’s 


magnificent skill. 


He blocked the dazzling gold-worked mace, 
and simultaneously 

he let loose at Parsata-Dhrstadyumna 
some gold-winged arrows — 


Ghastly, stone-sharpened bhalla-arrows, 
gold-feathered arrows, 

which pierced the armour of Dhrstadyumna, 
and sipped his blood. 


The maha-chariot-hero Dhrstadyumna, 
unbewildered, lifted another bow, 
and shot five arrows 
fiercely at Drona. 


These two bull-brave heroes, 
drenched in blood, O raja, 
looked as beautiful as kimsuka trees 

flowering in springtime. 
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But Drona remained supremely confident. 
Once again, O raja, 

he succeeded in shattering the bow 
of Drupada’s son; 


After which infinite-atmaned Drona 
shot knotted arrows 

that fell on Dhrstadyumna 
like monsoon showers. 


With four special bhalla-arrows 
he killed the four horses 

of Dhrstadyumna’s chariot, 
and maimed the charioteer. 


Then, on the battlefield, 
he shouted leonine roars. 

Another dfalla-arrow ripped Dhrstadyumna’s 
leather finger-guards. 


His bow smashed, his chariot wrecked, 
his horses killed, 

his charioteer felled, with maha-courage 
brandishing a mace 


Dhrstadyumna leapt out, O Bharata, 

but before his feet touched the ground, 
Drona pulverised his mace. 

It was unbelievable! 


Rippling-muscled Dhrstadyumna immediately 
lifted a shield 

embossed with a hundred moons, 
and a massive sword. 


He rushed at Drona with fierce speed, 
determined to kill him, 

like a ravening forest lion pouncing 
on a rutting elephant. | 


O Bharata! Then we had a glimpse 
of Bharadvaja-Drona’s prowess — 
his amazing nimbleness of hand, 
his physical strength. 
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All he did was block Parsata-Dhrstadyumna 
with a volley of arrows. 

Dhrstadyumna could come nowhere 
near him. 


Halted by that incessant arrow-shower, 
the maha-chariot-hero Dhrstadyumna 
skilfully warded off the arrows 
with his shield. 


Maha-muscled Bhima, powerful Bhima 
then decided 

it was time to give assistance 
to maha-atmaned Dhrstadyumna. 


He fired seven sharp arrows, O raja, 
and wounded Drona; 

and, wheeling his chariot, 
he picked up Dhrstadyumna. 


O raja! Duryodhana, troubled, 
ordered Bhanuman to muster 
a maha-contingent of soldiers 
to reinforce Bharadvaja-Drona. 


O lord of men, commanded by your son Duryodhana, 
a formidable segment 

from the kingdom of Kalinga 
prepared to attack Bhima. 


The unrivalled chariot-hero Drona gave up fighting 
prince Dhrstadyumna 

and met the combined challenge 
of elderly Virata and Drupada. 


Dhrstadyumna decided to reinforce 
dharmaraja Yudhisthira. 

A tumultuous, horripilating clash 
then took place 


Between the Kalinga warriors 
and mahatma Bhima — 

a horrendous fearful encounter capable 
of destroying the world. 
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“Acting on orders from Duryodhana,” 
asked Dhrtarastra, 

“how did the Kalinga ruler deploy his warriors 
against maha-powerful Bhima? 


If even Bhisma could not escape 
Pandu’s son Arjuna 


.on the battlefield, 


what else is it but fate?” 


O Indra-among-rajas (replied Sajijaya), 
the maha-powerful ruler of Kalinga 
advanced with his soldiers 
towards Bhima. 


The enormous Kalinga army, 
with its chariots, horses and elephants, 
with diverse weapons of war, 


headed, 


O Bharata, by the brave prince Ketuman 
of the Nisadas, 

was immediately attacked by Bhima 
with help from the Cedis. 


This so angered armour-clad Srutayus 
that he quickly 

manoeuvred his soldiers to the aid 
of raja Ketuman. 


The Kalinga ruler with thousands of chariots, 
O ruler of men, 
and Ketuman with ten thousand elephants 
_ and Nisadas, 


‘Together ringed Bhima. 
It was then that the Cedis, 
the Matsyas, and the Karisas, 
led by Bhima, 


‘Together with many other rajas, 
launched a concerted attack 

on the Nisadas. It was a gory, 
fear-instilling encounter 
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Between the two opposing sides — 
both bent on mutual annihilation. 

A gruesome battle between Bhima 
and his enemies! 


Maharaja, it resembled the battle 
between Indra and the Daitya antigods. - 
O Bharata! 


That noisy clash 


Was like the maha-roaring of ocean-waves. 
O lord of the world! 

They shredded each other’s bodies 
till the field, 


Strewn with mangled corpses, 

resembled a cremation ground 
streaming with blood. 

They killed blindly both friend and foe. 


Many soldiers indiscriminately slaughtered 
their own friends. 

It was a grisly carnage 
between few and many, 


The few Cedis and many Kalingas and Nisadas. 
O lord of the world! 

Demonstrating their martial skill, 
the maha-powerful 


Cedis did their best, 
but were forced to retreat, 
abandoning Bhima who by himself 
faced the Kalingas. 


Pandava Bhima relied on his own strength; 
he did not retreat; 

maha-powerful Bhima stood firmly ensconced 
in his chariot, 


And harassed the Kalingas 
with a hail of arrows. 

Then the Kalinga ruler and his maha-bowman 
and maha-chariot-hero son, 


[VI:54:19-27] 


Te craked be le 


1. 


20 


7s | 


22 


23 


24 


ZS 


26 


ai} 


384 


Sakradeva, fired ten arrows 
at the Pandava Bhima. 

Maha-muscled Bhima only waved his bow, 
and with conspicuous bravery 


Stood his ground against the attack 
of the Kalinga ruler. 

Sakradeva, with an incessant hail 
of arrows, 


Succeeded in killing the chariot-steeds 
of Bhima. 

Seeing the great smiter of foes Bhimasena 
thus unhorsed, 


Maha-powerful Sakradeva started shooting arrows 
continuously at Bhima, 

rushing straight at Bhima. 
O Indra-among-rajas! 


His arrows poured like blinding rain 
after summer, 

but could not dislodge maha-powerful Bhima 
from his horseless chariot. 


Indeed, Bhima flung a heavy iron mace 
at Sakradeva; 

the impact of the blow, O raja, 
killed the Kalinga prince instantly. 


The Kalinga ruler’s son hurtled out 
of his flag-shredded chariot. 
Seeing his son drop dead, 
the ruler of Kalinga 


Encircled Bhima with a maha-array 
of soldiers; 

with maha-swiftness Bhima abandoned 
his maha-mace 


And proceeded to show his fearful skill 
with a large sword which, 

O bull-brave raja, he flourished 
together with a bull-hide shield, 
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A shield decorated with gold stars 
and half-moons. 

Enraged, the Kalinga ruler caressed 
his bow-string 


And fitting a vicious snake-arrow 
to his bow, 

he fired it straight at Bhima 
with fatal strength. 


Before the whistling poison-arrow 
could strike him, O raja, 
Bhima sliced it in mid-air 
with his huge sword, 


And guffawed such a laugh 
that all his enemies trembled. 
Further angered, the ruler of Kalinga 
decided to pin Bhima down 


With fourteen stone-sharpened ¢omara-darts, 
but maha-muscled Pandava Bhima 
disintegrated these also 
in mid-air. 


Having pulverised those fourteen stone-headed 
tomara-missiles, 

O raja, Bhimasena decided to concentrate 
his energies elsewhere 


By launching a direct attack on Bhanuman, 
who successfully defended himself 
against the bull-brave warrior Bhima 
with an arrow-shower. 


And Bhanuman roared with sky-shattering 
stentorian resonance — 

a lion-like maha-growl 
that grated on Bhima. 


Bhima countered with an equally 
shattering maha-roar, 

which spread alarm in the ranks 
of the Kalingas. 
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O bull-brave Bharata! 
They were now convinced 
Bhima was no normal human being. 
Still shouting, maha-muscled Bhima, 


Brandishing his sword, ran towards the elephant, 
and, O respectworthy monarch, 
gripping one tusk, he swung himself 
on to the elephant’s back. 


The Kalinga ruler desperately wielded 
his fakti-lance, 

but, with a single stroke, 
Bhima sliced him in two. 


After killing the Kalinga prince, 
foe-crushing Bhima swept his sword up 
and struck it 
on the elephant’s neck. 


The severed head of the elephant 
hit the ground 

with a heavy thud, like the peak 
of a water-rotted hill. 


Sporting his armour, sword in hand, 
O Bharata descendant, 

Bhima leapt nimbly off the elephant 
onto the ground. 


Bhima roamed at will 
on the field of battle, 
like a whirlpool wheel 
of intolerable fiery doom. 


Clad in armour, waving his sword, 
he roamed at will, 

slicing elephants, horses, chariots, and soldiers 
in a bloody orgy. 


Maha-powerful Bhima cleaved his way 
through the ranks 

of the clustered soldiers 
like a hawk swooping through the sky. 
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On that field of battle 

he singly spread terror 
with his sharp sword 

and the fury of his wrath. 


He was like Kala, like Yama, like Antaka 
the end of the world. 


Confounded, his enemies delivered themselves 


into his hands. 


Scattering his enemies right and left 
with his sword in that maha-clash, 
he severed the shafts and yokes | 
of their chariots, 


And he killed them mercilessly. 

What incredible feats of swordsmanship 
were displayed 

on that battlefield, — 


The quick-wheel, the top-whizl, 
the side-thrust, | 

the jump-forward, the head-plunge, 
and many others! 


So many elephants were wounded 
by that mahatma Pandava — 
mangled and bleeding, they screamed, 
and dropped dead. 


Some had their trunks and tusks lopped off, 
other had their front globes sliced open; 
they trumpeted in mortal agony, 
O Bharata! 


Some lumbered helter-skelter for safety. 
O raja! 

Splintered lances, 
heads of many elephant-drivers, 


Exquisitely-worked elephant caparisons, 
- golden cords, 
collars, darts, hooks, missiles, flags, 
and Saktis, 
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All kinds of war contraptions 
with mechanical devices, 

beautiful bows, polished screws, 
and golden buckles, 


Various kinds of bells, O raja, 

and other glittering apparatus — 
all these could be seen littering 

the battlefield. 


There were mutilated elephants trumpeting, 
some with fore parts sliced off, 

some with hind parts — 
crushed like crumbled cliffs. 


Maha-powerful Bhima, 

after slaughtering maha-elephants, 
began a systematic butchery 

of cavalry and chariot-horses. 


O Bharata! It was a sheer horror 
_to see him at his task. 
One by one, hilts, golden saddles, 


shining reins, 


And other equestrian panoply, 
maha-expensive swords, 
dazzling armours, 


and shields of many kinds 


Could be seen scattered in all parts 
of the maha-battlefield. 

Such a variety of colourful paraphernalia 
lay strewn there, 


It seemed that the field 
was a lake full of flowers. 
Maha-powerful Bhima kept leaping up, 
dragging down chariot-heroes 


And killing them with his sword, 
and toppling their flag-staffs. 
Illustrious Bhima jumped and ran so fast 
that soldiers, 
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Watching him, were spellbound. 
Some he kicked 

or pummelled to death, 
others he dashed to pulp; 


Some he cut down; 

others, terrified by the noise 
of his roars and shouts, 

fled for their lives; 


Still others, seeing him, 
died of shock and fright. 
Undaunted, the Kalinga soldiers 
re-grouped 


And, with the aim of protecting Bhisma, 
encircled Bhima. 

O bull-brave Bharata, seeing, 
at the head of the Kalinga army, 


Srutayus himself, 
Bhima decided to attack him. 

Seeing him advancing, the Kalinga prince 
with nine arrows 


Wounded Bhima, striking him 
straight in his chest. 

The arrows pierced him as a hook 
injures an elephant, 


Adding fuel to the blazing fire 
of Bhima’s wrath. 
Immediately Asoka drove up 
in a gold-decorated chariot, 


And Kaunteya-Bhima quickly jumped into it. 
The foe-chastising son of Kunti, Bhima, 
taking advantage 
of the chariot, 


Sped towards the Kalinga prince, 
shouting “Wait! Wait!” 
Mighty Srutayus, 


angered by Bhima’s surprise tactic, 
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With amazing dexterity blocked Bhima 
with sharp arrows. 

Afflicted by those nine 
excellently aimed arrows 


Shot by the maha-atmaned ruler 
of Kalinga, 

Bhima flared up, O maharaja, 
like a snake hit with a stick. 


Prtha-Kunti’s son Bhima 
pulled his bow fully taut, 

and killed the Kalinga prince 
with seven iron shafts. 


With two ksura razor-arrows he despatched 
the Kalinga ruler’s two 

maha-powerful chariot protectors Satyadeva and Satya 
to Yama’s realm. 


Bhima, with infinite atman-power, 
with three n@raca-arrows 

next despatched Ketuman 
to Yama’s realm. 


But the Ksatriyas of Kalinga, 
reinforced by thousands 

of specially trained soldiers, 
again attacked infuriated Bhima. 


Hundreds and thousands of Kalingas, 
O raja, 

with saktis, maces, swords, spears, and axes, 
surrounded Bhima. 


In the gory battle that ensued, 
armed with mace, 

and jumping out of his speeding chariot, 
maha-powerful 


Bhima sent seven hundred brave soldiers 
to Yama’s realm, 

after which two thousand other 
Kalin ga warriors 
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Were despatched to the land of the dead. 
It seemed 

there was no limit to the Kalingas 
whom again and again 


He butchered in the very presence 
of the maha-chariot-hero Bhisma. 
Many elephants were slaughtered by Bhima 
in that clash. 


Some elephants ran amok, 
scattering the ranks of both 

Pandavas and Kauravas, trumpeting in terror, 
pierced by arrows. 


Maha-muscled Bhima, sword in hand, 
lifted a conch 

and joyfully blew on it 
a maha-peal of victory. 


The resounding peal made the Kalin gas 
tremble in fear; 

they stood there, O foe-chastiser, 
as if paralysed. 


O raja! The sight of Bhima 
traversing the field of battle 
like a mad elephant, 
travelling where he willed, 


Jumping in a fury 
of uncontrollable war ecstasy, 
made the Kalingas stand awe-struck 
in petrified stupor. 


The swelling ranks of the Kalingas trembled, 
like the waters 

of a maha water-body 
agitated by creature-commotion. 


Terrified into panic 

by the wondrous warrior Bhima, 
fleeing in all directions 

as best as they could, 
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The Kalingas rallied briefly again. 
As they did so, 

the Pandava leader Dhrstadyumna 
ordered his troops, “Attack!” 


Acting on his command, 
many warriors led by Sikhandin, 
supported by chariot-heroes, 
advanced to reinforce Bhima. 


Dharmaraja Yudhisthira, son of Pandu, 
followed them 

with a host of maha-elephants 
with cloud-dark hides. 


Encouraging his soldiers, Prsata’s son 
prince Dhrstadyumna 

went to Bhima’s aid 
with a specially trained contingent. 


Dhrstadyumna, raja of Pancala, 
held none 

in this world dearer 
than Satyaki and Bhima. 


Hero-killing foe-smiting Parsata-Dhrstadyumna 
saw maha-muscled Bhima 

fighting alone, 
encircled by Kalinga soldiers. 


Seeing him, foe-crushing Dhrstadyumna 
joyfully screamed his war-cry; 

he shouted more lion-roars, O raja, 
and blew his conch, 


And Bhima was encouraged too, 
seeing the pigeon-white horses 

of Dhrstadyumna’s golden chariot, 
and his ebony tree-symbolled flag. 


Infinite-atmaned Dhrstadyumna, 
seeing Bhima harassed 

by the Kalin ga soldiers, 
sped to his rescue. 
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They saw Satyaki approaching from a distance, 
and, with fresh confidence, 

Dhrstadyumna and Vrkodara-Bhima renewed 
attacking the Kalin gas. 


Bull-brave Satyaki, descendant of Sini, 
of victorious heroes the bravest, 
reached the spot, and reinforced 
both Bhima and Dhrstadyumna. 


Bow in hand, he spread havoc 
in the Kalinga ranks; 

he was a fierce figure inspiring 
elemental terror. 


And Bhima created a river of blood 
on the field — 

in which floated the flesh and marrow 
of the Kalingas — 


But maha-powerful Bhima was able to cross 
those crimson waters 

that flowed through the ranks 
of the Pandavas and Kauravas. 


O king, seeing Bhimasena 
in that spectacular shape, 

the soldiers muttered, “All-killing Kala has come 
to kill the Kalingas.” 


Santanu’s son Bhisma heard the cries 
of the soldiers 

and, with a host of warriors, 
attacked Pandava Bhima, 


Which provoked the concerted counter-attack 
on the golden chariot of Bhisma 
by Parsata-Dhrstadyumna, Satyaki, 


and Bhima. 


They encircled Gan geya-Bhisma in no time. 
Without wasting a moment, 

each wounded Bhisma 
with three arrows. 
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You pita, Devavrata-Bhisma, 
replied 

with three arrows of his own, 
wounding all three maha-bowmen. 


Next he repulsed the three maha-chariot-heroes 
with hundreds of arrows 

and targeted and killed 
Bhima’s gold-caparisoned horses. 


But valiant Bhima remained firm 
in his horseless chariot, 

and released a sakti-missile at Bhisma, 
with enormous force. 


Your pita, Devavrata-Bhisma, 
splintered the Sakti in mid-air; 

its minuscule fragments scattered 
on the battlefield. 


O bull-brave lord! Brave Bhima picked up 
a mace of Saikya-iron | 
and quickly jumped 
out of his useless chariot. 


In order to please Bhima, 
brave Satyaki shot arrows 
that fatally struck down 
the charioteer of Bhisma. 


With his charioteer dead, 
finest of chariot-heroes Bhisma 
was whisked away from the field 
by wind-swift horses. 


O raja! Seeing maha-vowed Bhisma leave 
the field of battle, 

Bhima flared up like a fire feeding 
on dry grass. 


Finest of chariot-heroes Dhrstadyumna saw Bhima 
- jump out, raced his chariot alongside, 
and picked up illustrious Bhima 
while everyone watched. 
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The Pancalas and Matsyas pija-praised Bhima, 
O bull-brave Bharata, 

and Bhima embraced the two heroes 
Dhrstadyumna and Satyaki. 


Truly illustrious Satyaki, lion-brave Yadava, 
said to Bhima 

happily in the presence 
of Dhrstadyumna: 


“We are fate-favoured — 

you have killed the ruler of Kalinga, 
prince Ketuman, Sakradeva, 

and all the other Kalingas. 


Thousands of maha-warriors, 
countless chariots, 

thousands of elephant and horses — 
by the valour of your arms - 


The maha-Kalinga army has been wiped out 
singly by you.” 

Saying this, O chastiser of your enemies, 
long-armed Satyaki 


Quickly alighted from his chariot 
and embraced Bhima. 

Soon after, the maha-chariot-hero Satyaki 
angrily recommenced 

the slaughter of his enemies 
on the battlefield. 
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O descendant of Bharata (continued Sajijaya), 
that day passed; 

the maha-destruction of chariots, horses, 
elephants and soldiers went on; 


The Pafcala prince Dhrstadyumna battled 
with the three maha-chariot-heroes: 
Drona’s son ASvatthaman, 
Salya, and maha-atmaned Krpa. 
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Maha-atmaned Dhrstadyumna, 
the Pancala prince, 

killed the world-famous horses of ASvatthaman 
with ten sharp arrows. 


Horseless Drauni-Asvatthaman 
stepped into Salya’s chariot 

from whose vantage he rained arrows 
on Dhrstadyumna. 


O Bharata! Seeing Dhrstadyumna engaged in duel 
with Asvatthaman, 

Subhadra’s son Abhimanyu 
fired his sharp arrows. 


Bull-brave Abhimanyu harassed Salya 
with twentyfive arrows, 

Krpa with nine, 
and Asvatthaman with eight. 


Drona’s son Agvatthaman pinned down 
Arjuna’s son Abhimanyu 

with a single arrow; _ 
Salya fired ten sharp arrows, 

and Asvatthaman three, 
at Abhimanyu. 


Your grandson Laksmana charged 
towards Subhadra’s son, 

and there followed 
a long and fierce fascinating duel. 


A wonderful duel, O raja, 
in which Duryodhana’s son 
angrily cornered Subhadra’s son 
with his arrows. 


Equally incensed, O bull-brave raja, 
agile Abhimanyu 

replied with fifty arrows fired 
at his cousin-brother. 


Maharaja! Laksmana countered 
with an arrow volley 

that sliced Abhimanyu’s bow. 
The soldiers cheered. 
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The exterminator-of-heroic-enemies 
Abhimanyu flung aside 


his splintered bow, and lifted another stronger 


and more elegant. 


Those two superbly skilful warriors 
began a duel 

in which each bull-brave hero 
wounded the other. 


Seeing his maha-chariot-hero son under attack 


from your grandson Abhimanyu, 
lord-of-people raja Duryodhana 
raced to the spot. 


As soon as he reached there, 
many Kaurava leaders 
surrounded Arjuna’s son Abhimanyu 
with their chariots. 


O raja! Abhimanyu’s valour 
was like Krishna’s: 

he remained completely unruffled, 
though heavily outnumbered. 


Seeing Subhadra’s son engaged 
in an unequal battle, 
Dhanafjaya-Arjuna, agitated, hurried there, 
intent on rescuing him. 


Immediately the Kaurava rajas, 
led by Bhisma and Drona, 

rushed with elephants, horses and chariots 
to intercept Arjuna. 


A billowing cloud of dust, 
raised by soldiers, 

by horses, chariots and elephants, 
soon blotted the sky. 


When the hundreds of elephants 
and thousands of soldiers 
came within arrow-shot of Arjuna, 


they halted; 
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The soldiers shouted, 

unable to see in the dusty dark. 
The Kaurava army presented 

a harrowing sight. 


Nothing was visible, O incomparable Bharata — 
not the eight directions, not sun, not earth - 
so thick was the shower 
of Kiritin-Arjuna’s arrows. 


Many elephants perished, 

many chariot-heroes lost their horses. 
Chariotless, they wandered forlorn 

on the battlefield. 


Other chariotless heroes were seen 
aimlessly roaming about 

with war-weapons clutched 
in angada-decorated hands. 


Spurring their horses and goading their elephants 
in fear of Arjuna, 

O raja, the Kaurava ranks scattered 
in confusion. 


Slicing mercilessly the upraised arms 
of soldiers 

with maces, swords, quivers, arrows and hooks 
in their hands, 


Cutting down flagstaffs‘and banners, 
Arjuna, O lord of the world, 

was a terrifying figure of indiscriminate, 
ubiquitous destruction. 


Disintegrated spiked maces, mallets, feathered darts, 
short arrows, swords; 


Sharp axes, lances, shattered shields, parigha-lances, 
bhindipalas, flagstaffs, O respectworthy monarch, 


Iron hooks, elephant goads, whips, tomara-lances, 
golden umbrellas, parasva-axés, O earth-lord Bharata, 


War pennants, shields, golden staffs, 
leather-protectors, tomara-weapons, O Bharata .. . 
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There was not one man in your army, 
O respectworthy monarch, 

who dared to face Arjuna in battle 
at that time. 


Anyone who had the courage to attack Aruna, 


O Bharata, 
was promptly despatched by him 
to the other world. 


After your soldiers broke ranks 
and confusedly fled, 

Arjuna and Vasudeva-Krishna blew loudly 
on their splendid conches. 


Seeing the Kaurava soldiers scattering, 
pita Devavrata-Bhisma, 
strict-vowed elder, smiled and said 
to brave Bharadvaja-Drona: 


“Pandu’s powerful and courageous son 
Dhananjaya-Arjuna, 

assisted by Krishna, does what he pleases 
with our soldiers. . 

He is invincible; 
he possesses the ferocity 

of the world-destroyer Kala himself, 
of Antaka, of Yama. 


Impossible to rally our troops now! 
For look, 

they stare wildly at each other, 
and flee in panic. 


And the sun, stealing the sight 
of the world, 
retires to the bosom 


of the lofty Asta hills. 


Time for us to retreat, O bull-brave hero! 
I am convinced 

our terrified troops are in no condition 
to fight.” 
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Saying this to Drona, 

the maha-chariot-hero Bhisma, 
finest of acaryas, 

pulled back his troops. 


The Somakas, Parficalas, and Pandavas, 
with their elephants, 

chariots, and cavalry, filled the field 
with victory cries. 


The maha-chariot-heroes exulted; shouting, 
they danced on the battlefield; 

led by Arjuna. 
they marched to their tents. 


And so the sun set, O Bharata. 
It was the time of samdhya. 
Both armies withdrew at the hour 
of samdhyd-twilight. 
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O Bharata! Night passed, and day dawned, 
and Santanu’s son Bhisma 

(continued Safijaya) ordered the Kauravas 
to prepare for battle. 


The Kuru Pitamaha, eager to win victory 
for your son, 

organised the maha-battle-strategy 
known as the Garuda. 


Strict-vowed pita Devavrata-Bhisma 
positioned himself 
on the Garuda-bird’s back; 
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the bird’s eyes were Drona and Krtavarman. 


The illustrious heroes Asvatthaman and Krpa, 


reinforced by the Trigartas, 
Matsyas, Kekayas, and Vatadhanas, 
were its head. 
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O respectworthy monarch! Bhurisravas, Sala, Salya, 
Bhagadatta, the Madrakas, Sindhus, Sauviras, 


and Pancanadas — 


With Jayadratha as leader 
formed the bird’s neck. 

The back consisted of raja mapocrens 
and his followers. 


Vinda, Anuvinda of Avanti, the Kambojas, the Sakas, 
the Sirasenas, maharaja, formed its tail. 


The Magadhas, Kalingas, and Daserakas, 
all in armour, formed the right wing. 


The Karusas, Vikunjas, Mundas, and Kundivrsas, 
led by Brhadbala, formed the left wing. 


Seeing his enemies organised 
into a new formation, 

ambidexterons Savyasaci-Arjuna and Dhrstadyumna 
devised a counter-vyuha. 


To neutralise the strength of your vyuha, 
Pandu’s son Arjuna 

planned the Half-Moon Strategy, 
Bhima covering its right flank 


With powerfully armed rulers 
from various countries; 
behind Bhima were Virata 
and the maha-chariot-hero Drupada. 


Beside them was Nila 

with many fierce weapons; 
beside Nila was Dhrstaketu, 

the maha-powerful warrior, 


Assisted by strong contingents of Cedis, 
Kasis, Karitisas, and Pauravas. 

Dhrstadyumna, Sikhandin, the Paiicdlas 
and Prabhadrakas, 

With soldiers from. other lands, 
protected the centre, 


which was also guarded by Yudhisthira 
and his elephants. 
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Beside them, O raja, was Satyaki 
and Draupadi’s five sons; 

next came brave Abhimanyu 
and Iravat. 


Then Bhima’s son Ghatotkaca and the Kekayas, 
all maha-chariot-heroes. 

Then super-excelling Arjuna, 
on the left, 


Assisted by Janardana-Krishna, 
protector of the entire universe. 

This was the composition of the vyitha 
Arjuna devised 


For the destruction of your sons 
and your allies. 

Then the battle commenced 
between the two armies — 


In the confusion elephants and chariots 
got entangled — 

everywhere was a mass of elephants 
and chariots, 


Each charging upon the other 
in orgies of destruction. 

Chariot-wheels and drumbeats 
produced a deafening din. 


The dundubhi-drums sounded. 

The heroes shouted. 

They slaughtered each other, and shouted. 
O Bharata! Their shouts shattered the sky. 


SE ComrOIN ler TY Ss b V EN 


O Bharata! Dhanafijaya-Arjuna (Safijaya continued) 


started his slaughter 
of your chariot-heroes 
the instant the two armies clashed. 
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And though your chariot-warriors 
were decimated by Partha Arjuna 
like Kala at the time of yuga-dissolution, 
they bravely retaliated. 


The armies of Duryodhana fought well 
against the armies of the Pandavas: 
they sought glory | 
and welcomed death. 


Though badly mauled, 
they repeatedly pierced through 
the ranks of the Pandavas, O raja, 
and spread terror. 


Pandavas and Kauravas alternated 
between panic and re-grouping, 
so much so that sometimes 
nothing was distinguishable 


In the prevailing confusion. 
Thick dust obscured the sun; 

the eight directions were blotted; 
who was killing who? 


O lord of the world! The soldiers fought 
by hints and guesses, 

by passwords, names, military colours 
and gotra characteristics. 


There appeared to be no way 
of smashing through 

the Kaurava formation devised by Drona, 
Bharadvaja’s son, 


Nor any way of disintegrating 
the Pandava strategy, 

protected by ambidexterous Savyasaci-Arjuna 
and by Bhima. 


O raja! Chariots, elephants 
and foot-soldiers 

stepped out of their ranks 
and fought isolated duels. 
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Horsemen slashed horsemen 
with long, sharp lances 
and glittering swords 
in that fierce, maha-gory clash. 


Chariot-heroes mowed down chariot-heroes 
with golden arrows 

that whistled through the air 
with feathery wings. 


Elephant-warriors slaughtered elephant-warriors 
at close quarters 

with broad-headed arrows 
and sharp long lances. 


Now and then an over-enthusiastic soldier 
would leap up, 

clutch his foe by the hair, 
and swiftly decapitate him. 


And other soldiers, chests ripped open 
by elephant tusks, 

panted while their lifeblood gushed out 
before their eyes. 


One soldier, perched on an elephant-tusk, 
fought furiously; : 
then a Sakti hit him, 
and he tumbled down headlong. 


Once angry, then exulting, 
foot-soldiers blindly slashed 

at each other on that blood-drenched 
field of battle. 


A chariot-hero clashed with and killed 
elephant and rider; 

and an elephant-warrior mercilessly trampled 
a Chariot-hero. 


O bull-brave Bharata! Horsemen with their lances 
fatally pierced chariot-heroes, 

and chariot-heroes bore down on 
and crushed cavalry. 
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On both sides, foot-soldiers slaughtered 
chariot-heroes, 

and chariot-heroes killed foot-soldiers 
with sharp weapons. 


It was a harrowing spectacle — 
riders of elephants 

and ordinary soldiers 
butchering each other. 


What a sight! — elephant-riders 
trampling foot-soldiers, 

and foot-soldiers dragging and killing 
elephant-riders. 


Hundreds of thousands of horsemen 
killed by foot-soldiers! 

Hundreds of thousands of foot-soldiers 
killed by horsemen! 


Shattered flagstaffs, bows, tomara-lances, elephant- 
trappings, maces, prasa-spears, kampanas, parigha-clubs, 


Saktis, varied armours, glittering swords, goads, 
golden-feathered arrows, glittering spears, 


Maha-expensive carpets — the battlefield looked, 
O excelling Bharata, as if garlanded with flowers. 


Corpses of men, horses and elephants 
lay scattered 
on the maha-field, turing it into a mire 


of flesh and blood. 


So much human blood, 
that the dust settled and congealed, 
and the cardinal points were again visible, 
O lord of men. 


Headless bodies seemed to rise 
out of the ground, O Bharata, 
foreboding the destruction 
of the entire universe. 
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In that maha-horrific and bloody battle, 
chariot-heroes 

could be seen running 
in all directions. 


Bhisma, Drona, Jayadratha of the Sindhus, 
Purumitra, Jaya, Bhoja, Salya, Saubala-Sakuni — 


These invincible heroes 
with the courage of lions 
repeatedly succeeded in penetrating 
the Pandava ranks. 


O descendant of Bharata! Bhima, the raksasa 
Ghatotkaca, 
Satyaki, Cekitana, the sons of Draupadi — 


These, with the help of their raja allies, 
sorely harassed 

your soldiers and sons, as the gods harassed 
the Danava antigods. 


Those bull-brave Ksatriya stalwarts clashed 
on the battlefield; 

their bloodied bodies were bright-red 
like Danava warriors. 


The heroes who were victorious 
on the battlefield 

stood out, as prominent 
as Stars in the sky. 


Then, suddenly, your son Duryodhana, 
with one thousand chariot-heroes, 
attacked Pandu’s sons 
and the raksasa Ghatotkaca. 


The Pandavas also, in thousands upon thousands, 
prepared to meet 

the onslaught of Bhisma 
and Drona. 


Diadem-wearing Kiritin-Arjuna advanced 
to repulse them; 

Arjuni-Abhimanyu and Satyaki confronted 
Subala’s son Sakuni. 
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And so another horripilating, 
horrendous clash commenced 

between soldiers desperately eager 
to win the war. 


SECTION. LEAL YoE LG HT 


The enraged earth-lords saw Phalguna-Arjuna 
(continued Sanjaya) 

and quickly encircled him 
with thousands of chariots. 


O descendant of Bharata, 
having surrounded him 

with thousands of chariots, they showered 
hundreds of arrows on him. 


Shining sakfis, sharp lances, and spiked maces, 
prasa-spears, battle-axes, bludgeons, 
and mudgara-clubs - 


These they hurled angrily 

at the chariot of Phalguna-Arjuna. 
The weapons fell on Arjuna 

like a rain of locusts. 


Partha-Arjuna blocked them 
with his gold-feathered arrows. 

Seeing dreadful-deed-doer Bibhatsu-Arjuna’s 
dexterity of response, 


The gods, Danavas, gandharvas, pisdacas, raksasas 
and uraga-snakes offered puja-respect 

to Phalguna-Arjuna, saying, “O Indra-among-rajas! 
Sadhu! Sadhu! Excellent! Excellent!” 

The valiant Gandharas, 
conmanded by Subala’s son Sakuni, 

cleverly managed to encircle Satyaki 
and Abhimanyu. 


Led by Saubala-Sakuni, 
those warriors angrily wrecked 
Satyaki’s incomparable chariot 
with diverse war weapons, 
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With the result that foe-crushing Satyaki 
was forced to abandon his chariot 
and seek refuge 
in the chariot of Abhimanyu. 


Two heroes — in one chariot — and they began 


wa steady slaughter 
of Sakuni’s soldiers 
with their sharp knotted arrows. 


Drona and Bhisma replied 


by harassing dharmaraja Yudhisthira’s soldiers 


with arrows fitted 


with dazzling bright kanka-feathers. 


Raja Yudhisthira, son of Dharma, 
and Madri’s twin sons by Pandu, 

in the presence of all, launched an attack 
on Drona’s soldiers. 


A tumultuous, horripilating battle! 
A battle that resembled 

the gory one in the ancient past 
between gods and antigods. 


In the meantime, Bhima and Ghatotkaca 
introduced themselves 

and made the Kaurava positions insecure 
and vulnerable. 


O Bharata, the wondrous feats 
of the son of Hidimba 

were such that they excelled even those 
of his father Bhima. 


Livid with anger, but smiling, 
Pandava Bhima shot an arrow 
which struck squarely the chest 
of revengeful Duryodhana. 


Raja Duryodhana, grievously wounded 
by that arrow, 

slumped down in his chariot, 
as if unconscious. 
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Seeing him collapse in a faint, 
his charioteer, O raja, 
sped him away. 
His soldiers panicked and fled. 


Bhima pursued them relentlessly, 
pounding the scattered Kauravas 
with volley upon volley 
of sharp arrows. 


The unrivalled chariot-hero Parsata- 
Dhrstadyumna, 
and the son of Dharma, Yudhisthira, 
before the very eyes of Drona 
and Ganga’s son Bhisma, 


Harassed the escaping soldiers 

with sharp enemy-exterminating arrows. 
But many troops succeeded 

in fleeing from the field. 


The two maha-chariot-heroes Drona and Bhisma 
failed to stop the rout, 

though maha-atmaned Drona and Bhisma 
tried their best. 


The panicky soldiers eluded their attempts. 
And even as 

those thousands of chariot-warriors 
fled helter-skelter, 


Subhadra’s son Abhimanyu and Satyaki, 
two bull-brave warriors, 

irom one chariot, commenced their devastation 
of Sakuni’s troops. 


The two bull-brave Kurus looked as radiant 
as the sun and the moon 

seen together in the sky 
after the dark amavasya fortnight. 


O lord of the world! It was now Arjuna 
who recklessly rained arrows 

on your soldiers 
as clouds do monsoon showers. 
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Stupefied by the unceasing onslaught 
of Partha-Arjuna, 
the Kaurava ranks wavered, broke, 


and fled. 


Upset by this, the maha-chariot-heroes 
Drona and Bhisma, 

acting for the good of Duryodhana, 
tried stopping them. 


O lord of the world! 

Raja Duryodhana persuaded the soldiers 
to keep calm, 

encouraging them to re-form ranks. 


The maha-chariot-hero Ksatriyas listened, 
O Bharata, 

and halted when they saw your son 
on the field. 


The soldiers, seeing their leaders listening, 
stopped, partly, O raja, 

out of shame and partly 
to demonstrate their courage. 


O lord of the world! 
The ranks rallied, 
and on the field they looked 
like heaving sea-waves at moon-rise. 


Observing his army’s rout prevented, 
raja Duryodhana 

went to Santanu’s son Bhisma 
and said to him: 


“Pitamaha of the Kauravas! 
Listen to my words. 

I do not think it does any credit 
to anyone 


That my soldiers should flee in panic 
so long as you, 

bow-expert Drona, Krpa, ASvatthaman and others 
are alive. 
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The Pandavas are certainly no match 
for you — 
nor for Drona, Drona’s son Asvatthaman, 


and Krpa. 


Pitamaha, revered elder, 

you favour the Pandavas - 
that is why you allow them 

to kill my soldiers. 


O raja! You should have told me, 
before the war began, 

that you were not ready to fight the Pandavas, 
Parsata-Dhrstadyumna and Satyaki. 


If I had known this in advance 

from you, acarya Drona and Krpa, 
I would have consulted Karna 

and taken appropriate steps. 


Think, if it is proper to abandon 

my cause now, O bull-brave heroes — 
if not, I shall expect full support 

from both of you.” 


Bhisma heard this and laughed 
again and again; 

then, glancing angrily at your son, 
he said: 


“I have many times given you sound, 
sensible advice, O raja. 

Even Vasava-Indra and the gods 
cannot overcome the Pandavas. 


I will do what I can, O excellent king. 
I am old, but I will fight 

in this battle with all my Sakti. 
Watch me, you and your brothers! 


I shall see that the Pandavas 
and their soldiers 

and their kinsmen and followers 
advance no further.” 


41] 
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O lord of men, this assurance of Bhisma 
- brought joy to your son’s heart. 
He ordered drums beaten, 
conches blown. 


The Pandavas heard the maha-deafening din, 
and ordered, O raja, 

their own soldiers to sound their cymbals 
and beat their bheri-drums. 


SE CTO N OFT ET Y — Nae 


“Provoked by the angry words of my son,” 
asked Dhrtarastra, 

“after Bhisma made that terrible promise 
on the field, 


What did he do to the Pandavas, 
and what did the Parficalas 
do to the Pitamaha? 
Tell me, Safijaya.” 


After the morning ended (replied Safijaya) 
and the sun, O Bharata, 

slowly had completed 
part of his westward decline, 


And the maha-atmaned Pandavas 
began to celebrate their victory, 

your all-dharma-knowing pita, 
Devavrata-Bhisma 


Chose the swiftest horses 
to pierce the Pandava defence; 
he was assisted by all your sons 
and a host of soldiers. 


A truly horripilating and horrendous battle raged, 
O Bharata, 


between us and the Pandavas - 
all because of your adharma. 
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Bows twanged and bowstrings flapped — 
the combined noise 
was a deafening roar 


like that of hills toppling. 


“Stand!” “I’m here!” “Turn around!” 
“Wait!” “I’m ready!” 

“Hit now!” — these were the only words 
that were heard. 


Golden armours, diadems, and flagstaffs 
clashed and shattered 

with the noise of stones 
rolling down hills. 


Hundreds and thousands of heads and arms 
adorned with jewels 

fell on the battleground, 
some still twitching. 


And many warriors, finest of the finest, 
stood headless on the field, 

still clutching their bows 
and other weapons. 


And soon the field 

was a maha-fearful river of blood, — 
elephant carcasses its rocks, 

floating flesh its mire, 


The blood oozing from corpses of men, 
elephants and horses, 

a feast for vultures and jackals, 
flowing to the after-life ocean. 


O Bharata king! A battle of that magnitude 
was neither seen 

nor heard of before - 
such was the Pandava-Kaurava carnage. 


Corpses blocked the paths of chariots. 
Dead elephants 
dotted the battlefield 

like so many huge hills. 
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O respectworthy monarch! With so many colourful 
head-dresses and armours strewn around, 
the field looked as lovely 
as an autumn sky. 


Even fatally wounded soldiers 
could be seen 
proudly and joyfully 


charging on their enemies. 


Everywhere on the field, agonised wails: 
“Tata! Father!” 

“Brother!” 

“ Sakha-friend!” 


“QO do not leave me!” 


And other voices: 

“Come here!” 

“Why are you frightened?” 
“Where are you running?” 
“Here I am!” 

“Be firm. Cast off fear.” 


Stretching his bow taut 

into a full circular mandala, 
Santanu’s son Bhisma 

shot fiery snake-vicious arrows. 


Identifying each by name, strict-vowed Bhisma, 
O bull-brave Bharata, 

fired his arrows in a continuous stream 
at the Pandavas. 


His hands had the touch of dexterous magic! 
O raja! He seemed to be dancing in his chariot! 
He seemed to be everywhere like a flaming cakra! 


His hands had the touch of magic! 

He was one man, 

But the Pandavas and Srmjayas saw him 
Multiplied a thousand-fold! 
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And they all thought: 

It is maya! 

Bhisma has multiplied himself by maya! 

He was now in the east, 

And the next instant he was in the west! 


Then north, O prabhu-lord! 
Then suddenly south! 


Ganga’s valiant son Bhisma was everywhere! 


None of the Pandavas dared look at him. 
They saw only the arrows 
That sped ceaselessly from his bow. 


The Pandavas saw him perform 
such remarkable feats 

and cause such havoc in their ranks 
that they moaned. 


Their pita ancestor was a human monster! 
And the rajas - 

they perished 
like blind swarms of locusts 


In the blazing fire of Bhisma’s fierce 
all-embracing destruction. 

Not one arrow of Bhisma 
failed to find its target. 


He preferred to shoot arrows 
fitted with kan ka-feathers. 

With a single feathered arrow 
he killed an elephant 


With the ease of Indra smashing a hill 
with his thunderbolt. 

Your pita slaughtered armour-clad 
elephant-warriors, 


Two or three at a time, 

with single well-aimed arrows. 
Whoever crossed the path 

of that tiger-among-men 
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Was seen the next instant prostrate 
on the ground. — 

The maha-army of the raja-of-dharma 
Yudhisthira, 


Decimated by the attack of valiant Bhisma, 
dispersed, panicked 

and fled in a thousand directions. 
Arrow-anguished, | 


Even the soldiers of Partha-Arjuna and Sikhandin 
fled in fear, 

in Vasudeva-Krishna’s presence. 
No stopping the maha-chariot-warriors 


As they broke ranks in terror, so cruelly 
were they afflicted with Bhisma’s arrows. 
Bhisma’s feat equalled 
that of Mahendra-Indra. 


Maharaja, so complete was the rout 
that two soldiers 
could not be seen together; 
horses, elephants, humans perished. 


The Pandava survivors could only wail “Hai! Hai!” 
in utter despair. 

Father struck son, 
son struck father, 


Sakha-friend killed sakha-friend, 

as if propelled by fate. 
Abandoning their armour, 

many soldiers of Pandu’s sons, 


Dishevelled and fear-stricken, fled, 
O Bharata; 

and the chariot-heroes stood bewildered 
like docile cows. 


Seeing the Pandava army overwhelmed, 
Krishna, delighter of the Yadavas, 
took stock of the situation; 
he brought 
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The splendid chariot to a dead stop, 
and said to dreadful-deed-doer Bibhatsu-Arjuna: 
“The time you waited for is now. 
This is your chance, Partha. 


Take it, unless you have lost your senses, 
O tiger-among-men! 

O hero! A long time ago you warned 
the assembly of rajas: 


‘I will kill all the soldiers 
of Dhrtarastra’s sons, 


who are led by Bhisma and Drona, 


on the battlefield.’ 


O son of Kunti, punisher of enemies, 
be true to your word! 
Look, O dreadful-deed-doer Bibhatsu-Arjuna, 


your army is fleeing! 


Look, the leaders of Yudhisthira’s army 
have panicked 

seeing the all-destroyer Antaka-Bhisma 
with his all-swallowing mouth. 


Terrified, they scamper like puny creatures 
from a lion.” 

Dhanafijaya-Arjuna listened to Vasudeva-Krishna, 
and replied: 


“Urge the chariot horses and drive me 
to the ocean-army of Bhisma. 
Today I will humble the revered elder 

Kaurava pitamaha!” 


O raja! Madhava-Krishna urged the silver steeds 
of the blinding sun-bright chariot 

to the spot 
where Bhisma stood. 


Seeing the maha-muscled son of Kunti 
rushing at Bhisma, 

the maha-army of Yudhisthira 
recovered its confidence. 
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Finest-of-Kurus Bhisma roared repeatedly 
like a lion, 

and released a shower of arrows 
on Dhanafijaya-Arjuna’s chariot. 


So thick was that arrow-discharge that, 
in an instant, 

Axjuna’s chariot, charioteer and flagstaff 
could not be seen. 


Immensely powerful Vasudeva-Krishna 
succeeded in controlling, 

with great patience, the wounded horses 
of the chariot. 


Partha-Arjuna, with his divine bow 
which twanged like thunderclouds, 

used sharp arrows to slice Bhisma’s bow 
with supreme ease. 


Your pita, the Kaurava hero, 
bereft of his bow, 
picked up another, 
stringing it in a flash. 


Using both hands skilfully, 

he pulled the cloud-roaring bow taut. — 
Infuriated Arjuna shattered 

that bow also. 


Santanu’s son Bhisma paid pija-respect 
to Arjuna’s nimbleness: 

“Sadhu! Sadhu! Pandu’s maha-muscled son! 
Excellent! Excellent! 


Such maha-skill! Dhananjaya-Arjuna, 
I expected this of you. 

I am proud of you. Come, my child, 
fight with me.” 


Finishing his praise of Partha-Arjuna, 
he lifted a huge bow, 

and started shooting arrows afresh 
at Prtha-Kunti’s son. 
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And Vasudeva-Krishna displayed his super-skill 
by driving the chariot 

in short mandala-manoeuvres 
to escape the arrows. 


With incredible force Bhisma succeeded 
in wounding Vasudeva-Krishna 
and Dhanajijaya-Arjuna with another arrow-volley, 


O Bharata. 


Bleeding from the wounds produced 
by Bhisma’s attack, 

the two tiger-brave heroes looked 
like bellowing horn-gored bulls. 


Bhisma, stirred to a fury 

of unsuppressable ferocity, 
continued harassing them 

with thousands of arrows. 


Bhisma laughed loudly again and again; 
he surprised Krishna — 

he made even the Varsneya hero Krishna 
tremble! 


Maha-muscled Krishna saw the fervour 
of valiant Bhisma 

and the tame reaction 
of Prtha-Kunti’s son Arjuna; 


He saw the ceaseless deluge of arrows 
shot by Bhisma 

who straddled the armies 
like an all-consuming sun; 


He saw Bhisma slaughter the soldiers 
of Yudhisthira’s army 

as if he was the dreaded doom 
at the end of a yuga; 


And destroyer-of-heroes bhagavan Kesava-Krishna 
almost gave up hope — 

he could not imagine how Yudhisthira 
would survive the carnage, 


[VI:59:69-75] 


Tnsereatl by ae 


69 


70 


71 


72 


73 


74 


75 


420 


Because Bhisma was capable of extirpating 

even gods and Danava antigods in one day; 
for him to kill the Pandavas 

was much too easy. 


The massive army of mahatma Pandava Yudhisthira 
again retreated. 

Seeing the Somaka warriors routed, 
the Kaurava heroes, 


Delighting Pitamaha Bhisma, swung into action. 
And Krishna thought: 

For the sake of the Pandavas let me put on armour 
and kill Bhisma. 


Let me lighten the load of the Pandava mahatmas. 
It seems that Arjuna, 
wounded by sharp arrows, 


is a little unsure 


On the nature of his duty; 
perhaps he respects the glory 

of guru Bhisma too much. While Krishna reflected, 
Pitamaha Bhisma 

continued angrily to shoot showers of arrows 
on Partha-Arjuna’s chariot. 


Such a hail of arrows! 
They shrouded the sky 
till nothing was visible — 
all sides, all directions 
completely enveloped — 
no sky, no earth, 
no radiant sun. 
Only smoky winds blowing - 
everything turbulent. 


Vikarma and Drona, 
Jayadratha, Bhurisravas, 
Krtavarman and Krpa, 
raja Ambastha-pati, 
Vinda, Anuvinda, 
Srutayus, Sudaksina, 
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The kings of the west, 
Sauviras, Vasatis, 
Ksudrakas, Malavas — 
commanded by Bhisma, 
they marched to do battle 
with Kiritin-Aruna. 


And Satyaki saw, 
from a distance, Arjuna 
the diademed hero 
advancing to fight 
with chariots and soldiers, 
and numerous elephants. 


Seeing Vasudeva and Arjuna 
advance with their soldiers 
and horses and chariots 
and elephants, Satyaki, 
heroic arms-wielder, 
prepared to assist them. 


That maha-archer, 
Satyaki, immediately 
proceeded to Arjuna, 
providing support 
like Visnu to Indra, 
the slayer of Vrtra. 


That excellent warrior, 
Satyaki, cheerfully 
inspired the soldiers 
frightened by Bhisma : 
and fleeing with chariots 
and horses and elephants: 


“Listen, O Ksatriyas! 
Where are you running? 
Is this your dharma 
recommended by elders? 
Stand firm — and practise 
the dharma of heroes.” 
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Krishna, younger brother 

of Vasava-Indra, 
seeing the rajas fleeing, 

and Arjuna timidly 
tolerating Bhisma 

humbling the Pandavas - 


Krishna, mahatma 
and Daésarha-saviour, 
seeing the Kauravas rushing 
to attack, was upset, 
and spoke the following 
praise of Satyaki: 


“Pride of the Sinis! 
Let the cowardly flee! 
Let the heroes remain! 
The time is at hand 
for Bhisma and Drona 
to fall at my hands. 


Which Kaurava chariot-hero 
escapes the wrath 
of Satvata-Krishna? 
With my fierce cakra 
today I will kill 
maha-vowed Bhisma. 


I will kill the chariot-heroes 
Bhisma and Drona, 
and their followers, and please 
Dhananjaya-Arjuna and Bhima 
and raja Yudhisthira 
and the ASvin twins. 


After I have killed 
all the sons of Dhrtarastra 
and their Indra-like followers, 
I will offer the kingdom 
to raja Yudhisthira, 
the one-who-is-foeless.” 
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Maha-imagining Krishna 


said this and invoked 
his weapon, the cakra 
known as Sudargana — 
and, thought-swift, the weapon 
materialised instantly. 


The hub of the cakra 
was a circle enchanted: 
dazzling sun, roaring 
thunder, slicing razor. 
Vasudeva’s son, 
discarding his reins, 


Krishna mahatma, 
with a leap, dismounted 
and ran towards Bhisma 


like a lion charging 
an elephant, intent 
on mauling and killing. 


Krishna, younger brother 
of Mahendra-Indra, 
saw Bhisma aloof 
in the middle of his army. 
His ochre robe fluttered 
like a cloud charged with lightning. 


His Sudargana cakra 
gleamed like a lotus 
on the stalk of his arm, 
a dawn-lovely lotus, 
like the lotus that blossomed 
from Narayana’s navel. 


The lake of the lotus 
was the body of Krishna 
pink-flushed with wrath, 


a lotus whose leaves 
were as sharp as a razor 
in the hand of Narayana. 
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The soldiers saw enraged 
Krishna, younger brother 
of Mahendra-Indra, 
shouting his war-cries, 
brandishing the cakra; 


they trembled and screamed. 


They thought that the doom 
of the worlds had come, 
for armed with the cakra 
Vasudeva-Krishna 
was the fire that consumes 
on the day of dissolution, 
like a comet that flashes 
from the Guru of the Universe 
to annihilate all. 


Santanw’s son, perceiving 
divinity approaching, 
cakra in hand, 
stood firm in his chariot, 
with his Gandiva like bow, 
and fearlessly facing 


The endlessly glorious 
presence of Govinda, 
he welcomed him saying: 
“O lord of the gods! Madhava! 
Whose abode is the world! 
Cakra-wielder! Namo-astu! 


Refuge of the worlds! 
Grant me the blessing 
to die at your hands! 


O chief of the Vrsnis 
and Andhakas, Krishna! 
If I die at your hands, 
I will prosper now 
and in after-life too. 


You have honoured me, Krishna.” 
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When glorious-armed Krishna 
continued advancing, 
Partha-Arjuna descended 
from his chariot and ran, 
restraining Hari-Krishna 
with his muscular arms. 


But atma-yogi Krishna, 
the primeval deity, 
continued advancing 
with the speed of a tempest, 
Jisnu-Arjuna helplessly 
dragged with Visnu-Krishna. 


Only, O raja, when Krishna 
was ten steps from Bhisma 
did diademed Arjuna 
succeed in holding 
on tight to his legs 
and stopped his advance. 


When Krishna stopped, 
gold-garlanded Arjuna, 
delighted, revered him: 
“Control your wrath, Kesava! 
O friend of the Pandavas, 
be gracious to us. 


I swear by my sons, KeSava, 
J swear by my brothers, 
I will do my duty! 
Indra’s younger brother, command me! 
J am ready to wipe out 
the Kaurava army.” 


Arjuna’s promise reassured 
Janardana-Krishna 
who was Arjuna’s well-wisher; 
holding his cakra, he remounted 
the chariot of Arjuna, 
the finest of the Kauravas. 
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Sauri-Krishna the foe-smiter 
again held the reins. 
Then, lifting his conch, 
the Pancajanya, 
he shattered the sky 
with a fierce war-cry. 


And the Kaurava warriors 
responded with war-cries 
when they saw Krishna 
with necklace and earrings 
and dust-smeared lotus-eyes 
and milk-white teeth. 


The clashing of cymbals, 
the chariot-wheels rattling, 
the dundubhi-kettledrums, 
the leonine shouts 
of the Kaurava heroes — 
a dreadful cacophony. 


The thunderous roar 
of the twanging Gandiva 
spread over the sky; 
the arrows it fired, 
dazzlingly bright, 
spread over the field. 


Duryodhana and Bhisma 
and brave Bhirisravas, 
with arrows and bows, 
concertedly charged, 
like a comet that shatters 
a whole constellation. 


Bhurisravas hurled 
seven gold javelins, 
Duryodhana a lance, 
Salya a mace, 
and Santanu’s son - 
Bhisma a Sakti. 
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The arrow-swift javelins 
of brave Bhirigravas 
were shattered by seven 
arrows of Arjuna, 
another arrow smashing 
the lance of Duryodhana. 


The Sakti of Bhisma 
that dazzled like lightning 
was felled by one arrow, 
another destroying 
the mace that was hurled 
by the ruler of Madra. 


Then Arjuna, with both hands, 
pulled taut the Gandiva, 
invoking the fearful 
and wonderful weapon, 
the Mahendra-astra. 
It appeared in the sky. 


With that weapon that dazzled 
like fire, maha-bowman 
mahatma Arjuna, 
gold-garlanded, diademed, 
frustrated the proud 
advance of the Kauravas. 


Partha-Arjuna’s arrows 
lopped off the arms, 
the flagstaffs of chariots, 
the bows of the soldiers, 
and shredded the enemy’s 
horses and elephants. 


The harrowing twang 
of the Gandiva shook 
the hearts of the Kauravas 
as Kiritin-Anuna 
obscured the directions 
with his dreadful arrows. 
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In that fearful encounter, 
the noise of the conches 


and the drums and the chariots 


was instantly silenced 
by the all-reverberating 
twang of the Gandiva. 


Recognising the twang 
to be the Gandiva’s, 
the Paficala raja 
and raja Virata 
proceeded with confidence 
to the site of the battle. 


But none had the courage 
to proceed to the spot 
where the Gandiva was; 
the enemy, transfixed, 
stood helpless on hearing 
the petrifying twang. 


In the carnage that followed, 
numerous kings, 
charioteers, soldiers, 
and chariot-heroes perished. 
Caparisoned elephants 
with glittering banners, 


Fell to the arrows 
of Kiritin-Arjuna. 
And hosts of warriors, 
their flesh penetrated 
by sharp feathered arrows, 
fell victim to Arjuna. 


Dhananjaya-Arjuna sliced 
the indrakilas and yantras 
of the flagstaffs of kings. 
And soldiers and chariots 
and horses and elephants 
were all massacred. 
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They dropped on the field 
like sticks, O raja, 
numbed by the impact 
of Arjuna’s arrows. 
The Aindra missile 
killed hundreds of thousands. 


The arrows of Kiritin- 
Arjuna created 
a river of blood, 
its waters the gushing 
wounds of the dying, 
thrashing feet its froth. 


A fear-filled river! 
A broad-flowing river! 
Carcases of elephants 
and horses its banks! 
Its mire the marrow 
of humans and raksasas. 


Its moss the hair 
on decapitated heads; 
its sandbanks, bodies; 
its waves, floating armour; 
its pebbles the bones 
of humans and animals. 


Its banks were infested 
with jackals and wolves 
and cranes and taraksus 
and hyenas — the maha-river 
Vaitarani, separating 
this world from the next! 


The victory chants celebrated 
the rout of the Kauravas 
by Phalguna-Arjuna, 
much as a lion 
terrifies creatures 


by the strength of his prowess. 
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The Cedis, Pajicalas, 
Karusas and Matsyas, 
observing the slaughter, 
victoriously cheered 
with war-cries that frightened 
the rest of the Kauravas. 


Like a lion terrorising deer 
did Kiritin-Arjuna 
agitate his enemies. 
Stricken with fear, 
the enemy generals 
saw their armies destroyed. 


Janardana-Krishna : 
and the Gandiva-wielder 
Arjuna were exultant. 
Then they saw the sun 
inpulling his rays — 
and the grievously wounded 


Duryodhana-led Kauravas, 
including Bahlika, 
and Drona and Bhisma -— 
all yuga-end victims 
of the Mahendra-weapon’s 
proliferating horrors. 


And so, achieving 
renown, and observing 
the wan sun and samdhya, 
the Pandavas and Dhananjaya-Arjuna 
retired. Their work 
was ended; they rested. 


The Pandavas decided 
to sleep; they rested 
in the cool of their camp. 
But the Kauravas started 
a tremendous uproar 
as night fell. 
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They complained Arjuna 
has massacred thousands 
of chariot-heroes, and 
seven hundred elephants. Westerners 
and Sauviras, Ksudrakas, 
and Malavas are dead. 


Indeed, a maha-feat 
of Dhananjaya-Arjuna! 
Who else could do it? 
Srutayus, the raja 
of Ambastha, and also 


irresistible Citrasena, 


And Drona and Krpa, 
Jayadratha, Bahlika, _ 
: Bhurisravas and Salya, 
and Sala and hundreds 
of others are defeated 
by enraged Partha-Arjuna, 
Kiritin-Arjuna, the world’s 
maha-chariot-hero, 
unbeaten by Bhisma! 
With these words they withdrew 
to their tents and retired 
from the field of battle. 


Innumerable lamps 
and thousands of torches 
illumined their way, 
but fear of Kiritin-Arjuna 
accompanied the Kauravas 
wherever they went. 
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Night passed (said Safijaya), 
and Bhisma mahatma, 
in a burst of anger, 
O Bharata, attacked 
with innumerable troops 
the Pandava forces. 
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Accompanying him 
were Drona, Duryodhana, 
Bahlika, Durmarsana, 
Jayadratha, Citrasena, 
and soldiers commanded 
by valiant kings. 


Surrounded, O raja, 
by maha-chariot-heroes 
of incredible prowess, 
he shone in their midst 
like Vajrapani-Indra 
ringed by the gods. 


The colourful flags — 
in yellows and reds 
and whites and browns — 
on the backs of elephants 
waved in the breeze 
and enraptured the eyes. 


Maha-chariot-heroes, 
horses and elephants, 
commanded by Bhisma - 
an impressive array, 
like clouds full of lightning, 
like clouds full of rain. 


With the speed of the Ganga 
as it flows to the ocean, 
the Kaurava army 
commanded by Bhisma 
impetuously rushed 
to inundate Arjuna. 


The battle-formation 
of mahatma Arjuna — 
soldiers and elephants, 
horses and chariots — 
appeared from a distance 
to be ominous clouds. 
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In his white-horsed chariot 
stood Arjuna mahatma, 
his high banner fluttering 
as he charged at his foes 
with attacking arrays 
of countless numbers. 


And your sons were dismayed 
when they saw the great hero 
with the ape-symbolled flag, 
supported by Krishna, 
the bull-brave hero 
of the Yadava clan. 


Your troops saw the vyuha 
devised by the world’s 
supreme chariot-hero 
with all the best weapons. 
Each corner was guarded 
by four thousand elephants. 


This strategy resembled 
the vyuwha Yudhisthira, 
raja of dharma, 
devised the first day — 
a vyuha not seen 
or heard of till then. 


The warriors of Cedi 
and the heroes of Paricala 
assumed battle stations. 
Then the war-drums! And conches! 
And trumpets! Till the field 
echoed and shuddered. 


The shouts of the soldiers! 
The twanging of bow-strings! 
The wail of the conches! 
The thudding of drums! 
The clang of the cymbals! 
A stupendous uproar! 
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The drums and the cymbals 
were drowned by the conches, 
whose maha-piercing wail 
enveloped the sky, 
already obscured 
by a network of dust. 


The valiant heroes, 
when the sun reappeared, 
advanced to the fray — 
and chariot struck chariot, 
elephant struck elephant 
in the heat of the battle. 


And horseman hit horseman, 
and, wounded, both fell. 
And trumpeting elephants 
collapsed, agonising. 
Pierced by lances 


and bleeding from sword-cuts, 


horse-riders toppled, 
twitched, and lay still. 
Oh, it was wonderful! 


And shields with filigrees 
of gold-work, refulgent 


like sunlight, were shattered 


by lances and axes 
and swords, and littered 
the field of battle. 


Mutilated by tusks, 
chariot-heroes fell 
along with charioteers; 
and bull-like heroes 
of the chariot, mangled 
by others, collapsed. 


And horses, gored 
by elephants, screamed; 


and horse-riders screamed. 


Some soldiers collapsed 
when they heard the wails 


of their bleeding comrades. . 
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It was then, as chariots 
and horses and elephants 
and soldiers fell fast, 
that maha-chariot-hero 
Bhisma and his followers 
saw ape-symbolled Arjuna. 


And Bhisma, the hero 
with a five-palmyra flag, 
assiduously attacked 
Kiritin-Arjuna 
whose maha-weapons dazzled 
like lightning itself. 


O raja! Drona, 
VivimmSati, Salya, 
Duryodhana, Krpa, 
and Bhirisravas charged 
at the son of Indra 
who equalled Sakra-Indra. 


Bedecked in gold armour, 
and skilled in all weapons, 
Abhimanyu, the son 
of Arjuna, emerged 
from the ranks and attacked 
the Kaurava soldiers. 


He blocked the maha-missiles 
the maha-chariot-warriors 
fired to repulse him. 
He dazzled like Agni 
invoked at a ritual 
with maha-mantras. 


It was Bhisma who made 
a river of gore 
to flow on the field, 
its waters his foe’s blood. 
He ignored Abhimanyu, 
targeting Arjuna instead. 
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With the celestial Gandiva 
in his hand, whose twang 
was the roaring of clouds, 
and wearing his diadem, 
Arjuna repulsed 
all the arrows of Bhisma. 


The ape-bannered hero, 
Arjuna mahatma, 
released upon 
that archer unequalled, 
illustrious Bhisma, 
sharp bhalla-arrows. 


But Bhisma, untroubled, 
frustrated that maha 
network of missiles 
released by Arjuna 
with a counter-shower, 
as the sun dispels darkness. 


The Kauravas and Srnjayas 
and others there witnessed 
the duel between 
two bow-twanging supermen, 
Purusottamas Bhisma 
and Dhananjaya-Arjuna. 


SECTION SIXTY-ONE 


O gracious monarch! (continued Sanjaya) 
Sala’s son, Citrasena, 

A§Svatthaman and Bhirisravas 
attacked Saubhadra-Abhimanyu. 


These five excellent warriors focused 
their weapons on him, 

and he fought back 
like a lion’s cub. 


In clarity of aim, in bravery, 

in skill, and in nimbleness, 
in weapons-knowledge, 

none equalled him. 
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Partha-Arjuna saw his foe-smiting son 
desperately fighting 
and showing his skill, 


and roared a leonine shout. 


O lord of the earth! Indra-among rajas! 
Seeing your grandson Abhimanyu 

harassing his attackers, your soldiers 
encircled him completely. 


The foe-smiting son of Subhadra, 
with no help, 

continued steadily to repulse 
his brave attackers. 


And as he fought, all present there 
saw Clearly 

his sun-dazzling maha-bow repeatedly 
stretched for shooting. 


He wounded Drona’s son ASvatthaman 
with one arrow, 

Salya with five, and with eight sliced 
Sarnyamani-Sala’s flagstaff. 


The gold-handled maha-snake-sakti 
hurled by Saumadatti-Bhurisravas 
was pulverised by Abhimanyu 


with one sharp arrow. 


And Salya witnessed the splintering 
of the hundreds of arrows he fired, 
and the deaths 


of his four horses. 


The muscular brilliance of Abhimanyu 
stunned Sarhyamani-Sala, Salya, 

A&vatthaman, Bhiurisravas, and Asvatthaman; 
they panicked. 


O Indra-among-rajas! 
The Trigartas, the Kekayas, 
the twentyfive thousand Madras, 
with your son’s help, 
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Displaying their excellence in bowcraft 
and their pride, 

surrounded Kiritin-Arjuna and Abhimanyu, 
hoping to kill both. 


O foe-crushing raja! 
The Pancala general Dhrstadyumna 

saw from afar the chariots of maha-chariot-hero 
father and son encircled. 


With a massive following of thousands 
of foot-soldiers and horses, 

the general of the Pandava forces 
advanced, 


His bow pulled taut, 
supported by numerous chariots, 
and by the Kekaya and Madra warriors, 
O foe-chastiser. 


The personality of their commander 
and the grandeur 

of the chariots, horses and elephants 
dazzled all. 


Pancala-dynasty-glory-enhancer Dhrstadyumna 
in Arjuna’s presence 

wounded Krpa in the shoulder and neck 
with three arrows. 


He incapacitated ten Madra warriors with ten, 
and with one bhalla-arrow 

he killed the leader guarding the rear 
of Krtavarman. 


With a broad-tipped naraca-arrow, 
foe-exterminating Dhrstadyumna 
killed Damana, 
the son of maha-atmaned Paurava. 


But Salya’s son succeeded in wounding 
the Pancala prince Dhrstadyumna 

with thirty arrows, and with ten more 
his charioteer. 
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Though wounded, maha-bowman Dhrstadyumna 
ran his tongue over his lips, 

and sliced his enemy’s bow 
with a sharp arrow. 


With twentyfive more arrows 

Dhrstadyumna wounded the son of Sala, 
and killed his horses 

and the two wheel-protectors. 


O bull-brave Bharata! The son of Sala, 
from his horseless chariot, 

stared helplessly at the maha-atmaned 
Panicala prince Dhrstadyumna. 


Then that bull-brave hero, Sala’s son 
lifted a maha-fearful pure-steel sword 
and strode | 
towards Dhrstadyumna’s chariot. 


He came like a maha-uraga-serpent 
falling from the sky. 

He came like a huge wave 
overrunning the beach. 

He came like the doom of Kala 


in the world of man. 


He charged upon them, 
and he shone like the sun. 

Astounded, the Pandavas and Dhrstadyumna 
saw him charge like a musth elephant. 


He came with his glittering sword, 
in his dazzling armour. 

The prince of Pancala, Dhrstadyumna, 
saw him descend 


And, roused to anger, the general waited 

till he neared the chariot, too close for arrow-shot. 
Then, lifting his mace, 

he smashed his enemy’s head. 


O raja! Sala’s son fell down dead. 
His shining sword and shield 
slipped and fell. 
His body fell, and they fell. 
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The powerful mahatma raja of Pancala 
added lustre to his renown 

by killing his foe 
with one blow of his mace. 


O respectworthy monarch! The soldiers saw 
the maha-bowman maha-chariot-hero prince, 
Sala’s son, killed; they raised a maha-uproar, 
screaming, “Hai! Hai!” 


Witnessing his son killed, Sariyamani-Sala, 
bursting with anger, 

launched a fierce attack on the battle-hardened 
Paricala Dhrstadyumna. 


All the rajas of the contending armies 
of Kauravas and Pandavas 

saw the two war-scarred heroes 
locked in combat. 


Destroyer-of-heroic-foes Sala, wildly enraged, 
shot three arrows 

at Parsata-Dhrstadyumna, like a mahout 
hook-goading a maha-elephant. 


And Sala, the glory of assemblies, 

also wounded Dhrstadyumna in the chest. 
With that, another horrendous clash 

took place. 
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“Fate is stronger than human effort, Sanjaya,” 
said Dhrtarastra, 

“or why is it my sons are always losing 
to the Pandavas? 


To believe you is to believe 
that my soldiers 
are always defeated 
and the Pandavas always victorious. 
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Sanjaya! You say my soldiers 
have no manly dignity left, 

they are always panicking, fleeing, 
or else they are dying. 


They do their absolute best to win, 
but what I hear from you 

is how they are always crushed 
by the Pandavas. 


Tata! Dear one! All I always hear 
is Duryodhana 

suffering for all the misdeeds 
he has done. 


Sanjaya! I can find no way 

of humbling the Pandavas. 
I can see no way my sons 

Can win this war.” 


O raja! (replied Safijaya) 
Listen patiently to the carnage 
of men and beasts that took place. 
Your maha-injustice began it all. 


Wounded by Salya’s nine arrows, 
Dhrstadyumna lost his temper 

and released a volley of steel arrows 
at the Madra ruler. 


It was an inspiring experience 


seeing Parsata-Dhrstadyumna baffle 


quickly the efforts of Salya, 
the glory of human assemblies. 


No difference could be detected then 
in either of the chariot-heroes; 
indeed, for that moment 
they were equal. 


But soon, maharaja, 
Salya sliced the bow 
of Dhrstadyumna 
with a sharp yellow bhalla-arrow, 
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After which he pinned down Dhrstadyumna 
with arrows 

that fell like rain-clouds drenching 
a mountain. 


Dhrstadyumna endured the attack. 
Meanwhile, angered Abhimanyu 
recklessly charged at the chariot 
of the Madra raja. 


The short-tempered nephew of Krishna, 
infinite-atmaned Karsni-Abhimanyu, 
shot three arrows at Rtayana’s son, 
king Salya. 


And so it was, O raja, that your warriors, 
devising a plan 

to contain Arjuna, defensively encircled 
the Madra raja. 


Duryodhana, Vikarna, Duhsasana, Vivirhsati, 
Durmarsana, Duhsaha, Citrasena, Durmukha, 


Satyavrata, Purumitra — these, O Bharata, ; 
Formed a protective circle around Madra’s ruler Salya. 


Enraged Bhima, the Prsata prince Dhrstadyumna, 
Draupadi’s sons, Abhimanyu, Madri’s twin sons — 


O lord of the world! These ten warriors decided to 
oppose 
The ten warriors of your army, and began shooting. 


It was your unfair policy, O raja, 
that led them 

to seek each other out on the battlefield 
with intent to kill. 


These ten inflamed warriors clashed 
with the other ten 
in a gory combat — 
and the rest of the chariot-heroes watched. 


And so these maha-chariot-heroes 
released missiles of all kinds 
and shouted and harassed 
each other. 
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Eager to kill each other 
in their frenzy of anger, 
they spoke of their prowess, 
and screamed their war-cries. 


They were kinsmen butchering each other, 
O raja, 

hurling maha-missiles in close combat, 
aflame with competitive jealousy. 


Anger-ridden Duryodhana succeeded 
in wounding Dhrstadyumna 
with four stone-sharpened arrows 
in that maha-clash. 


Durmarsana wounded Dhrstadyumna 
with twenty arrows, 

Citrasena with five, Durmukha with nine, 
Duhsaha with seven, 


Vivirhsati with five, Duhsasana with three, 
O Indra-among-rajas. 

But Dhrstadyumna, foe-traumatiser, 
replied, wounding 


Each with twenty arrows, 
shot with amazing agility. 

In that combat, O Bharata, 
Satyavrata and Purumitra 


Were wounded by Abhimanyu 
with ten arrows each. 

Madri’s sons, delighters of the heart 
of their mother, 


Harassed their maternal uncle Salya 
with sharp arrow-showers. 
Amazing! 
Maharaja, to frustrate the two chariot-heroes, 


Salya fired a steady stream of arrows 
at his nephews. 
Though hard pressed, Nakula and Sahadeva 


remained calm. 
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Then maha-powerful Pandava Bhima 
spotted Duryodhana; 

eager to end the battle, 
he brandished his mighty mace. 


Seeing maha-muscled Bhima 
with his uplifted mace 

like the Kailasa mountain, 
your sons panicked and fled. 


But anger-animated Duryodhana 
ordered the Magadha segment, 

consisting of ten thousand elephants, 
to march against Bhima. 


Suyodhana-Duryodhana placed 
the ruler of Magadha in front, 

and advanced with the army 
against Bhima. 


Seeing the elephants advancing, 
wolf-waisted Bhima 

alighted from his chariot and, 
gripping his mace, roared. 


Brandishinz his massive iron mace, 


Bhima charged headlong 


into the elephants, his mouth wide open 


like fatal Antaka-Kala’s. 


Like thunderbolt-wielding Vasava-Indra, 


maha-muscled Bhima 


danced through the field, 


massacring with his mace the elephants. 


The heart-stunning and mind-numbing maha-war-cries 


roared by Bhima 
petrified the elephants 
into huddled paralysis. 


The sons of Draupadi, the maha-chariot-hero Abhimanyu, 
Nakula, Sahadeva, and Prsata’s son Dhrstadyumna, 
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Who were protecting Bhima’s chariot, 
advanced behind him, 

providing cover with thick showers 
of hill-drenching arrow-clouds. 


With razor-arrows, horse-shoe-headed arrows, 
flat-headed bhalla-arrows, 

and crescent-shaped arrows, 
all well-aimed, 

the Pandavas sliced off the heads 
of elephant riders. 


The falling heads dropped 
like huge hailstones. 

Some riders’ braceleted hands still clutched 
the iron hooks. 


The trunks of headless elephant-riders, 
still seated 
on the beasts’ necks, 
looked like top-shattered mountain trees. 


The maha-atmaned warrior Dhrstadyumna 
also killed 

countless massive elephants; 
we saw them fall and die. 


The ruler of Magadha, incensed, 


prodded an elephant Tae Airavata 
to attack the chariot 


of Si siredhew nee 


The slayer-of-heroic-enemies, brave Abhimanyu, 
saw the maha-elephant 


_ charging at him, and slaughtered it 


with a single arrow. 


The conqueror-of-enemy-forts, 
Krishna’s nephew Abhimanyu, 
decapitated with a silver-winged bhalla-arrow 
the ruler of Magadha 
who was pinned under the corpse 
of his huge elephant. 
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Pandu’s son Bhima 
slipped through the elephant horde 
and felled them, 
as Indra with his bolt shatters mountains. 


With a single blow of his mace, 
we saw him kill on the field 
a huge-tusked elephant, 
like a thunderbolt splintering a cliff. 


Hill-huge elephants were butchered, 
their tusks broken, 

their temples, bones, backs, frontal globes smashed 
mercilessly. 


We saw some on the ground, | 

some trying to flee the field terror-stricken, 
some rolling helpless 

in their own urine. 


Some, terror-stricken, 
lay thrashing on the ground, O raja, 
huge hills filthy with fat, blood, marrow 


and brain-mush. 


Maha-elephants vomiting blood, 

dying because they crossed the path of Bhima, 
foaming at the mouth -— 

we saw the hill-huge beasts 


Drenched with blood 
and bathed in elephant marrow. 
Bhima roamed the field 
_ like the rod-wielding god of death Antaka. 


His mace dripping with elephant blood, 
wolf-waisted Bhima appeared 

to be Siva the destroyer himself 
with his Pinaka-bow. 


Terrified by the depredations of Bhima, 
most of the elephants 

in your army ran amok, 
creating havoc in your ranks. 
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Just as the gods protect thunder-wielding Indra, 
Saubhadra-Abhimanyu’s maha-archers 
and charioteers protected Bhima 
as he fought on the field. 


With his mace dripping with the blood 
of elephants, 

Rudra-Siva-fierce Bhima looked indeed 
like the god of death. 


We saw him, O descendent of Bharata, 
whirling his mace 

and dancing on the field 
like Sankara-Siva the cosmic dancer. 


Maharaja, his mace 
was the rod of Yama himself; 
its whirling scream was like the roar 
of Indra’s thunder; 


It was gruesomely stained with gore, 
sticky with marrow and hair; 

it was the Pinaka of Rudra-Siva 
who kills beasts. 


Like a herdsman beating his animals 
with a staff, 

Bhima afflicted the elephants mercilessly 
with his mace. 


Beset by blows from the mace 
and infuriated by arrows, 
the elephants fled, 


trampling your own soldiers. 


Like a storm scattering clouds, 

Bhima tumultuously scattered the elephants, 
standing firm like trident-wielding Siva 

in a cremation ground. 
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After the destruction 
of that division of elephants, 

your son Duryodhana ordered, “Kill Bhima!” 
(continued Safijaya) 


Commanded by your son, 
the whole army attacked Bhima. 
The cacophony produced at that time 
was incredible. 


Even the gods would not have dared 
fight that army, 

as untameable as the ocean 
on a full-moon night, 


An ocean swarming with chariots, 
horses, elephants, 

reverberating with the noise of conches 
and dundubhi-kettledrums, | 

an ocean swarming with numberless 
foot-soldiers and chariot-heroes, 

an ocean obscured 
in a swirl of dust, 


A maha-ocean whose power was neutralised 
by the counter-force of Bhimasena 
standing as firm 
as the ocean-shores. 


O raja! We saw with our own eyes 
this splendid feat 

performed by the maha-atmaned son of Pandu, 
Bhima. 


Bhima stood unshakably resolute, 
with his mace repulsing all 

the earth-lords and their horses, chariots, 
and elephants. 


He stood as stable as mount Meru. 
With his mace 

he stayed the entire army, 
that finest of chariot-heroes. 
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In that gloriously gory, savage, ruthless battle, 
his sons, 
his brothers, 


and the prince of Paficala, Dhrstadyumna, 


The sons of Draupadi, Abhimanyu, 
and never-defeated Sikhandin, 

sensing danger, stood always ready 
to protect maha-powerful Bhima. 


Lifting his massive mace 
crafted of Saikya-iron, 

Bhima charged like the god of death 
Antaka with his rod. 


He pulped charioteers and horses 
with the mace 

which he wielded with his powerful arms; 
the super-swift-Pandava 


Stormed across the field like the conflagration 
of Cosmic Time Kala at the end of a yuga. 
The impact of his thighs 
coverturned chariots. 


Soon he was smashing your army 
as an elephant tramples weeds. 
Dragging riders 


from chariots and elephants, 


Tumbling horsemen from horses, 
crushing foot-soldiers, 

Bhima slaughtered all with his mace, 
as a storm flattens trees. 


Bhima’s maha-muscular ferocity 
spread havoc in your son’s army. 

Dripping with fat, marrow, guts, flesh, 
blood-bespattered, 


His mace, shining and maha-terrible, 
butchered horses and elephants. 

Corpses and carcases of men, horses, elephants, 
and horse-warriors 
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Made the battlefield 

look like the abode of death. 
Like the Pinaka-bow of Siva 

that slaughters beasts, 


Like the fearsome rod of Yama, 
god of death, 

like the ear-splitting thunderbolt 
of Indra, 


Was the massive mace which Bhima 
the mahatma son of Kunti 
whirled above his head, 
like Kala at the dissolution of a yuga. 


The enemy soldiers saw him advancing 
like death personified, 

pulversing all again and again, 
and they became dispirited. 


Whichever direction Bhima turned his eyes 
and swung his mace, 

O Bharata, all the soldiers there 
panicked and fled. 


Like Antaka-Doom with gaping jaws 
breaking through ranks 

to devour enemy soldiers 
with incredible physical energy, 


Wolf-waisted Bhima with his maha-mace 
wrought havoc; 

seeing this, mighty Bhisma sped forward 
to check him. 


He advanced in a dazzling maha-chariot 
whose wheels roared like storm-clouds, 
and he showered arrows 
as Parjanya-Indra downpours rain. 


Seeing Bhisma bearing down on him 
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like wide-mouthed Antaka-Death personified, 


maha-muscled Bhima, roused to fury, 
counter-charged. 
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Precisely that time, 
Satyaki the Sini 
attacked Pitamaha Bhisma 
and tormented your army 
with his excellent foe- 
annihilating bow. 


And your troops, O Bharata, 
reeled under the charge 
of the silver-white steeds 
of his excellent chariot, 
from whose cover he fired 
sharp, lovely-winged arrows. 
Alambusa the raksasa 
attempted to stop him 
with only ten arrows, 
but the grandson of Sini 
fired four of his own, 
and continued to advance. 
Observing the steady, 
relentless approach 


of Satyaki, who traumatised 
the chiefs of your army 


with brilliant manoeuvres 
and piercing war-cries, 
Your soldiers fired sheets 
of arrows at him, 
like torrents of rain 
drenching a mountain, 
but he shone like the sun 
in irresistible radiance. 
O raja, then 
not one in your army 
was hopeful, not one 
not desponding, 
save the son of Somadatta, 
mahatma Bhirisravas. 


Seeing his friends in despair, 


he gripped his bow, and charged 
headlong at Satyaki. 
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O raja (Safijaya continued), 
Bhurisravas, enraged, 

like a mahout goading an elephant, 
wounded Satyaki with nine arrows. 


In everyone’s presence, 
confident-atmaned Satyaki 

immediately pinned down Bhurigravas, 
with vicious, knotted arrows. 


And raja Duryodhana and his brothers 
quickly surrounded 

the hard-pressed son of Somadatta, Bhurisravas, 
for his protection. 


The Pandavas, too, swiftly encircled Satyaki 
and prepared 

for the terrible battle 
that would follow. 


Bhima, enraged, on the Pandava side, 
opposed, O Bharata, 

with his uplifted mace, your sons 
led by Duryodhana himself. 


Reinforced by thousands of chariots, 
and livid with fury, 

your son Nandaka 
wounded maha-powerful Bhima 


With six stone-sharpened 
kanka-feathered arrows. 
Infuriated Duryodhana wounded 

maha-chariot-hero Bhima 


In the chest with nine excellent arrows. 
Impossibly maha-powerful maha-muscled Bhima 
quickly climbed 


into his chariot, 


That finest of all chariots, 
and said to his charioteer Visoka: 
“All the valiant maha-chariot-hero sons. 
of Dhrtarastra 
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Are trying to kill me 
in a frenzy of frustration. 
A desire cherished in my heart 
for many years, 


I will fulfil today. 

I can see all the brothers in one place. 
Where clouds of dust are swirling 

from chariot-wheels, 


Obscuring the sky and the directions, 
there raja Suyodhana-Duryodhana, 
encased in his shining armour, 
waits, 


Together with his blood- and uterine-brothers. 
Today, 

in front of your eyes, 
I will definitely kill them all. 


Charioteer, take care 
you handle the reins well.” 
Saying this, Prtha-Kunti’s son Bhima 


aimed at your son 


Ten sharp arrows that were decorated 
with gold filigree, 

and wounded Nandaka in the chest 
with three arrows. 


Duryodhana countered maha-powerful Bhima 
with sixty arrows, 

and wounded Visoka 
with three keen-tipped arrows. 


Smiling as he did so, O raja, 
Duryodhana neatly 

sliced the glittering bow of Bhima 
with three sharp arrows. 


Wolf-waisted Bhima saw his charioteer 
in distress 

as a result of the exquisite bow-skill 
of Duryodhana, 


[VI:64:19-27] 


Teaser, flat 


20 


21 


Ze 


23 


24 


Zo 


26 


26 


454 


And, unable to stand the humiliation, 
he lifted, maharaja, 

a celestial bow, O bull-brave Bharata, 
to kill your son. 


In a fury of uncontrollable rage, 
he fitted 

a horse-shoe-headed arrow 
and sliced Duryodhana’s bow. 


Your son was livid readied fury; 
he threw aside 

the shattered bow and took another — 
a much stronger one. 


Stringing a visikha arrow 

that resembled the fatal rod of Kala-mrtyu, 
your son fired straight 

into Bhima’s chest. 


The arrow hit; 

the impact threw Bhima off-balance; 
he slumped in his chariot, 

feeling faint and dizzy. 


The shame of Bhima’s collapse 
was unendurable 

for the Pandava maha-chariot-heroes 
headed by Abhimanyu. 


That was the signal for these heroes 
to inundate your son 

with a torrential arrow-shower, 
fired systematically. 


In the meantime, maha-powerful Bhima, 
recovering consciousness, 

wounded Duryodhana first with three arrows, 
then with five. 


Then Pandu’s son, the indefatigable bowman 
valiant Bhima, 

fired twentyfive gold-feathered arrows at Salya, 
who fled. 
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Your fourteen sons then jointly attacked Bhima — 


Senapati, Susena, Jalasarndha, Sulocana, 


Ugra, Bhimaratha, Bhima, Virabahu, Alolupa, 


Durmukha, Duspradharsa, Vivitsu, Vikata, Sama. 


Their eyes copper-bright with indignation, 
they rushed at Bhima, 

wounding him with a multiplicity 
of arrows. 


Maha-powerful Bhima saw your sons 
and started 
licking the corners of his mouth, 
like a wolf surrounded by small beasts. 


The maha-powerful Pandava Bhima, 
swooping like Garuda, 

swiftly severed Senapati’s head 
with a horse-shoe arrow. 


Laughing, with supreme ease, 
with three arrows 

maha-muscled Bhima despatched Jalasamdha 
to Yama’s abode. 


Next he sent Susena to the realm of death. 
The head of Ugra, 

handsomely helmeted, 
shining like the moon, 


With exquisite ear-rings, 
was severed with a flat-headed arrow; 

it rolled on the ground. With seventy arrows, 
Virabahu, his horses and charioteer, 


Were next killed by Bhima 
on the field of battle. 

Then, smiling, Bhima sent 
Bhima and Bhimaratha, 


Your two sons, O raja, to the abode of death. 
In front of all 

on that horrendous site of slaughter, 
Bhima despatched Sulocana, 
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With the whole army as witness, 
to Yama’s abode. 
Your other sons present, 
seeing these exploits of Bhima, 


Were stupefied; as they wondered, O raja, 
maha-atmaned Bhima attacked them, 
and they ran helter-skelter 
from the field. 


Then Santanu’s son Bhisma 
addressed the maha-chariot-heroes: 
“Our maha-chariot-heroes on the field, 
by angry Bhima 


Are routed, though they are expert in arms, 
confident, and valiant. 

March forward and teach Bhima 
a lesson!” 


These words of Bhisma stimulated the wrath 
of the soldiers 

of Duryodhana, 
and they attacked maha-powerful Bhima. 


O lord of the earth! It was Bhagadatta, 
riding an elephant 

with rut-streaming temples, 
who was the first to attack Bhima. 


It was he who fired such a thick volley 
of stone-sharpened arrows 

that shaft-clouds impenetrably 
obscured Bhima-sun. 


The maha-chariot-heroes under the command 
of Abhimanyu - 

all proud of their strength - 
could not tolerate this humiliation; 


So they formed a pincer movement 
against Bhagadatta, | 

drowning him and his elephant 
under torrents of arrows. 
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Pierced by the showers of weapons 
that fell on it, 

that elephant of the ruler of the Pragjyotisas, 
O raja, 

With blood streaning down its hide, 
lumbered on the field 

like a dark maha-rain-cloud 
painted with sunlight. 


Its rutting juices streaming, 
goaded by king Bhagadatta, 

it charged like Antaka-doom 
despatched by Kala. 


It doubled its speed, 
the earth shook where it sped. 
All the maha-chariot-heroes, 
seeing the charging monster, 


And realising it could not be controlled, 
despaired and panicked. 

In a fury, 
Bhagadatta wounded Bhima’s chest 


With a twisted knot-arrow. Maharaja, 
the maha-chariot-hero Bhima, 
pierced by the arrow 
of Bhagadatta, 


Felt faint, and clutched at his flagstaff 
for support. 

Seeing the other heroes dazed, 
and Bhima near-unconscious, 


The illustrious warrior Bhagadatta 
screamed his war-cry. 

Noticing Bhima’s precarious condition, 
the raksasa Ghatotkaca, 


Of horrific appearance, roused to fierce anger, 
suddenly seemed to vanish. 

What a terrible coward-quaking maya 
he created! 
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The next instant he assumed 
a macabre form, 

and appeared through maya-power 
to be riding on Airavata, 

the elephant of Vajrapani-Indra 
with hide white as Kailasa snow. 


He was followed by the other elephants — 
guards of the four directions — 
Anjana, Vamana, 
and Mahapadma. 


Riding on each of these three elephants, O raja, 
was a raksasa; 

the temples of these colossal elephants streamed 
with rutting juice. 


They were maha-powerful, fleet of foot, 
and maha-formidable. 

Ghatotkaca goaded his elephant 
to lead the attack; 


Foe-crushing Ghatotkaca wished to kill Bhagadatta 
along with Bhagadatta’s elephant. 

Goaded by maha-powerful raksasas, 
the other elephants, 


Each four-tusked, lumbered from four sides 
on the elephant of Bhagadatta, 
lunging and plunging 
with their tusks. 
Arrow-pierced, tusk-gored, mortally wounded, 
the elephant of Bhagadatta trumpeted; 
the noise resembled the noise 
of Indra’s thunderbolt. 


Bhisma heard the agonised screaming 
of the beast and, 

turning to raja Suyodhana-Duryodhana and Drona, 
he said: 


“The maha-bowman Bhagadatta is caught 
in the coils 

of ill-atmaned Haidimba-Ghatotkaca. 
He is in great peril. 
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This raksasa is horrendous, 
and the raja is infuriated. 

One is Death, and the other, it seems, is Kala 
on the battlefield. 


Listen! We can hear the victory maha-shouts 
of the Pandavas 

and the screaming anguish of the elephant 
of Bhagadatta. 


May success go with you! 

Let us now reinforce raja Bhagadatta, 
for without our protection, 

he is sure to be killed. 


Make haste, maha-warriors! 
No time to lose! 

This horrendous, horripilating clash 
worsens each instant. 


King Bhagadatta is of noble lineage, 
he is courageous and loyal. 
Brave ones, 
it is right that we save him!” 


Listening to the advice of Bhisma, 
the maha-chariot-heroes, 
under the leadership of Drona, 
to save Bhagadatta, 


Formed serried ranks, 

and proceeded to the site of battle. 
Seeing them advance, 

the forces headed by Yudhisthira — 


The Paricalas and the Pandavas - 
pursued from behind. 

Seeing the two armies approach, 
the raksasa Ghatotkaca 


Emitted an ear-splitting yell 


that sounded like thunder. 
Hearing the scream 
and seeing the advancing war-elephants, 
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Santanu’s son Bhisma said 
to Bharadvaja’s son Drona: 

“T have no desire to fight the ill-atmaned 
Ghatotkaca, Hidimba’s son. 


He is enormously powerful, he is brave, 
he has strong help. 

He cannot be defeated 
even by thunder-wielding Indra. 


He knows his targets, he never misses; 
our beasts are tired, 

we have been mauled 
in our Pandava-Pancala encounter. 


There is no point 
in continuing battling the Pandavas. 
Order retreat! Tomorrow we shall fight 
once again.” 


Hearing these words of Pitamaha Bhisma 
harassed by Ghatotkaca, 

the Kauravas gladly complied 
with his order. 


The withdrawal of the Kauravas prompted 
the Pandavas 

to shout war-cries and blow trumpets 
and conches. 


That was how, O bull-brave Bharata, 
the battle raged 

that day between the Pandavas 
and the Kauravas. 


At night, ashamed of their defeat 
at the hands of the Pandavas, 
the Kauravas retired 
to their camp. 


The maha-chariot-hero Pandavas also retired. 
Their hearts were joyful, 

though their bodies were bruised 
and shaken. 
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They stationed Bhima and Ghatotkaca 
at their head, maharaja, 

and marched back, 
offering them puja-respect. 


Their war-cries blended 

with the noise of their trumpets, 
and their praise mingled 

with the blare of their conches. 


Shouting lion-roars and shaking the earth, 
O honour-bestowing monarch, 
with their triumphal march, 
the mahatma warriors frightened your sons. 


At night those foe-smiters 
relaxed in their tents. 

But Duryodhana, agitated by the slaughter 
of his brothers, 


Grieved and wept — and ruminated. 

He planned the arrangements 
for passing the night, 

after which he was pensive again, 
mourning the loss 

of s> many of his brothers. 


SECTION STATY-FIveE 


“Sanjaya,” said Dhrtarastra, 

“when I hear of the Pandavas’ feats, 
excelling those of gods, | 

I am filled with fear and wonder. 


And when I hear of the humiliation 
of my sons, Sanjaya, 

I become anxious; I think: 
How is this going to end? 


And Vidura’s prophecy haunts me - 
all that he said, 

by the yoga of fate, is coming true, Sanjaya, 
in each detail. 
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There are splendid warriors in the army 
of the Pandavas 

who match the heroic and experienced warriors 
of Bhisma. _ 


What makes the maha-powerful mahatma Pandavas 
so immune? 

What boon have they received? 
Tata! Dear one! What knowledge is theirs? 


Why are they as unfading as the stars 
in the sky? 
I cannot tolerate this murder of my armies 


by the Pandavas. 


A ferocious fate is punishing me. 
Why are the Pandavas 

so unkillable, and my sons 
so vulnerable? 


Sanjaya, I must have the answers 
to these questions. 
I know of no way to overcome 


my grief, 


Just as a bare-armed swimmer has no way 
to cross the maha-ocean. 

My sons are facing the greatest peril 
of their lives. 


I have a feeling Bhima will kill them; 
I know he will. 
I can think of no warrior, not one, 


on the battlefield 


Who can rescue them now. 
Safjaya, my sons are doomed. 
The strength of the Pandavas, 


the cause of our weakness — 


Please answer whatever questions 
I now put to you. 

What did Duryodhana do 
when his troops fled? 
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Bhisma, Drona, Krpa, Sakuni, Jayadratha, 
The maha-bowman Aévatthaman, maha-powerful 
Vikarna — 


What did they do? O maha-wise Sanjaya, 
what did these maha-atmaned warriors do 
when my sons 


fled the field?” 


O raja! Listen to me carefully 
(replied Safjaya), 

and think it over. It was not mantras, 
it was not maya. 


The Pandavas created no new horrors. 
They are strong, O raja: 

they used their Sakti in battle fairly; 
that is all. 


O Bharata! Kunti’s sons seek maha-glory, 
so whatever they do — 

even their life’s smallest activities — 
is done according to dharma. 


They do not shirk duty in battle. 

They are maha-powerful, and they follow dharma. 
They are Sri-dedicated. 

Where dharma is, victory is. 


That is why they cannot be routed, 
why victory is theirs always. 
Your ill-atmaned sons 
go in far misdeeds; 


They are cruel, and mean; 

that is why they lose. O lord of men, 
they were maliciously unjust 

and vindictive 


To the Pandavas; 
they behave like men of low birth. 
Overlooking all these offences 
committed by your sons, 
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Pandu’s sons did their best to ignore the mischief, 
O lord of the world, 

and keep it unknown, 
and yet your sons never respected them. 


O lord of men, 
there is a price to pay 
for incessant wrong-doing, 
a maha-bitter fruit to reap. 


Maharaja, you must taste that fruit now too, 
because you, O raja — 

you refused to act on the advice 
of your well-wishers. 


You were warned by mahatma Drona, 
by Vidura, 

by me, and by Bhisma. 
You did not listen. 


You were like a sick man rejecting medicine 
when you spurned our words. 

You thought with your sons 
to crush the Pandavas. 


Let me tell you exactly 

why the Pandavas are sure to win, 
for this, O excellent Bharata, 

is what you want to know. 


] will tell it to you exactly 
as I heard it. 

O foe-crushers! Duryodhana asked Bhisma 
precisely this question. 


After the rout of his maha-chariot-hero brothers 
on the battlefield, 

his heart overflowing with grief, 
at dead of night, 


He humbly approached maha-wise Pitamaha Bhisma. 
O lord of men! 

Let me repeat to you what your son 
said to him. 
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Duryodhana said: 
“You, Drona, Salya, Krpa, Asvatthaman, 
Hrdika’s son Krtavarman, 
Sudaksina of the Kambojas, 


The valiant Bhurisravas, Vikarna and Bhagadatta — 
These nobly-descended maha-chariot-heroes are 
always ready to die. 


I think they are competent to fight 
the three worlds, 

yet they failed to repulse 
the Pandava offensive. 


I am uneasy about this; 
I am filled with doubts. 

Who is it whose help makes the Pandavas win? 
Tell me.” 


“Listen carefully, Kaurava,” replied Bhisma. 
“How many times before 

did I tell you the same thing -— 
you never listened, O raja. 


O excellent Bharata! 

Make peace with the Pandavas, 
it will benefit you, 

it will benefit the world. 


You can still enjoy, with much happiness, 
this earth; 

you can still please your relatives and others, 
O raja. 

I kept insisting — 
but you never cared to listen. 

Now you suffer for the wrongs 
you did the Pandavas. 


O maha-muscled ruler, pradhu-lord, 

learn why the never ill-doing Pandavas 
will never come 

to any harm. 
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There was not, is not, 
and there will never be any person 

to defeat the Pandavas, protected by Hari-Krishna, 
the Sarn ga-bow wielder, 

whom neither gods, anti-gods, nor men 
can fully know. 


You who know dharma, tata, dear one, 
let me tell you 

what the serene-atmaned munis say 
about this purana-gita. 


In the ancient past, 

the gods and rsis assembled 
on Gandhamadana mountain 

to revere Brahma Pitamaha. 


Sitting in the centre, lord-of-creatures 
Prajapati-Brahma 

noticed a chariot as if aflame 
suspended in space. 


Obtaining insight through meditation, 
Brahma, with ecstatic atman, 
did anjali and namaskara to Purusa Parameévara, 


the Supreme Divinity. 


‘The gods and rsis also saw 
the maha-marvellous vision 
and, standing with Brahma, 
offered their anjali. 


Knower-of-prime-dharma, best-of-Veda-knowers, 
creator-of-the-worlds Brahma, 

chanted this praise 
of the vision: 


‘Glory of the universe! 

Image of the universe! 

Lord of the universe! 

Protector of the universe! 
Controller of the universe! 
Supreme God of the universe! 
Vasudeva! 

Redeem me, Yogatman divinity! 
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Victory to you, 

O world Mahadeva! 

Victory to you, 

O world benefactor! 

Victory to you, 

O Lord of yogis! 

Victory to you, 

O beginning and end of Yoga! 


Born-of-the-lotus, 
Padmagarbha, 
victory to you! 
Large-eyed divinity, 
lord of the lords of the universe, 
victory to you! 
Lord of the past, 
of the present and future, 
victory to you! 
Self-born divinity, 
serene avatara, 
victory to you! 


Lord of numerous gunas, 
ultimate redeemer, 
victory to you! 
Narayana ineffable, 
Sarnga-bow-wielder, 
victory to you! 


Image of the universe, 
all-guna-deity, 
victory to you! 
Maha-powerful 
lord of the universe, 
defect-free divinity, 
Divinity devoted 
to the universe’s welfare, 
victory to you! 
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Maha Cosmic Serpent! Mahoraga! 
Mighty Boar avatara! 
HarikeSsa! 

Victory to you! 
Saffron-robed one! Harivasa! 
Abode of the universe! Disamisa! 
Infinite Deity! 
Undecaying one! 

Victory to you! 


Manifested one! 
Unmanifested one! 
Sense-disciplined deity! 
Truth-practising divinity! 
Self-knowing one! 
Immeasurable one! 
Profundity itself! 
Fulfiller of desires! 
Victory to you! 


Endless! 

Eternal! 

Granter of prosperity! 
O Brahman! 

Ever-successful! 

All-knowing! 

Percipient in dharma! 
Always victorious! 


Yogatman divinity! 

O heart of mystery! 

O Lord of all that is! 

Lord of the universe! 

Lord of the truths of the worlds! 
Victory to you! 


Self-born divinity! 

Maha-favoured of fortune! 

Destroyer of the kalpa! 

Inspirer of the mind! 

Beloved Brahman of the seekers of truth! 
Victory to you! 
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Creator and destroyer! 
Discipliner of desire! 
Primary deity, Paramesvara! 
Origin of amrta! 

Basis of truth! 

Granter of victory! 

Freer of the atman! 


Lord of Prajapati! 
Lotus-navelled divinity! 
Padmanabha! 
Maha-powerful divinity! 
O self-created Atman! 
O Maha-Form of reality! 
Victory to you! 


Your feet 

the earth devi! 
Your arms 

the codrdinates of space! 
Your head 

the region of heaven! 
Your image 

I, Brahma! 
Your limbs 

the gods! 
Your eyes 

the sun and the moon! 


Your strength 

truth and tapasya! 
Your face 

dharma and karma! 
Your energy 

fire! 
Your breath 

wind! 
Your sweat 

water! 
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Your ears 
the twin ASvins! 
Your tongue 
Sarasvati devi 
goddess of learning! 
Your rituals of sarnskara 
the Vedas! 
And in you 
is the world stable! 


We are ignorant 

of your measure of greatness 
We are ignorant 

of your energy and radiance 

of your strength and origin 
O lord of yoga and yogis! 


Deva! O divine one! 

We offer you bhakti! 

We follow the ways of your sacred path! 
Visnu! 

We worship the Supreme Lord ParameSa! 
We worship the Deity-above-all Mahesvara! 


Rsis 
Gods 
Gandharvas 
Yaksas 
Raksasas 
Pannagas 
Pisacas 
Humans 
Animals 
Birds 
Reptiles 


Are all created by me 

through your grace! 
Lotus-navelled one! 
Large-eyed one! 
Krishna! 


Remover of sorrows! 
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You are the goal of all creatures! 
You are the leader! 

O world-guru! 

You are the joy of the gods! 
Your grace brings them bliss! 


By your grace, O divine one, deva, 
is the earth redeemed. 
O large-eyed one, 
be the cause of Yadava prosperity! 


Listen to my prayer, O radiant one! 
Accept my prayer, Lord, 

And make dharma firm, 

Destroy the Danavas, 

Make stable the earth! 


O Vasudeva! 

O fulfilled lord of the worlds! 
This song I sing 

Of your ineffable mystery 

Is the fruit of your grace! 


O Krishna! 

You created the divine Samkarsana 
Out of your atman; 

And then you created Pradyumna 
Out of your atman; 


From Pradyumna you created Aniruddha 
Whom the learned know as undecaying Visnu; 
And it was Aniruddha who created me, 
Brahma, the sustainer of the worlds. 


I have been created by you! 

I partake of the essence of Vasudeva! 

Divide yourself into four again, O radiant one, 
And be born in the world of humans. 


For the happiness of the worlds, 
For the destruction of anti-gods, 
For the establishment of dharma, 
For accomplishing glory, 
perform this yoga in the world of humans. 
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O Primary Atman! Paramatmakam! 
Brahma-rsis and gods 

Sing your praises 

In your multiplicity of names. 


O handsome-armed! 

You are the granter of boons, 

All seek refuge in you, 

You are the shelter of all. 

Brahmins praise you as the hub of the universe, 
Possesser of infinite yoga-energy, 

Divinity without beginning, middle, or end.’ ” 


SECTION SIXTY => SidkkeX 


Bhisma continued: 

“The Lord of the lord of the worlds, 
Bhagavan Deva, 
Affectionately and profoundly, 
Replied to Brahma: 


‘Through the power of my yoga, 

I know what you desire. Tata, dear devotee, 
Your wish shall be granted.’ 

Saying this, he vanished. 


The gods, rsis, and gandharvas 
were filled with wonder; 
their curiosity made them enquire 

of Brahma Pitamaha: 


‘Who was it, O radiant one, 
To whom you offered pranama 
With so much humility 

And praised so highly? 

We are eager to know.’ 


Bhagavan Pitamaha Brahma 
replied pleasingly 

to the gods, Brahma-rsis, and gandharvas 
in these words: 
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‘Tat: Vhat. 
Supreme. 

Was, is, shall be. 
Atman of creatures. 
Prabhu Lord. 
Brahman. 


The Final Goal. 


Such is the blissful Being 
with whom I was talking. 
I prayed to the lord of the world 


to favour earth 


By taking birth there and be known 
as Vasudeva: 

Be born on earth in order to destroy 
the anti-gods. 


For Daityas and Danavas and raksasas 
who were killed in battle 

have taken monstrous births 
as humans. 


Enormously powerful Bhagavan 
shall roam the earth 
in human form: 
Narayana in the company of Nara. 


For Nara-Narayana together 
cannot be overcome in battle 
even by the gods 
united against them. 


The two ancient rsis Nara and N arayana 
will take birth on earth, 

and only utter fools 
will fail to recognise them. 


The supreme lord of all the worlds, 
Sarva-loka-mahe§$vara, 

Vasudeva, whose eldest son 1, Brahma, am, 
deserves your worship. 
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O excellent gods, you who are powerful, 
who carry conch, cakra and mace, 
remember never to say, 
“He’s a mere man.” 


Supreme mystery. 
Supreme goal. 
Supreme Brahman. 
Supreme glory. 

That is what he is. 


Undeteriorating. 
Unmanifest. 
Eternal. 
Sung as the Purusa. 
Known by none. 

That is what he is. 


Supreme energy. 

Supreme happiness. 

Supreme truth. 

So sung by the World-Artificer ViSvakarman. 
That is what he is. 


That is why infinitely powerful Vasudeva 
should never be described 
by men and Indra-led gods as 


“He’s a mere man.” 


He’s a fool who calls Hrsikega 
a mere man; 

such a fool is the lowest of men, 
for he belittles divinity. 


Vasudeva is a mahatma who by yogic power 
is born in the world; 

stupid indeed is the man 
who does not know this. 


Wise men call that person truly stupid 
who does not see 

that the moving-unmoving Srivatsa-marked one 
is lotus-born Visnu. 
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Whoever maligns Kiritin the diademed one 
and the mahatma 

Kaustubha-wearing protector of friends, 
is flung into the deepest darkness of tamas. 


O excellent gods, everyone who has knowledge 
of these truths 

should do namaskara to Vasudeva, 
lord of the lords of the worlds.’ 


Saying this to the gods (continued Bhisma). 
and the rsis, 

the Bhagavan Atman of all creatures 
retired to his abode. 


The gods, gandharvas, sages, apsaras, 
after listening 

to the words of Brahma, 
joyfully left for heaven. 


Tata! Child! This is what I heard 
from learned rsis 

who were discussing Vasudeva 
in one of their gatherings. 


I heard the same 
from Jamadagni’s son Parasurama, 

from wise Markandeya, O bull-brave Bharata, 
and from Vyasa and Narada. 


I am now convinced that mahatma Vasudeva 

Is the undecaying Lord above all lords, 

That he is Krishna, 

That Krishna is Narayana, 

That Prabhu Krishna is all, O bull-brave Bharata. 


Why should people not worship Vasudeva 
From whose atman was born Brahma 
The father of the universe? 


Tata! Child! In the past you were warned 
By Veda-wise sages: 
‘Avoid clashing with bow-wielding Krishna 
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And the Pandavas.’ 

You foolishly chose not to understand what they said. 
Your ignorance is so complete, _ 

I think you are nothing but a ruthless raksasa. 


That must be the reason you hate 

Govinda-Krishna and Pandu’s son Dhananfjaya-Arjuna. 
Would any human despise 

The divine pair Nara-Narayana? 


Let me repeat, O raja: 
Krishna is 

eternal 

undecaying 

the image of the universe 

unchanging 

the ruler 

the creator 

the sustainer 


Guru of moving and unmoving life 
Absolute Lord of the three worlds 
Warrior 

Victory 

The Victorious One 

Lord of all nature... 


He is unstained by tamas, O raja. 
He is free from imperfection. 
Where Krishna is, 
Dharma is; 
Where Dharma is, 
Victory is. 


O raja! By his transcendent power, 
By the yoga of his atman, 
He supports the Pandavas 
And ensures their victory. 
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He inspires the intelligence 
of the Pandavas 

And the intelligence 
ensures their prosperity 

He gives them strength 
on the battlefield 

He always protects them 
from danger 


Eternal 

Deity 

Auspicious 

Such is Vasudeva 

Ubiquitous 

Such is Vasudeva 

About whom you asked, O Bharata. 


Adored differently by 
Brahmins 

Ksatriyas 

Vaisyas 

Siidras 

According to the karma of each 
He is the Deity 

Sung by Sarhkarsana 

At the end of the Dvapara-yuga 
And the beginning of the Kali-yuga - 
This is Krishna 

Saviour of his devotees 


In yuga after yuga 

Again and again 

Krishna- Vasudeva 

In the worlds of the gods 
The world of mortals 

The sea-encircled cities 

The land-locked hinterland.” 
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“In all the worlds,” said Duryodhana, 
“Maha-Vasudeva excels. 
Tell me, Pitamaha, about his origin 


and glory.” 


Bhisma replied: “O bull-brave Bharata! 
Maha-Vasudeva excels. 

He is the God of gods. 

He is the Lotus-Eyed One 

Unparalleled. 


Markandeya has maha-wonderful words 
About Govinda-Krishna — 

He is the Atman of all atmans, 

He is the Mahatma, 

He is Purusottama, 

The Supreme Personality. 


He created 
Water 
Air 
Fire 
After creating Prthivi Devi the Earth Goddess 
The Lord of all the worlds Sarva-lokesvara Prabhu 


Deva Mahatma Purusottama 
Relaxed on the waters 
Indrawing all his energies 
By the power of his yoga 


From the mouth of the immaculate one came 
Fire 
From his breath 
Wind 
From his mouth 
Sarasvati 
goddess of learning 
and the Vedas 
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First he created 

the worlds 

the gods 

the rsis 
Then 

decay and death 

growth and birth 
He is 

Dharma 
He is 

the Dharma-knower 
He is 

the boon-granter 
He is 

the gratifier of desire 
He is 

the Doer 
He is 

the Deed 
He is 

the Primal God 
He is 

his own Lord 


He created 
Past 
Present 
Future 
He created 
the two samdhya-twilights 
of morning and evening 
He is Janardana the Punisher-of-people 
He created the sky 
the directions 
the cosmic order 


This undecaying mahatma Govinda created 
rsis 
tapasya 

He is the prabhu lord 

He created 
the creator of the worlds 
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He created 

Samkarsana 

the first-born life-essence 
Out of which came 

Narayana Sanatana 


the God of gods 


From the navel of Narayana 
rose the Lotus of life 
From the Lotus 
rose Pitamaha Brahma 
Primal Grandsire 
Creator of the worlds 


He is Sesa 

who sustains 

all the world’s creatures 

He holds the world steady 

with all her hills and mountains 
He is Ananta 

omni-formed 

sinuous supporter of life 


Brahmins perceive his maha-radiant divinity 
With the help of the yoga of meditation. 
The maha-antigod Madhu 


Born from the secretion in his ear — 


An anti-god horrendous in malice 

And horrendous in deed - 

Was about to destroy Brahma 

When he was killed by Purusottama Krishna. 


Tata! Dear one! 
That is why the gods, Danavas, humans, and rsis 
Call Janardana Madhusidana, ‘Slayer of Madhu.’ 


This is the Lord incarnated as 

Boar 

Man-Lion 

Three-Worlds-Conquering Dwarf 
This is Hari who is 

Mother 

Father 

of all creatures 
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There was never 
There is not now 
There never will be 
anyone superior 
to the Lotus-eyed Lord. 
From his mouth come 
the Brahmins 
From his arms 


the Ksatriyas 


From his thighs 
the Vaisyas 

From his legs 
the Sidras. 

O raja! Those who control their bodies 
with severe tapasya 


On the amavasya fortnight 

And the full moon fortnight of purnima 

And meditate on KeSava who is Yoga-personified 
achieve maha-fulfilment. 


O world-ruler! 
KeSava is the all-worlds Pitamaha 
He is the primal energy 
Rsis know him as 
HrsikeSa, the Lord of the senses. 


Know him as 
Acarya 
Father 
Guru 
Whom Krishna favours 
achieves 
the undecaying abode 


Who seeks KeSava 
in times of fear 
Who sings his praises 
spontaneously 
Is blessed with happiness and prosperity 
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Those who shelter in Krishna 
are never deceived 

Those who seek the shelter of Janardana 
are never refused 


Knowing all this, O Bharata raja, 
Yudhisthira 
with his whole atman 

Seeks the grace of Kesava mahatma 
lord of yoga 
lord of the worlds 
the Supreme God.” 


SME TION SIA TY - ER@ryT 


“Maharaja, 

Listen to my song of praise,” said Bhisma, 
“Sung by Brahma himself in the past 

And repeated before humans 

By gods and Brahma-rsis. 


Lord of the gods and Sadhyas, 
God above all other gods, 
Knower of the innermost heart, 
Protector of people — 

So Narada chants your praises. 


You are the past, present, and future, 
Sings Markandeya, 

You are the Yajna of all yajiias, 

The Tapasya above all tapasyas. 


You are the God above all gods, 
Sings Bhagavan Bhrgu, 
You are the Ancient and Shining Visnu, 


You are the Vasudeva of the Vasus. 
Sings island-born Dvaipayana Vyasa, 
The strength behind Sakra-Indra, 
The God of gods. 
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You were the lord of creation Daksa 
In the distant past 

When creation commenced; 

You are the creator of all, 

Sings Angiras. 

You are the Form Unmanifested, 
You are the Concept Manifested, 
Sing Devala and Asita; 

You are the Creator of the gods. 


Your head 
covers sky and space 
Your arms 
sustain the earth 
Your stomach 
holds the three worlds 
You are the Eternal Purusa personified. 


Purified by tapasya, 

People know you as such. 

To the rsis who have darshan of the atman, 
You are the only Reality. 


Madhusudana, 

You are the succour of the raja-rsis 
The unflinching ones 

Who perform all dharmas serenely. 


Such is the song of praise 

In adoration of Bhagavan Purusottama-Hari-Krishna, 
Uttered by the yoga-knowing sages 

Headed by Sanatkumara. 


Lata! Child! Duryodhana, I have given you 
briefly and in detail, 
an account of KeSava. 


Lovingly, adore Krishna.” 


Maharaja (continued Safijaya), your son, 
having listened 
to this sacred account, 
began to think highly of Kesava 
and the Pandava 
maha-chariot-heroes. 
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ren Orraya, Santanu’s son Bhisma 
said to Duryodhana: 

“You have heard from me 
about mahatma KeSava’s glory 


And Nara’s about which 
you had wanted to know, O king. 

You know now why the rsis Nara-Narayana 
have taken birth on earth. 


You know now why these two heroes 
are invincible, 

why they remain undefeated, 
and why Pandu’s sons cannot be killed, O raja. 


Krishna has an adamantine affection 
for the Pandavas; that is why. 

Therefore, O Indra-among rajas, 
make peace with the Pandavas. 


Keep your mind disciplined, 
realise they are your brothers, 
share the kingdom with them. 
Do not provoke the divine pair Nara-Narayana” 


Having said this, your. father Bhisma kept silent, 
O lord of the world. 

Taking leave of raja Duryodhana, 
he returned to his tent. 


O bull-brave Bharata! 
Raja Duryodhana retired 
to his tent after pranama-ing maha-atmaned Bhisma, 
and slept that night on a white bed. 


SECTION SIXTY-NINE 


Night passed, the day-making sun rose 
(continued Safijaya) 

and the two armies advanced, maharaja, 
for another battle. 
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They faced each other 
in serried rank upon rank; 
reckless with hate, they were bent 
on mutual slaughter. 


It was your wrong policy, O raja, 
that impelled 

the Pandavas and Dhrtarastrans 
to self-destruction. 


O raja! Bhisma stationed his army 

in the makara-crocodile formation. 
Pandu’s sons also prepared 

their defence. 


Acting on advice from the sage Dhaumya, 
foe-less AjataSatru- Yudhisthira 
organised the hawk-strategy 
for the impending battle. 


He was familiar with the hawk-shape arrangement 
of sticks in a funeral pyre. 

Your son, O Bharata, 
chose the crocodile-strategy. 


He acted on the advice of Drona 
in the strategic positioning 

of his army, leaving the leadership 
to Bhisma. 


Maharaja, your pita Devavrata-Bhisma, 
that supreme-chariot-hero, 

then advanced with a huge host 
of chariots. 


He was followed by foot-soldiers, 
chariot-heroes, 

cavalry men and elephant-warriors 
marching in perfect precision. 


Observing their enemy prepared for battle, 
the Pandavas marched 

in the impregnable strategy 
of the hawk-vyzha, 
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Whose beak was the maha-powerful, 
resplendent Bhima, 

whose eyes were Sikhandin 
and undefeatable Dhrstadyumna, 


Whose head was the truth-firm hero 
Satyaki himself, 

whose neck was Partha-Arjuna, 
wielder of the Gandiva bow. 


Mahatma Sriman Drupada and his son, 
with an entire 

aksauhini of warriors, 
comprised its left wing. 


Kekaya, commanding another aksauhini, 
comprised the right. 

Draupadi’s sons and valiant Abhimanyu 
were its back; 


Respect-radiant Sriman Raja Yudhisthira, 
supported by his twin brothers 
Nakula and Sahadeva, 
formed the hawk’s tail. 


The battle commenced. 

Bhima, penetrating the crocodile mouth 
of the Kauravas, 

rained arrows on Bhisma. 


In that maha-clash 

Bhisma released many maha-weapons 
which dazed the army 

of the sons of Pandu. 


While the Pandava ranks were recovering 
from the shock, 

Dhananjaya-Arjuna speedily shot a thousand arrows 
at Bhisma. 


Arjuna succeeded in neutralising 
Bhisma’s surprise attack, 

and confidently prepared to launch 
a counter-offensive. 


[VI:69:20-28] 


The Mahabharata af Vata 


20 


Zl 


yi 


8. 


24 


25 


26 


ud) 


28 


487 


Incomparably powerful raja Duryodhana, 
recalling the rout 
of his warriors, 


approached Bharadvaja’s son Drona 


(The slaughter of his brothers weighing on his mind), 
and the maha-chariot hero said, 

“O fault-free acarya, 
you always wish my welfare. 


With your and Pitamaha Bhisma’s help, 
we are sure 

that we can defeat even the gods 
in battle, 


Let alone the Pandavas, 

who are mere playthings in your hands. 
Bhadram te! May you prosper! 

Attack and kill the Pandavas.” 


Drona listened carefully to Duryodhana, 
O honour-bestowing monarch, 
sighed and irritatedly replied to your son 

raja Duryodhana: 


“You are so ignorant. 
You have no idea at all 

of the maha-powerful Pandavas. 
They cannot be defeated. 

Still, what strength and valour will do, 
I will do.” 


O raja! Saying this to your son, 
acarya Drona prepared for battle. 
Before Satyaki’s very eyes 
he pierced the Pandava defences. 


O Bharata descendant, 

Satyaki managed to block him. 
The ensuing clash was fierce 

and unbelievably gory. 


The irate son of Bharadvaja, Drona, 
furious but smiling, 

wounded Satyaki’s shoulder joint 
with sharp arrows. 
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Bhima, roused, eager to rescue Satyaki 
from the finest-of-arms-wielders, 
shot counter-arrows at Drona, 
O honour-bestowing monarch. 


That was the cue for Drona, Bhisma, and Salya, 
O honour-bestowing monarch, 

to swamp Bhima with a drenching swarm 
of arrows. 


This excited Abhimanyu 
and the sons of Draupadi 
to charge with lifted weapons 
and wound the three warriors. 


And Sikhandin ran forward to challenge 
on the field 

the maha-might of Drona and Bhisma, 
with his bow-skill. 


With his tough bow 

whose twang had the impact of thunder, 
he shot arrows that obscured 

the day-making sun itself. 


The Pitamaha of the Bharatas, Bhisma, 
knowing that Sikhandin 

was born a girl, 
avoiding clashing with him. 


It was then, maharaja, that Drona, 
ordered by your son, 

rushed to the field 
to protect Bhisma. 


Sikhandin, awed by the arms-wielding prowess 
of Drona, 

avoided him as he would the fierce fires 
at the end of a yuga. 


Your son Duryodhana seized this opportunity 
to gain maha-fame, 
O lord of the world, 


and advanced to rescue Bhisma. 
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And the Pandavas, unwilling to forego this chance, 
O raja, 
advanced also to win, 


with Dhanafijaya-Arjuna leading them. 


A gruesome maha-incredible battle resulted, 
similar to the war 

between the gods and Danavas, 
with both determined to gain glory. 


Ve ll O NWSE V ENT Y 


Santanu’s son Bhisma (continued Saiijaya), 
eager to dispel the fear 

that Bhima instilled in your sons, 
fought brilliantly. 


That morning, a brutal battle raged 
between the rajas, 

the Kauravas and the Pandavas; 
countless heroes pershed. 


The carnage continued fast and furious; 
the tumultuous cacophony 

rose so loud it seemed to touch 
the maha-sky-space itself. 


Elephants trumpeting! 
Horses whinnying! 
Conches blaring! 
Drums thudding! 

— Ear-splitting noise! 


The maha-powerful warriors, 
eager for quick conquest, 
roared at each other, 
like huge snorting bulls among cows. 


O bull-brave Bharata! 
Human heads, 
sliced with razor-sharp arrows, 


thudded on the field like hailstones. 
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Many lay there, O bull-brave Bharata, 
on the battlefield, 

glittering with ear-rings and head-trappings, 
dazzling like gold. 


The ground was scattered with legs 
chopped off 

by flat-headed arrows, 
and with bracelet-decorated arms. 


Bodies littered everywhere, glittering 
and heaped over with armour, 
braceleted arms, 
pink-eyed moon-bright faces, 


Corpses of elephants, horses, and men, 
O earth-lord — 

in the twinkling of a muhiurta 
all the earth was covered. 


Thick tumultuous dust-clouds. 
Missiles streaking like lightning. 
Bow-twangs thundering. 


And soon, O descendant of Bharata, 
that gory Kaurava-Pandava battle 
produced a river of blood 
flowing on the battlefield. 


Giant maha-terror. 

Horror. 

Horripilating confused encounters 
Between incorrigible battle-brave Ksatriyas 
Shooting torrents of arrows. 


Arrow-lacerated, the elephants of your army 
and theirs, O bull-brave Bharata, 
frenziedly fled and trumpeted 
with uplifted trunks. 


And the normally restrained warriors, 
provoked to fury, 

fired swift arrows — and the bow-twanging 
was thunderously deafening. 
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Headless bodies stood erect 
in that river of blood, 
as other kings waded in 
to kill their enemies. 


Dead animals, chopped-off heads, 
bows, maces, missiles of all kinds, 
hands and even thighs of soldiers, 
O Bharata, 


Sliced legs, gleaming ornaments and war-bracelets 
lay heaped on the field 

during the encounter 
between Bhima and Bhisma. 


Everywere, O lord of the world, 
one saw crowds 

of galloping horses and elephants 
running amok. 


Victims of Cosmic Time Kala, 
Ksatriyas slaughtered each other 
with maces, swords, 
and knotted arrows. 


Heroic veterans of numerous battles, 
experienced in war-skills, 

battered each other with bare arms 
resembling steel bludgeons. 


O lord of the world, your heroic soldiers 
continued battling the Pandavas, 
using clenched fists, palms, 
knees and feet. 


The fallen, 

The about to fall, 

The fallen and rolling on the ground in pain - 
O lord of the earth, what a fearful spectacle! 


Uncharioted chariot-heroes, 
brandishing shining steel swords, 
rushed madly at each other 
with openly murderous looks. 
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Then raja Duryodhana decided to launch 
a direct attack on the Pandavas, 
with a Kalinga host 
led by Bhisma. 


The Pandavas, riding swift animals 

and engrossed in protecting Bhima, 
angrily waited to repulse 

the aggression of Bhisma. 


SECTVON SS EVEN iy] OeN EE 


Noticing his brother Bhima and other Pandavas 
(continued Safijaya) 

fighting Bhisma, 
Arjuna attacked Ganga’s son Bhisma. 


We heard the Paficajanya conch blaring, 

we heard the twang of his Gandiva bow, 
we saw Arjuna’s banner, 

we were terrified. 


Shaped like a lion’s tail, 
as splendid as a blazing hill, 
rising clear above tall tree-tops, 
flashing like a comet, 


Multi-coloured and unforgettably picturesque, 
that celestially crafted vanara-banner 

of the Gandiva bow-wielder - 
we saw it fluttering, maharaja. 


We saw the gold-engraved Gandiva bow 
in that maha-clash, 

clear in the confusion, 
like lightning in obscuring clouds. 


We heard him, even as he struck down 
your soldiers, 

slapping his arm-pits and shouting, 
as does Sakra-Indra. 
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He rained arrows in profusion 
all around him, 

like a rain-cloud releasing lightning, 
thunder, and rain. 


The target of Dhananjaya-Arjuna’s attack 
was Gan geya-Bhisma. 

His weapons dazed us: 
we could not tell east from west. 


O bull-brave Bharata! In the prevailing chaos, 
your soldiers, direction-less, 

their animals dead, their minds dulled, 
huddled for safety, 


And left everything in the hands of Bhisma 
and your sons. 

Santanu’s son Bhisma 
became their refuge. 


Bewildered chariot-heroes 
fell out of their vehicles, 

riders slipped off horses’ backs, , 
soldiers collapsed where they stood. 


The thunderous twang of the Gandiva bow, 
O Bharata-descendant, 

terrified your soldiers, and they broke ranks 
and panicked. 


It was then that the Kamboja king Sudaksina 
launched an attack 

with thousands of swift horses 
and crack Gopa warriors, 


Supported by the Madras, Sauviras, Gandharas, 
the Trigartas, 

and the ruler of the Kalingas 
with all his Kalinga heroes, 


And king Jayadratha 
along with many other rajas, 
backed by a multi-racial division 
headed by Duhéasana, 


[VI:71:16-24] 


rinsed by £ lat 


16 


7 


18 


19 


20 


21 


es 


23 


24 


494 


With fourteen thousand hand-picked 
cavalry warriors. 

These, ordered by your son, converged on 
and guarded Subala’s son Sakuni. 


The excellent Bharata heroes, your sons, 
O bull-brave Bharata, 

driving splendid chariots, began systematically 
attacking Arjuna. 


Meanwhile, the Cedi and Kasi warriors 

and the Paricala 
and Srnjaya chariot-heroes 

led by Dhrstadyumna and sae Pandavas, 
advanced on orders 

from Dharma’s son Yudhisthira. 


Cloudy swirls of kicked-up dust, 
raised by chariot-heroes, 

horses, and foot-soldiers, 
added to the terrifying confusion. 


Supported by a huge force of elephants, 
chariot-heroes and cavalry 

with lances and darts, 
Bhisma attacked-Kintin-Arjuna. 


The ruler of Avanti clashed 
with the Kasi raja, 

Bhima with the ruler of Sindhu Jayadratha. 
Ajatasatru- Yudhisthira 


And his ministers and sons 

fought illustrious Salya of the Madras. 
Vikarna clashed with Sahadeva, 

and Citrasena with Sikhandin. 


O lord of the world! 

The Matsyas faced Duryodhana and Sakuni. 
Drupada, Cekitana, 

and the maha-chariot-hero Satyaki 


Were locked in combat with Drona 
and his son Asvatthaman. 

Krpa and Krtavarman together 
attacked Dhrstadyumna. 
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Spurring their horses, wheeling their chariots, 
goading their elephants, 

they fought furiously 
in all parts of that field. 


Lightning crackled in the cloudless sky, 
clouds of dust blotted the horizon, 
maha-meteors flashed by, 
O lord of the world. 


A maha-storm seemed to blow, 
dust showers fell, 

the sun was blotted 
by swirls of blinding dust. 


And the soldiers stood there, 
bewildered and lost, 

fighting confusedly in that welter 
of dusty darkness. 


Shrill, piercing, deafening noises were emitted 
by armour-piercing arrows 

fired by the tumultuous hordes 
of soldiers. 


O bull-brave Bharata! 
Some star-dazzling weapons, 
hurled by glittering arms, 
seemed to flood the sky with radiance. 


O bull-brave Bharata, everywhere one looked 
one could see bull’s-hide buckles, 

with gold filigree-work, 
lying scattered. 


Heads could be seen lopped off and toppling, 
and limbs too, 

hacked by swords 
that glinted in the sunlight. 


Their horses slaughtered, 

chariot wheels, axle, and cupola shattered, 
their arms sliced, 

many maha-chariot heroes tumbled dead. 
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And horribly mutilated horses 
crumpled on the field, 
while chariots careened blindly, 

bereft of their heroes. 


O Bharata! Mangled with arrows, bleeding profusely, 


many horses, still in harness, 
galloped wildly, 
dragging their chariot-yokes. 


One could see a single huge elephant 
trampling and crushing 

many heroes deprived of chariots, horses, 
and drivers. 


Smelling the odour of rutting juices 
streaming down the temples 

of other elephants, some elephants paused; 
they were instantly cut down. 


The whole field was heaped with elephants 
carrying magnificent 

howdahs and drivers, 
all killed with long piked lances. 


Many elephants with howdahs and drivers 
were trapped between two divisions, 
and pushed and crushed 
by other elephants. 


Maharaja, one could see chariot-axles 
demolished by elephant trunks 
that resembled the huge body 
of the Naga-raja. 


Many chariot-heroes, 
whose chariot-yokes had been smashed, 

were seized by their hair by elephants 
and crunched like frail tree-branches. 


Many massive elephants, dragging chariots 
entangled with other chariots, 
trumpeted loudly as they lumbered 
all over the field. . 
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What a spectacle it was! 

An unforgettable sight! 

Giant elephants dragging chariots 
As if uprooting lotuses in a lake. 


That maha-battlefield was a wasteland 
where cavalry-heroes, 

maha-chariot-heroes and tall flagstaffs 
lay scattered. 


SECTVON SEVENT \X-1 WO 


O lord of the world! (continued Saijaya) 
Sikhandin and Matsya’s ruler Virata 
together attacked 
the invincible maha-archer Bhisma. 


Dhananjaya-Arjuna harassed Drona 

and many other maha-powerful rajas 
of your army 

with his sharp and swift artows. 


The maha-bowman Sindhu ruler Jayadratha 
with his allies and ministers, 

and other rulers from the west and the south, 
O bull-strong earth-lord, 


Your furious bow-expert son Duryodhana 
and his brother Duhsaha — 

these became targets 
of the offensive by Bhima. 


Sahadeva chose to fight the two 
maha-chariot-heroes 

Sakuni and Ulika, an invincible bow-expert 
father-and-son team. 


Maharaja, the maha-chariot-hero Yudhisthira, 
whom your son deviously deceived, 
attacked 
the Kaurava elephant division. 


5] 
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Pandu’s heroic son by Madri, Nakula, 
who made his enemies weep, 
fought the excellent forces 
of the Trigartas. 


Satyaki, Cekitana, and the maha-chariot-hero 
Saubhadra-Abhimanyu, 
all brilliant, all invincible, 


battled with the Salvas and Kekayas. 


Dhrstaketu, the raksasa Ghatotkaca, and Nakula’s son, 
the bull-brave chariot-hero Satanika, 

chose to challenge 
all your valiant maha-chariot-heroes. 


O raja! The maha-powerful, super-skilful archer, 
infinite-atmaned general Dhrstadyumna 
combated with Drona 
renowned for his fierce prowess. 


And so the brutal battle began. 
Your bow-expert soldiers 
clashed with the Pandavas 
in merciless mutual slaughter. 


It was high noon, and the sun 
beat down with fierce heat 
when the Kaurava-Pandava killing 

commenced. 


It was enchantment to see 
the beautiful pennant-flying chariots, 
gold-carved, tiger-skin covered, 
speeding through the field. 


And the noise! The tumult! 

The screams of bloodthirsty warriors 
bent on slaughter! 

Their lion-like roars! 


We could clearly see the vicious parrying 
and lunging 

between the Srnjayas and Kauravas 
in that unbelievable clash. 


[VI:72:16-23] 


“The Mahabharale of Vata 


Is) 


20 


my)! 


Jae 


Zo 


499 


O raja! Then, suddenly, the sun and the points 
of the horizon 

were blurred by a cloud-thick volley 
of arrows. 


And Sakti-missiles with glistening heads 
flashed 
And keenly tempered swords 
flashed 
And hurled tamara-lances 
flashed 
Like blue lotuses 
in the sunlight 


And polished armour 
flashed 

Bracelets and other ornaments 
flashed 

Dazzling the sky 
and the points of the horizon. 


O raja! The ornamented corpses 
of Indra-like kings 
decorated the field 


like radiant suns and moons. 


O raja! Chariot-heroes, tigers-among-men, 
careened on the field — 

as colourful as planets 
in space. 


The maha-powerful super-excelling 
chariot-hero Bhisma 

angrily clashed with Bhima 
in the presence of all the troops. 


Bhisma fired stone-whetted, golden-winged, 
oil-smoothed 

and energetically-strung arrows at Bhima, 
wounding him seriously. 


O Bharata! Bhima was able also to hurl 
his maha-swift Sakti-missile 

which hissed towards Bhisma 
like a malignant snake. 
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Bhisma fired straight arrows 

at the gold-bodied Sakti 
whistling towards him, 

and pulverised it midway. 


With a broad-tipped bhalla-arrow, 
superbly whetted and polished, 

Bhisma severed Bhisma’s bow in two, 
O Bharata. 


Maha-powerful Bhima flung away his useless bow, 
picked up another, 

and entered the fray with passionate, 
redoubled fury. 


Charging straight at Bhisma, 

Satyaki, his bow-string pulled up to his ear, 
fired specially-sharp, swift, 

and polished arrows 


That pierced your father’s body, O lord of men. 
Then Bhisma fitted 

a sharp, truly calamitous arrow 
to his bow. 


Bhisma took perfect aim 
and knocked Satyaki’s charioteer 
out of his vehicle. Immediately, 
Satyaki’s horses bolted. 


The panicky horses, wind-swift and thought-swift, 
raced through the field, 

and shouts of despair were heard 
from the troops. 


Cries of “Hai! Hai!” came from the ranks 
of the mahatma-Pandavas. 

“Run!” “Hold him!” “Go!” 
“Steady the steeds!” 


These were the shouts that followed the trail 
of Satyaki’s chariot. 

Meanwhile, Bhisma, Santanu’s son, 
seizing this opportunity, 
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Pounced upon the Pandava warriors 

like Vrtra-slaying Indra on the Danavas. 
Harassed by Bhisma, 

the Somaka-assisted Panicalas 


Steadied their nerves 
and together rushed at Bhisma. 
Kunti’s sons and Dhrstadyumna attacked 
Santanu’s son Bhisma, 


Motivated by one desire only — 
the annihilation of your army. 
Bhisma, Drona and others of your army, 
O raja, 
Were similarly motivated against the Pandavas. 
And so the second phase of the battle began. 


SECRILON SEVENTY-THREE 


The maha-chariot-hero Virata (continued Safijaya) 
wounded in that duel 

the maha-chariot-hero Bhisma and his horses 
with three arrows each. 


But Santanu’s son, the maha-powerful, 
dexterous maha-bowman Bhisma 

swiftly retaliated with ten sharp 
gold-feathered arrows. 


Drona’s son Asvatthaman, 

a steady-handed maha-chariot-hero, 
wounded Gandiva-wielding Arjuna 

in the chest with six arrows. 


Foe-annihilating and adversary-shaming 
Phalguna-Arjuna sliced 

ASvatthaman’s bow and pinned him down 
with five sharp arrows. 


Wild with anger, 
driven almost out of his senses, 
unable to bear the slicing of his bow, 
Aévatthaman picked up another bow, 
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O raja, and shot ninety sharp arrows 
at Phalguna-Arjuna, 

and with seventy more he afflicted 
Vasudeva’s son Krishna. 


Eyes red with anger were Phalguna-Arjuna’s; 
and Krishna stood firm, 

planning his next move, 
breathing hot and long sighs. 


Then Arjuna, that remarkable hero, 
gripping his Gandiva bow 

in his left hand, 
foe-grinding, roused-to-fury Arjuna 


Fitted sharp, sleek and venomous arrows 
to his bow, 

and with those fatal shafts again overpowered 
Drauni-Asvatthaman. 


The arrows pierced the armour 
of Drona’s son 

and sipped his blood. But, unworried, 
he stood his ground, 


And returned Arjuna’s volley, O raja, 
with a counter-shower. 

Firm in battle he stood, 
vowed to protect Bhisma. 


His remarkable skill 
in harassing and confronting 

the twin Krishnas (Arjuna and Krishna himself) 
was highly praised. 


O Bharata! Arjuna was so impressed 
by the feat 

that he applauded ASsvatthaman 
in front of all the warriors. 


With the special weapons he obtained 
from Drona, 

together with knowledge of their use, 
ASvatthaman fought fearlessly. 
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“He is my acarya’s son, 

He is the dear son of Drona, 

He is a very special Brahmin, 
He is worthy of my respect.” 


~ These feelings were in the mind 
of the foremost chariot-hero, 
Bibhatsu-Arjuna, the dreadful-deed-doer; 


so he spared Asvatthaman. 


Fighting from his white-horsed chariot, 
Kaunteya-Arjuna dexterously 

and powerfully wrought havoc 
among the enemy warriors. 


Duryodhana cornered Bhima 
the maha-bowman 

with ten stone-sharpened, gold-decorated 
vulture-feathered arrows. 


Incensed, Bhima brandished 
a dazzling fatal-to-foes bow, 

and fitted ten exceedingly sharp arrows 
to its string. 


Aiming steadily, and pulling the string 
up to his ears, 

Bhima released those deadly arrows 
at the Kuru raja. 


The gem that hung on the chest 
of Duryodhana 

by golden strings, ringed by arrows 
shot by Bhima, 

looked like the dazzling sun 
surrounded by planets. 


Oppressed by Bhima’s arrow-swarm, 
your indomitable son 

refused to Suenos like a snake reacting 
to a man’s approach, 

or an elephant undeterred by the Clapping 
of human hands. 
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His anger was boundless; 
he struck back at Bhima 

with stone-sharpened, golden-winged, 
defence-designed arrows. 


They looked like two radiant gods, 
your sons on the battlefield, 

those two maha-powerful warriors 
shooting at and shredding each other. 


Subhadra’s son Abhimanyu, 
humbler of enemy heroes, 
attacked Citrasena with ten 
and Purumitra with seven arrows. 


Equal of Sakra-Indra himself, 

Abhimanyu danced across the field, 
spreading destruction, 

shooting seventy arrows at Satyavrata. 


Not outdone, Citrasena replied with ten, 
Satyavrata with nine, 

and Purumitra with seven 
flesh-shredding arrows. 


Blood trickling down his body, 
Arjuni-Abhimanyu sliced 

the handsome, huge, foe-annihilating bow 
of Citrasena. 


Abhimanyu’s arrow, piercing Citrasena’s armour, 
embedded itself in Citrasena’s chest. 

The maha-chariot-hero princes 
of your army, 


In a body, delirious with rage, 
shot and wounded Abhimanyu 
with sharp arrows — which he skilfully 
and sharply reciprocated. 


Seeing this splendid feat, your sons 
hurriedly surrounded Abhimanyu 
who was harassing the heroes 
of your army 
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With the ferocity of a summer fire 
reducing dry grass to ashes. 
Subhadra’s son Abhimanyu looked 


amazingly handsome. 


O lord of the world! 
Roused by Abhimanyu’s performance, 
your grandson Laksmana confronted him 
for a duel. 


Undaunted, Abhimanyu shot six sleek 
sharp arrows 

at the auspicious-marked body of Laksmana 
and on his charioteer. 


Maharaja, Laksmana replied with arrows 
that struck Subhadra’s son 

with a skill that impressed everyone 
as truly incredible. 


But Subhadra’s maha-powerful son recovered, 
and retaliated 

by killing Laksmana’s four horses 
and wounding him too. 


Standing in his collapsed chariot 
with its four horses slain, 
foe-annihilating Laksmana flung a spear 
at Abhimanyu’s chariot. 


But Abhimanyu, with well-aimed arrows, 
splintered the snake-like spear 
that sped fearfully and inexorably 


towards him. 


It was then the Krpa’s chariot flashed 
across the field 

and sped off with Laksmana 
in the presence of all the soldiers. 


In that confused and indiscriminate battle, 
‘soldiers began grappling 

with each other in a maha-fearful scrimmage 
of mutual barbarity. 
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The maha-archers of your army 
and the maha-chariot-heroes 

of the Pandavas were locked in deadly, 
insensate killing. 


The Srfjaya warriors, their hair dishevelled, 
armours dented, 


' ears ripped off, bows smashed, 


fought with their bare hands. 


Maha-powerful maha-muscled Bhisma, 
livid with anger, 
with massive strength and divine weapons 
- fought the mahatma Pandavas. 


It was an awesome carnage — 
the field was cluttered 

with the corpses of elephants, horses, 
chariot heroes and others. 


SECTION SEVEN Ty -FrOUR 


O raja (continued Safijaya), 
maha-muscled unbeaten Satyaki 

picked up a magnificent bow and, 
pulling it taut, 


Fired many winged and venomous arrows 
on the battlefield — 

revealing an enviable dexterity 
and ease of marksmanship, 


Which he had learnt in the past 
from his friend Arjuna. 

The speed with which he pulled his bow, 
drew his arrows, 

strung them, and fired them 
in swift succession 


On the battlefield, fitting fresh arrows 
again and again — 

he looked like a cloud streaming rain - 
a spectacular phenomenon! 
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Raja Duryodhana saw him swelling in grandeur, 
O Bharata, 

and ordered ten thousand chariots 
to attack him. 


Satyaki, truly brave and strong, 
a maha-archer, 

employed the resources of divine weapons 
to repulse them. 


After accomplishing that remarkable feat, 
Satyaki brandished his bow 

and approached Bhirisravas 
for a duel. 


Bhurisravas was alarmed by the fact 
that Satyaki 

had repulsed his chariot-heroes, 
and so he prepared himself. 


Pulling taut his massive bow 

that resembled Indra’s rainbow, 
and fitting it with snake-arrows 

that impacted like thunderbolts — 


Thousands of such arrows — 
he skilfully, maharaja, shot them. 
The mere graze of these arrows was fatal. 
Satyaki’s followers, 


O raja, unable to bear the onslaught 
of the invincible hero, 

abandoned their posts, and fled helter-skelter 
in fear, O raja. 


Seeing them scatter, the ten maha-powerful 
maha-chariot-hero sons of Satyaki, 
in magnificent armour, magnificently-armed, 


magnificently-flagged, 


Charged in a body at the maha-archer 
Bhurisravas 
whose flag-emblem was a sacrificial pole. 


They shouted wrathfully: 
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“Bho! Bho! Kinsman of the Kauravas! 
Come! Come, O maha-powerful one! 
Fight us one by one, or together — 
as you please. 


It is possible you may defeat us — 
and gain glory. 

Or we'll defeat you — 
and so delight our noble father.” 


Finest-of-men Bhirisravas, 
maha-powerful and proud and brave, 
saw them ready to attack, 
and replied to Satyaki’s sons: 


“Well spoken, heroes! 
If fight you must, [ll fight you all. 
Fight with all the strength you have! 
Pil kill you all.” 


The maha-heroes of the bow heard 
foe-crushing Bhurisravas’ challenge, 

and swiftly released a rain-like shower 
of arrows. 


Maharaja, a tumultuous battle raged 
on the field 

that afternoon between Bhirisgravas 
and the ten sons. 


O king! It was unbelievable 

the way they released arrows, 
like torrential showers 

on Mount Meru itself. 


But that lone chariot-hero Bhiriéravas 
repulsed all arrows — 


arrows like Yama’s rod or like thunderbolts — 


in mid-flight. 


We witnessed an astounding spectacle! 
Singlehanded, 


Somadatta’s son Bhirisravas fearlessly defied 


the united attack. 
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O raja! The ten maha-chariot-heroes 
made every effort 

to surround their brave enemy 
and exterminate him. 


But the maha-chariot-hero Bhurisravas, 
O Bharata raja, 

with livid anger succeeded in splintering 
their large bows. 


After smashing their bows, O bull-brave Bharata, 
Bhurigravas pressed his advantage 

and, firing multiple arrows with sure aim, 
he decapitated them. 


They fell on the ground 
like trees felled by lightning. 

Seeing his maha-powerful sons lying dead 
on the field, O raja, 


Satyaki roared out his war-cry 
and attacked Bhiurisravas. 

O raja! The two maha-chariot-heroes clashed 
in dreadful combat. 


They destroyed each other’s chariots 
and killed the horses. 

Chariotless, the maha-chariot-heroes leapt wildly 
at each other, 


Brandishing flashing swords and dazzling shields. 
It was a duel 

between two tigers-among-men — 
a glorious encounter. 


Their swords clashed, 
blood flowed from their bodies; 
blood dripped from their wounds, 
trickling on the ground. 


The bodies of the maha-valiant heroes 
gleamed with blood 

like kimsuka flames-of-the-forest 
in full bloom. 
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Rushing alongside the excellent sword-wielder 
Satyaki, O raja, 

Bhima hurriedly swung him up 
inside his chariot. 


Your son Duryodhana too, O raja, 
raced his chariot 

alongside Bhurisravas and drove away with him 
in front of all the archers. 


The furious Pandavas then decided to target 
the maha-chariot-hero Bhisma, 
and they launched, O bull-brave Bharata, 


a fierce attack on him. 


The sun was setting, 

the western sky was a bright red; 
Dhananjaya-Arjuna in a fury slew 

twenty five thousand maha-chariot-heroes 


Who had been orderedby Duryodhana 
to kill Partha-Arjuna. 

They perished like insects entering 
a giant fire. 


It was at this time that the Matsyas 
and the Kekayas, skilled archers all, 
surrounded maha-chariot-hero Arjuna 
and his son Abhimanyu. 


The sun was slowly sinking beneath 
the western horizon, 

and confusion seemed to have gripped 
the battling warriors. 


Maharaja, Bhisma then decided to withdraw 
his troops 

from the field because his horses were tired 
(Safijaya continued). 


The Pandava and Kaurava armies also 
were exhausted 

after their day of battle. 
Retiring to their camps, 
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They rested. So did the Srijayas, 
O Bharata, 

along with the hosts of the Pandavas 
and the Kauravas. 


SECTYTON@s EVE Ne Wt lever 


O raja (said Sanjaya), night passed, 

the Pandavas and Kauravas rested, 
and marched 

into another day of battle. 


There was a maha-deafening noise, O Bharata, 
as the warriors prepared, 

with chariots getting readied, 
elephants being caparisoned, 


Soldiers donning their armour, O Bharata, 
and horses being harnessed. 

On all sides rose the roll of dundubhi-drums 
and the blare of conches. 


Raja Yudhisthira said to Dhrstadyumna, 
“© maha-muscled one, 

assemble your ranks in the makara-formation 
to rout the enemy.” 


Maharaja! The maha-chariot-hero Dhrstadyumna, 
acting on Partha-Yudhisthira’s orders, 
immediately arrayed his splendid chariots 
in the strategic formation. 


Maharaja, the formation’s head comprised 
king Drupada and Dhananjaya-Arjuna, 
the maha-chariot-heroes Sahadeva and Nakula 

were its two eyes; 


Maha-powerful Bhima its mouth. 
Maharaja! 

Saubhadri-Abhimanyu, the sons of Draupadi, 
and the raksasa Ghatotkaca, 
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Satyaki, and Dharmaraja Yudhisthira 
formed the neck of the array; 
Virata, with a huge force, 
was its back, maharaja. 


The five Kekaya brothers and Dhrstadyumna, 
assisted by a massive striking force, 
stationed themselves 
on its left flank; 


Dhrstaketu, that tiger-among-men, 

and Cekitana readied themselves for battle 
as upholders of the strength 

of the right flank. 


Maharaja, the brilliant warrior Kuntibhoja 
and Satanika, 

both maha-chariot-heroes, 
formed the feet of the war-array. 


The tremendous bowman Sikhandin, 
together with the Somakas, 
supported by valiant Iravat, 
became the tail of the formation. 


Structuring their army in this fashion, 
O Bharata maharaja, 

the battle-eager Pandavas put on armour 
and, at sunrise, 


Marched towards the Kaurava camp 
with elephant-warriors, 

chariot-soldiers, foot-soldiers, cavalry, 
flags waving, weapons shining. 


O raja! Observing the Pandava battle-tactic, 
your pita Devavrata-Bhisma 

deployed his forces in the shape 
of a kraunca-bird. 


Its beak was illustrious Drona, 
the son of Bharadvaja; 

and Agsvatthaman and Krpa, O lord of men, 
were its two eyes. 
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Finest-of-bowmen Krtavarman, 
with the soldiers 

from Kamboja and Bahlika 
became the head of the crane. 


Maharaja, 

Sirasena and your son Duryodhana, 
surrounded by many rajas, 

formed the neck of the array. 


Bhagadatta the king of Pragjyotisa, 
with the combined forces 

of the Madras, Sauviras and Kekayas, 
formed the breast. 


SuSarma, the ruler of Prasthala, 
dressed in armour, 

led a massive force with orders 
to protect the left flank. 


The Tusaras, Yavanas, Sakas, 

and the soldiers of the land of Cucupa 
had orders to guard 

the right flank. 


O bestower of honours! Srutayu, Satayu 
and the son of Somadatta, Bhurisravas, 
represented the force that protected 
the rear part. 


The Pandavas marched to attack 
at crack of dawn. 

Maharaja, it was a maha-gruesome battle 
that we witnessed. 


Elephants clashed with chariot-heroes, 
chariot-heroes with elephants, 
cavalry against cavalry, 
chariot against horse; 


Horse against horse and elephant 
in grisly encounter, O raja; 
and elephant against elephant 
as well as cavalry. 
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Chariot-heroes fought with foot-soldiers, 
cavalry with infantry. 
O raja! Fiercely they grappled 


in frenzied confusion. 


The army of the Pandavas, led by Bhima, 
Arjuna, Nakula, Sahadeva, and others, 
scintillated like a starry sky 
on a pitch-black night. 


Your army too, led by Bhisma, Krpa, 
Drona, Salya, Duryodhana and others, 
gleamed like planets 
swimming in space. 


Kunti’s son Bhima, the accomplished warrior, 


saw Drona, 
and instantly charged on swift horses 
against Bharadvaja’s son. 


Drona, equally valiant, 

energised with mounting wrath, 
shot nine arrows at Bhima, 

piercing his vulnerable body-parts. 


Thogh badly wounded, 
Bhima wasted no time 

in despatching Drona’s charioteer 
to the realm of Yama. 


Bharadvaja’s son Drona, 

driving the chariot all by himself, 
swept through the Pandava ranks 

like fire through cotton. 


Decimated by the attacks of Bhisma 
and Drona, 
the excellent Kekaya and Srnjaya warriors 


fled. 


Your soldiers too, mauled and mangled 
by Arjuna and Bhima, 

stood senseless, like a lovely-limbed 
weak-willed girl. 
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Many heroes perished in that fierce battle. 


O Bharata, your soldiers and the Pandavas 


were mutilated; 
gloom overcast the two armies. 


But it was an inspiring sight, O Bharata, 
to see your soldiers 

fighting their enemy 
with such singleness of purpose. 


The maha-powerful Pandavas and the Kauravas, 


O lord of the world, 
battled with a wide variety of weapons 
and counter-weapons. 


SECTION SEVENTY-SIX 


Our army is excellent and efficient, Sanjaya 
(said Dhrtarastra). 

It abides by every military principle. 
It cannot lose. 


Its soldiers are disciplined, 
totally loyal and devoted, 
free from drunkenness and licence, 


and fully experienced. 


They are neither very old 
nor very young, 
neither lean nor fat, 
but active, strong, and healthy. 


All wear armour, all possess varied weapons 
of attack; 

they are trained to fight with swords, maces, 
and bare arms. 


They are expert in the handling 
of spears and swords, 

iron clubs, short shafts, javelins, 
as well as mallets, 
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Kampana-weapons, bows, 
and kanapa iron lances, 

ksepani sting-missiles of all kinds, 
and also hand-to-hand combat. 


They are trained in every physical exercise, 
they are skilled 

in climbing and dismounting from elephants, 
in attack and retreat, 


In exploiting advantage 
and also in taking cover; 

they know the art of managing horses, chariots, 
and elephants. 


Each has been thoroughly tested 
on the battlefield; 

each is paid according to the prowess 
he has displayed. 


None has been enlisted 
for reasons of friendship, 
or by gift-giving, or nepotism, 
or any similar malpractice. 
The soldiers who make our army 
come from good families; 
they are intelligent; we honour their lineage 
and treat them well. 


Tata! Dear one! Our leaders are time-tested 
men of character, 

as dependable as the guardians of the world, 
the Lokapalas. 


And they are assisted by volunteer Ksatriyas 
of world-wide fame 

who have chosen to place their valour 
at our disposal. 


No wonder our army overflows 
like an ocean 

swollen with the waters of streams 
feeding it from all sides. 

Our chariots are like wingless birds, 
our elephants its billows; 
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Our countless soldiers are its waters, 
our vehicles its waves, 

and maces, spears, arrows and lances 
is teeming creatures; 


Everywhere flags and pennants and ornaments 
and galloping horses 

that strike the ocean-billows like winds 
whipping it to fury! - 


An army that’s like a roaring, shoreless, 
endless maha-ocean! 

An army protected by Drona and Bhisma 
and Krtavarman, 


By Krpa, by Duhsasana 
and by Jayadratha, 

by Bhagadatta, Vikarna, Asvatthaman 
and the Bahlikas, 


By all the finest and bravest heroes 
and mahatmas! 

If this army gets wiped out, 
whose fault is it but fate’s? 


Sanjaya, never have the eyes of mortals 
witnessed such a giant army, 

nor have the maha-fortune-favoured rsis 
of the past. 


So, if an army of such colossal size, 
bristling with every weapon, 
is routed in battle, 
what else is it but destiny? 


Sanjaya, I must confess I am amazed 

that an army of such size and strength 
has not been able 

to crush the Pandavas. 


It must be that the gods have come personally 
to help the Pandavas against us, 

or why are we getting baffled 
every single day? 
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Vidura always gave my son 
wise and useful advice, 

but ill-minded Duryodhana refused 
to listen to him. 


I know that mahatma Vidura has deep insight 
into the future. 

What’s happening now, ¢ata, dear one, 
he knew it all in advance. 


Perhaps, Safijaya, this is the way 
it had to happen. 

What’s ordained by the Creator will happen - 
that is all. 


SECTION SEVENTY SEV EN 


O bull-brave Bharata raja, it is your own fault 
(said Sajijaya) 

that has led to this calamity. 
Duryodhana failed to see 


The consequences of violation of dharma, 
O lord of the world - 

though you did. Yet you allowed the dice-game 
to take place! 


It is your own fault that has led 
to this war with the Pandavas. 
You are today reaping the fruits 
of your own misdeeds. 


You do the karma, you taste the fruit, 
O raja; 

in this life, and later — 
you reap exactly what you sow. 


But be calm, be patient, O raja, 
though maha-peril has struck. 

O lord of men! Listen to my account 
of the day’s battle. 
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Slicing through the ranks of your maha-army 
with sharp arrows, 

valiant Bhima launched an attack 
on Duryodhana’s brothers. 


DuhSasana, Durvisaha, Duhsaha, Durmada, Jaya, 
Jayatsena, Vikarna, Citrasena, Sudarsana, 


Carucitra, Suvarman, Duskarna and Karna — 
These and many other maha-chariot-heroes, 


Who were near Bhisma, 

and your infuriated maha-chariot-hero sons, 
were tricked by Bhima 

who succeeded in penetrating their ranks. 


Those lords of men spotted him in their midst 
and resolved: 

“Now is the time to trap him 
and make short work of him.” 


Kunti’s son Bhima, ringed by cousin-brothers. 
all resolved to kill him, 

looked like the sun ringed by malignant maha-planets 
at the dissolution of the universe. 


Stationed right in the centre of the Kauravas, 
he did not fear, 

as Mahendra-Indra did not fear 
in the centre of the Danava antigods. 


Prabhu! Lord! Hundreds and thousands 
of chariot-heroes rained missiles 

on that sole hero who stood for battle 
in their midst. . 


Valiant Bhima ignored the assault 
of Dhrtarastra’s sons, 

and killed chariot-heroes, elephant-riders, 
cavalry and others. 


Realising that his cousin-brothers were bent 
on capturing him, 

maha-minded Bhima decided, O raja, 
to kill them all. 
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Leaping from his chariot, Pandu’s son Bhima, 
mace uplifted, 

plunged into the maha-oceanic swarm 
of Dhrtarastra’s sons. 


His mace smashed the pillar-strong elephants, 
reducing to pulp their huge bodies; 
mangled, they lay, 
inert on the ground, 


Riderless, like rows of toppled hills. 
He sliced through the ranks, 

destroying hundreds of chariots 
along with their riders. 


Horses, horse-riders, soldiers fell victim 
to his fury. 

We witnessed some of the war’s finest exploits 
then, 


O raja, as Bhima danced through the field 
with his mace, 

like rod-welding Antaka-Yama 
at the close of Cosmic Time Kala. 


While Bhima was decimating his foes, 
Drupada’s son Dhrstadyumna, 
bypassing Drona, 
rushed to fight Sakuni. 


The bull-brave hero stemmed the advance 
of the army of your sons, 

and noticed Bhima’s chariot 
isolated on the field. 


Maharaja! Seeing Bhima’s charioteer Visoka there, 
without his master, 

Dhrstadyumna was so depressed 
that he felt dizzy. 


He sighed deeply, tears overpowered him; 
he asked Visoka: 

“What has happened to Bhima, 
who is dearer to me than life?” 
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Visoka did anjali before Dhrstadyumna 
and replied: 

“Tiger-among-men Bhima, 
the valiant son of Pandu, 


Left me here and plunged in the maha-ocean 
of the sons of Dhrtarastra, 

cheerfully 
instructing me: 


‘Wait for me, charioteer, briefly here 
with the horses 

while I go and finish off those 
who would destroy me. 


Seeing maha-powerful Bhima rushing at his enemies, 
mace uplifted, 

the other charioteers were transported 
to fits of trembling joy. 


This was how wolf-waisted Bhima, O raja, 
sliced athrough the ring 

of his enemies 
in the fearful thick of the battle’.” 


Hearing the explanation of Visoka, 
maha-powerful 
Parsata-Dhrstadyumna 
said to him on the field of battle: 


“Charioteer, would life mean anything to me 
if I forget 

my affection for the Pandavas 
and return without Bhima? 


What will the Ksatriyas think of me 
if I return without him? 
Where was I 


when he ventured out alone? 


All the gods, headed by Sakra-Indra himself, 
hold despicable 

the soldier who abandons his comrades, 
and returns unscathed. 
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Maha-powerful Bhima is not only my relative 
but my sakha, my loved-and-loving friend: 
foe-crushing Bhima is my devoted dhakta, 
as | am his. 


I must go where wolf-waisted Vrkodara-Bhima 
has ventured. 

Watch me kill my enemies 
as Vasava-Indra killed the Danavas!” 


Following the attack route of Bhima, 
with elephants 

lying crushed on either side, 
Dhrstadyumna advanced fearlessly. 


Dhrstadyumna saw Bhima harassing 
the enemy soldiers 

and battering his adversaries 
as if they were trees. 


A maha uproar rose 
from the harassed and terrorised ranks 
of chariot-heroes, horse-soldiers, foot-soldiers, 
and elephant-riders 


O honour-bestowing monarch, 
the only sounds that came from the lips 
of your soldiers, traumatised by Bhima, 
Webea wen lai 


The Kauravas then manoeuvred 
to surround Bhima 

with a fearful assault 
of multi-pronged weaponry. 


Astute Dhrstadyumna 
saw Bhima, heroic 
descendant of Pandu, 
oppressed on all sides 
by the powerful ranks 
of the Kaurava forces, 
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And approaching his mace- 
wielding friend, who was bleeding 
yet spewing anger 
like Antaka-Yama 
on the day of dissolution, 
he comforted Bhima. 


Mahatma Dhrstadyumna 
removed all the arrows 
from the body of Bhima, 
and embracing him, 
took him inside his chariot, 
while the Kauravas watched. 


Your son Duryodhana, 
approaching his brothers, 
advised them as follows: 
“Dhrstadyumna is a man 
of adharma, and now 


he has sided with Bhima. 


Before he can issue 
a challenge to us, 
we'll march and destroy him.” 
Thus ordered, the sons 
of Dhrtarastra, eager 
to wipe out their foes, 


With weapons uplifted, 
like comets that fall 
at the end of a yuga, — 
they attacked Dhrstadyumna. 
With bow-twang and chariot-din, 
the Kauravas 


Rained torrents of arrows, 
like storm-clouds on hills, 
on Drupada’s son 
who, skilled in the art 
of weapon-deflection, 
though wounded, stood firm. 
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The maha-chariot-hero 
Dhrstadyumna, in fact, 
relied upon the weapon 
pramohanas power 
to render futile 
the attack of your sons. 


As Indra battling Daityas, 
O raja, he fought 
with a fury unbounded. 
The pramohana weapon 
Celuded your sons 
and deprived them of sense. 


Observing your sons 
aswoon on the field 
like dying men, 
the Kauravas fled 
with their horses and elephants 
and chariots and weapons. 


In the meantime, the incomparable weapons-expert 
Drona 

pinned down Drupada 
with three fierce arrows. 


O raja! Wounded by Drona, 
Drupada fled the field, 

remembering his previous bitterness 
with Drona. 


Valiant Drona sounded his victory conch 
as Drupada fled. 

The blare of the conch sent fear shuddering 
through the Somakas. 


Powerful Drona, brilliant arms-wielder, 
received news 

that your sons had been petrified 
by the pramohana, 


And intent on rescuing them, maharaja, 
he left hurriedly. 

The maha-bowman son of Bharadvaja, 
Drona saw 
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Dhrstadyumna and Bhima 
weaving across the field, 

and your sons helpless 
as if deprived of their senses. 


He fitted the sense-reviving weapon 
called prajnastra, 
to his bow and neutralised the pramohana. 


Your maha-chariot-hero sons recovered. 


Eager to do battle, they faced Bhima 
and Dhrstadyumna again. 

Yudhisthira summoned his soldiers 
and said: 


“Deploy twelve brave chariot-heroes. 
Let Abhimanyu lead. 

Let them wear armour, 
and follow the trail of Bhima. 


My mind is anxious about Bhima 
and Dhrstadyumna.” 

On Yudhisthira’s orders, the special soldiers 
armed themselves 


Saying, “It will be done,” 
and in mid-afternoon 

the crack force proceeded 
on its mission. 


Led by Abhimanyu, 
the five Kekaya princes, 
the five sons of Draupadi, 
and the illustrious hero Dhrstaketu 


In a strike strategy 


TES) 


known as the foe-exterminating Sucimukha, 


marched in needle-point formation 
against your sons. 


Maha-bowman Abhimanyu’s attack 


was not in the power of your sons to repulse. 


Bhima and Dhrstadyumna’s attacks 
had weakened them — 
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So that when the expert warriors of Abhimanyu 
rushed at them, O lord of men, 
you army stood as vulnerable 


as a tipsy girl on a highway. 
Abhimanyu pierced through the ranks 


of his enemies, 
his golden flag fluttering, to rescue Dhrstadyumna 
and Vrkodara-Bhima. 


And those two maha-brilliant bowmen, 
on the battlefield, 
encouraged by Abhimanyu, 


started harassing your soldiers afresh. 


The Pancala prince, Drupada’s son Dhrstadyumna, 
seeing his learned-in-all-knowledge guru Drona 
advancing, stopped attacking your sons, 
O Bharata descendant. 


Securing Vrkodara-Bhima 
in the chariot of the Kekaya prince, 
angry Dhrstadyumna focused his attack 
on weapons-expert Drona. 


Bharadvaja’s son, foe-crushing Drona 
sliced the bow of Dhrstadyumna 
fiercely and swiftly 
with a single arrow. 


Keeping in mind the bread he had eaten 
in the house of Duryodhana, 

grateful Drona shot a hundred more arrows 
at Parsata-Dhrstadyumna. 


Crusher-ofenemies Dhrstadyumna 
picked up another bow 
and wounded Drona 
with twenty golden stone-sharpened arrows. 


Drona retaliated by shattering the bow 
of Dhrstadyumna, 

and with four splendid arrows despatching 
his four horses 
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To the abode of death of Vaivasvata-Yama; 
he also succeeded, O Bharata, 

in killing Dhrstadyumna’s charioteer 
with a broad-headed bhalla-arrow. 


Strong-armed maha-chariot-hero 
brave Dhrstadyumna leapt 
from his horseless chariot 
and jumped into Abhimanyu’s chariot. 


The huge Pandava army of chariots, 
horses and elephants 

seemed to shudder in front of the eyes of Bhima 
and Dhrstadyumna. 


They saw their battle-formation dispersed 
by brave Drona, 
and all the Pandava maha-chariot-heroes 


stood helpless. 


Overwhelmed by the piercing-sharp arrows 
of Drona, 

the Pandava army thrashed about 
like a stormy Ocean. 


Seeing their enemy on the brink 
of total panic, 
O Bharata, your soldiers rejoiced; 
seeing the brave acarya 
scattering his forces, they exclaimed, 


“Sadhu! Sadhu! Well done!” 
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Raja Duryodhana, recovering his senses 
(continued Sanjaya). 

returned to battle by raining arrows 
on unflinching Bhima. 


Your sons, all maha-chariot-heroes, 
again unitedly faced Bhima, 
opposing him 
with brilliant bravery. 
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Maha-muscled Bhima climbed into his chariot 
and drove it 

straight to the spot where your sons 
had gathered. 


Lifting his gigantic, foe-annihilating 
colourfully-decorated formidable bow, 
Bhima fired arrow after arrow 
at your son. 


Raja Duryodhana succeeded in shooting 
a naraca-arrow 

straight at a vulnerable part of the body 
of maha-powerful Bhima. 


Wounded by the ingenuity of your son, 
the maha-bowman Bhima 
glowered with red eyes and, 
pulling taut his bow-string, 


He released three arrows — 
one at the chest of raja Duryodhana, 

two at his arms — but Duryodhana stood firm, 
like a raja-hill. 

Seeing the two enraged heroes 
locked in combat, 


Duryodhana’s younger brothers, 
ready to die in battle, 


Remembered their earlier resolve 
to incapacitate Bhima, 

and poured all their energies 
in a furious attack. 


But, maharaja, maha-powerful Bhima, 
seeing them advancing, 

rushed at them like one elephant 
attacking a host of others. 


Maharaja! Delirious with rage, 
maha-illustrious energetic Bhima 

fired his first arrow — a na@raca shaft - 
at your son Citrasena. 
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After which, O Bharata, he kept up 
an incessant barrage 

of gold-winged, swift arrows 
at your other sons. 


By then, the twelve maha-chariot-heroes 
under the leadership of Abhimanyu 
had re-grouped themselves 
for another attack, 


And, as ordered by Dharmaraja Yudhisthira 
on a special mission, 

they found themselves face-to-face, maharaja, 
with your maha-powerful sons. 


Seeing all those warriors in their chariots, 
glowing like fire or like the sun, 
seeing those maha-archers 
of exquisite resplendence, 


Wearing golden crowns that shone dazzlingly 
in the sunlight, 
your maha-powerful sons gave up their plan 


of humbling Bhima. 


But Kunti’s son Bhima 
would not accept the thought 
that they would leave the field alive — 
he continued shooting arrows. 


Seeing Abhimanyu united with Bhima 
and Dhrstadyumna, 

all the maha-chariot-heroes 
of your army, 


Including Duryodhana, 
lifted their massive bows 
and raced to the spot 
where the Pandavas were stationed. 


O Bharata! Maharaja, that afternoon 

one of the fiercest encounters of the war 
took place between your soldiers 

and the Pandava ranks. 
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Abhimanyu killed the horses of Vikarna 
in that maha-battle, 

and wounded Vikarna seriously 
with twenty five arrows. 


Vikarna abandoned his horseless chariot, 
O Bharata raja, 

and took refuge in the chariot 
of Citrasena. 


Abhimanyu saw the two brothers 
standing in the chariot, O Bharata, 
and fired a thick net of arrows 
at both enhancers-of-family-glory. 


Citrasena and Vikarna wounded Karsni-Abhimanyu 
with five steel arrows, 

but Karsni-Abhimanyu remained as firm 
as Mount Meru. 


O honour-bestowing Indra-among-rajas! 
DuhSasana clashed 

with the five princes of Kekaya 
in a wonderful encounter. 


O lord of the world! Furious with anger, 
the five sons of Draupadi 

blocked your son Duryodhana 
with fierce, snake-venomed arrows. 


Your son replied with equal ferocity, O raja, 
wounding each son of Draupadi 
separately 
with sharp and deadly arrows. 


Blood drenched the body of your son: 
he looked like a hill 

washed with streams slipping down 
red-chalk grooves. 


O raja! Mighty Bhisma punished 
the army of the Pandavas 
as a herdsman punishes 
a crowd of stray cattle. 
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The tremendous twang of Arjuna’s Gandiva, 
O lord of the world, 

reverberated as he battered the right flank 
of your army. 


In that terrifying battle, O Bharata, 
one saw headless trunks 

of Pandava and Kaurava soldiers 
littering the field. 


An ocean! 

An ocean of tiger-brave soldiers! 
Flowing blood its waters! 
Arrows its waves! 

Elephants its islands! 

Horses its fish! 

Chariots its boats! 


Splendid men! 

Hundreds dead on the field! 
Hundreds of thousands! 
Arms severed, 

Armour crumpled, 


Bodies pulped. 


Musth elephants slain! 

Carcases splashed with blood! 

The battlefield like a plain 

Dotted with elephant-hillocks! 

O excellent Bharata! An awesome sight! 


Such was the amazing spectacle 
that we witnessed, O Bharata, 
with every Pandava and every Kaurava 


eager to fight. 


This was how the battle took place 

between your heroes and the Pandavas, 
both seeking victory 

and maha-glory. 
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The sun was turning a bright crimson 
(continued Safijaya). 

when battle-eager raja Duryodhana rushed at Bhima 
determined to kill him. 


Seeing his valiant bitter enemy advancing swiftly 
towards him, 

Bhima became livid with rage, 
and shouted: 


“I have waited many years, 

and now the time has come! 
If you do not run away today, 

I will kill you. 


I will kill you, and so soothe the pain 
of Kunti, 

and avenge Draupadi’s insult 
and the shame of our exile. 


Son of Gandhari, in your pride 

you harmed the sons of Pandu. 
Open you eyes and see! — 

and taste the fruit of your misdeeds! 


You listened only to the advice 
of Karna and Saubala-Sakuni, 

you ignored the claims of the Pandavas, 
you treated them cruelly. 


You mocked the descendant of the Dagarhas, 
Krishna himself, 

when he came on his peace mission. 
It pleased you 

to send Uluka to us 
with your heartless proposal: 


‘Kill us, and take your share.’ Good! 
Pll kill you and your kinsmen, 
and avenge 
all your heinous misdeeds.” 
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Saying this, Bhima stretched his bow taut, 
and fitted dread arrows 

that had the blinding glare 
of maha-thunderbolts. 


Enraged, he fired twentysix arrows 
at Suyodhana-Duryodhana, 
resembling virulent flames 
and speeding unerringly ahead. 


He splintered Duryodhana’s bow 
with two arrows, 

wounded his charioteer with another two, 
with four more 

he sent the chariot’s horses 
to the abode of Yama. 


Then, foe-crushing Bhima, with two arrows 
pulled fully taunt, 

O finest of men, shredded the umbrella 
of Duryodhana’s chariot. 


Three more arrows ripped apart 
the radiant flag. 
Having achieved this, 


Bhima emitted his fierce war-cry. 


The dazzling flag, studded with gems, 
collapsed suddenly 

on the ground, like a lightning flash 
flopping on earth. 


The rulers of the earth saw the sun-bright standard 
of the Kaurava lord, 

studded with gems and elephant-emblemed, 
fal] in tatters. 


Smiling casually, maha-chariot-hero Bhima 
wounded Duryodhana with ten arrows, 

like an elephant-rider goading his maha-beast 
with a hook on the battlefield. 


Jayadratha, raja_of the Sindhus 

and finest of maha-chariot-heroes, 
supported by crack soldiers, 

positioned himself on Duryodhana’s flank. 
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O raja! The excellent chariot-hero Krpa 
drove his chariot alongside, 

and picked up the unfuriated Duryodhana 
to safety inside it. 


Duryodhana, weak from the wounds inflicted 
by the arrows of Bhima, 
crouched low inside the chariot of Krpa, 
O raja. 
In the meantime, Jayadratha, 
bent on killing Bhima, 
ringed him with a host of chariots 
and soldiers. 


O raja! Dhrstaketu and valiant Abhimanyu, 
the Kekayas, 

and Draupadi’s sons 
started attacking your sons. 


Citrasena, Sucitra, Citrangada, Citradarsana, 
Carucitra, Sucaru, and Nanda and Upananda -— 


These eight illustrious princes, O raja, 
all maha-bowmen, 

swiftly manoeuvred to surround 
Abhimanyu’s chariot. 


Maha-minded Abhimanyu selected 
five curved and knotted arrows 

for each of them, and pinned them down 
with unerring aim. 


Each of those arrows, 
shot from his radiant bow, 

had the impact of a thunderbolt, 
each was like death itself. 

The eight attacked Saubhadra-Abhimanyu, 
that unexcelled chariot-hero, 


With counter-arrows that fell like a cloud-burst 
on Mount Meru. 

Abhimanyu was well-versed in war-skills 
and weaponry. 
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Abhimanyu retorted with an attack, maharaja, 
that made all of them tremble, 

like thunder-wielding Indra terrorising maha-antigods 
in the god-antigod war. 


The excellent chariot-hero Abhimanyu, 
O Bharata, 

next fired fourteen snake-venomed bhalla arrows 
at Vikarna. 


He seemed to dance on the battlefield 
as his arrows 

sliced Vikarna’s flag and killed Vikarna’s horses 
and charioteer. 


Maha-powerful Abhimanyu, 
flaming with anger, 

continued firing sharp and deadly arrows 
at Vikarna. 


These arrows, bright with kan ka-feathers, 
whizzed through Vikarna’s body 
and fell on the ground 
like hissing snakes. 


Feather-decked, with wings and tips 
worked in gold, 

bathed in Vikarna’s blood, 
they appeared to vomit blood. 


Seeing Vikarna multilated by the arrows, 
his cousin-brothers rushed 

to stem the advance of Saubhadra-Abhimanyu 
and his followers. 


Riding their chariots, these formidable warriors 
clashed head-on 

with the Pandava ranks 
in a bitter and gory fight. 


Durmukha wounded Srutakarman 
with seven swift arrows, 

shredded his flag, and with seven more 
killed his charioteer. 
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Firing six arrows at close range, 


Durmukha felled 


Srutakarman’s gold-caparisoned, wind-swift horses 


and killed his charioteer. 


Standing on the remains of his smashed chariot, 
maha-chariot-hero Srutakarman, 

in livid anger, hurled a flaming, meteor-like 
Sakti javelin. 


The self-glowing javelin sped right through 
Durmukha’s armour, 

and ripped it apart before embedding itself 
in the ground. 


Maha-chariot-hero Sutasoma saw Srutakarman 
chariotless, and skilfully 

manoeuvred his chariot alongside, 
and rescued his brother. 


O raja! Next it was heroic Srutakirti 
who advanced 

against your son Jayatsena, 
determined to kill him. 


Your son Jayatsena sliced the bow 
of the noble hero Srutakirti, 

the bow the maha-twang of whose stretch 
filled the field — 


Using a horse-shoe-headed arrow, 
and smiling to himself. 

Seeing his brother’s bow shattered, 
Satanika, O Bharata, 


Roaring like a lion, 
rushed to the spot. 
Stretching his bow 
as far as it would go, 


He effortlessly wounded Jayatsena 
with ten sharp arrows, 

and celebrated by trumpeting 
like a musth elephant. 
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With an incredibly sharp arrow 
_ capable of piercing any armour, 
Satanika gashed the chest 

of Jayatsena. 


The humiliation of his brother stirred 
brave Duskarna to action. 

He splintered the bow and arrows 
of Nakula-Satanika. 


Wielding another magnificent flexible bow, 
maha-powerful Satanika 

nocked it and fitted to it 
arrows of fatal power. 


He shouted at Duskarna 

in front of Duskarna’s brothers, “Wait!” 
and shot those snake-arrows 

straight at him. 


With one arrow he smashed Duskarna’s bow, 
with two 

he wounded the charioteer, 
with seven he wounded Duskarna. 


With twelve exceedingly sharp arrows 
he killed 

the gold-caparisoned, thought-swift horses 
of Duskarna. 


Incontrollably infuriated, 
he smashed Duskarna in the chest 
with a broad-headed straight coursing 
bhalla-arrow. 


Duskarna toppled like a huge tree 
hit by lightning. 
Seeing Duskarna killed, O raja, 


the five maha-chariot-heroes 


Surrounded Satanika with the sole aim 
of killing him. 

They hemmed him inside a massive shower 
of arrows; 
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Upon which, the five Kekaya princes attacked 
the five maha-chariot-heroes. 

Seeing them advance relentlessly, 
your sons, 


Maharaja, met them head-on, 
like maha-elephants clashing with elephants. 
Durmukha and Durjaya, 


Yuva and DurmarSana, 


Satrufijaya, Satrusaha — these illustrious heroes, 
Maharaja, advanced against the Kekaya brothers. 


They drove chariots 
that looked like massive forts, 

their horses were dazzlingly caparisoned 
in different colours, 


They brandished magnificent bows, 
wore splendid armour, 

flew brilliant pennants, marching like lions do, 
striding from forest to forest. 


A maha-fearful carnage followed 
between them and their enemies, 
with chariots and elephants 
caught in a mangled muddle, 


With bitter hatreds bursting into orgies 
of murderous killing, O raja, 

in a brutal battle before sunset 
that swelled the population of Yama’s kingdom. 


Chariot-heroes and horse-soldiers 
died in thousands. 

Wild with rage, Santanu’s son Bhisma, 
with sharp arrows, 


Started another massacre 

of the mahatma Pandavas’ soldiers, 
and despatched to Yama’s realm 

the Paricalas as well. 


Shattering the ranks of the Pandavas, O king, 
the maha-bowman Bhisma 

withdrew his forces 
and retired to his camp. 
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This is how the straight and curved arrows 
of Vrkodara Bhima and Dhrstadyumna 
decimated the ranks 
of the Kaurava forces. 


Dharmaraja Yudhisthira saw Dhrstadyumna 
and wolf-waisted Bhima return; 
he smelt their heads, 


and retired happily to his camp. 


So did Arjuna and Vasudeva-Krishna, 
after their display 

of arrow-prowess and Kaurava-slaughter 
on the battlefield. 
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Maharaja (continued Sanjaya), 
dripping with blood, the battle heroes 
retired to their respective camps, 
harbouring mutual bitterness. 
After they had rested, 
and puja-praised each other’s feats, 
they put on their armour, 
and prepared for fresh battle. 
You son Duryodhana, covered with blood, 
O raja, 
approached Pitamaha Bhisma 
and enquired in anxious tones: 


“Our soldiers are brave 
and disciplined, flying 
the mightiest war-flags; 
yet the maha-chariot-hero 
Pandavas have pierced 
and routed us all, 


Confounding our plans, 
and gathering fame. 
I am wounded all over 
by the death-mace of Bhima 
whose thunderbolt has shattered 
our makara-strategy. 
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Seeing virulent Bhima, 
J am afraid, O raja, 
J lose peace of mind. 
O truth-firm preceptor, 
grant us your grace 


to wipe out the Pandavas.” 


Observing Duryodhana 
profoundly depressed, 
mahatma Bhisma, 
war-valiant and wise 
son of Ganga, 
smilingly said: 


“For your victory and joy, 
J shall make all efforts 
to scatter the ranks 
of the formidable Pandavas. 
J shall not conceal 
myself in your need. 


The maha-chariot-heroes 
on the side of the Pandavas 
are countless and famous, 
untiring, accomplished 
in weapons, and spewing 
forth venom in battle. 


It is far from easy 
to rout them in battle. 
They hate you, O raja, 
they are proud of their prowess. 
But fight them I will, 


with all my atman. 


I will offer my life 
in the cause of your victory - 
I promise you this. 
For your sake I will battle 
the gods and the Daityas, 
let alone your enemies. 
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I will challenge the Pandavas 
and in doing so achieve 
the success of your hopes.” 
This assurance of Bhisma 
revived Duryodhana; 
his spirits rejoiced. 


With a heart full of joy 
he ordered the kings 
and soldiers —- “Advance!” 
The army of chariots 
and elephants and horses 
and soldiers obeyed. 


What an army, O raja! 
What extensive equipment! 
What a show of confidence! 
What elephants and horses 
and soldiers, O raja — 
a beautiful sight! 


The elephant division 
with expert mahouts 
appeared from all sides; 
the soldiers were led 
by experts in offensive 
and defensive weapons. 


And lovely the dust-cloud 
obscuring the sun! - 
raised by the myriads 
of chariots and elephants 
and horses and soldiers 
shifting positions. 


Such colourful ranks 
everywhere, O raja, 
elephants and chariots 
in rows upon rows, 
like flashes of lightning 
dazzling the sky. 
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A fearful cacophony! 
Stretching and twanging 
of bows by kings! - 
Like the noise of the ocean 
primevally churned 
by the gods and anti-gods. 


Your army -— its war-cries, 
its variety of soldiers, 
multiplicity of colours, 
ferocity of purpose - 
looked like clouds that gather 
at the end of a yuga. 
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O finest of the Bharatas! Seeing your son perturbed 
(continued Sanjaya), 

Ganga’s son Bhisma said these eee words 
to Duryodhana: 


“1, Dione Salya, Krtavarnian of the Satvatas, 
ASvatthaman, Vikarna, Bhagadatta, Subala’s son 


Sakuni, 


Vinda and Anuvinda of Avanti, the ruler of Bahlika, 
The mighty ruler of Trigarata, the formidable 
Magadha ruler, 


The Kosala ruler Brhadbala, Citrasena, ViviméSati, 
With thousands of festooned and maha-beflagged 
chariots, 


With countless local horses driven by expert riders, 
Huge elephants, their temples streaming with 
rutting juice, 


Brave flag-waving foot-soldiers 
accomplished in all weapons, 
coming from many lands - 
all will fight for your cause. 
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When soldiers of such calibre 
are ready to die for you, 
even victory over the gods 
is not an impossible task. 
O raja! My duty is always to tell you 
what is good for you. 
The Pandavas cannot be defeated 
even by Vasava-Indra and the gods. 


Krishna-Vasudeva is on their side, 


and their prowess equals Mahendra-Indra’s. 


Still, O Indra-among-rajas, 
I will do what you want. 


Either I defeat the Pandavas, 
or they defeat me.” 

With these words, Bhisma handed over 
to Duryodhana 

the medicinal herb 
known as ViSalyakarani 


Which has the power to relieve pain 
and heal all wounds. 

Your son’s wounds healed. 
Early at dawn, valiant Bhisma, 


Finest of men, accomplished in war strategy, 
devised the battle formation 
called the Mandala, 


deploying a wide variety of weapons. 


A battle-formation consisting 
of crack soldiers, 

elephant warriors, thousands of war-chariots, 
and others — . 


Also the finest cavalry 
armed with swords and spears. 
Each elephant had seven chariots, 
each chariot seven horse-soldiers, 


Each horse-soldier ten bowmen, 
each bowman seven foot-soldiers. 
Encouraged by the maha-chariot-heroes, 
O maharaja, 
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Your soldiers prepared for battle 
under Bhisma’s leadership. 
A thousand horse-soldiers, 
and a thousand elephants, 


Ten thousand chariots, 
under the command of your brave sons 
dressed in armour, and led by Citrasena, 
supported Pitamaha Bhisma. 


It was a mutually supportive system: 
Bhisma protected 

the armour-clad maha-powerful rajas, 
and they protected him. 


On the battlefield, armour-clad Duryodhana 
in his chariot 

looked as handsome as Sakra-Indra himself 
in heaven. 


O Bharata! Your sons’ war-cries 
and the clatter of chariots 

and din of musical instruments 
war ear-splitting. 


That huge, impenetrable mandala-formation 
of foe-crushers 

headed by Bhisma himself 
marched relentlessly to the west. 


It was almost invincible, O raja, 
and it was a sight to behold. 

Seeing that incomparable hard-to-defeat 
mandala-array, 


Raja Yudhisthira deployed his army 
in the Vajra-Thunderbolt plan. 

After the soldiers had stationed themselves 
in assigned positions, 


The chariot-heroes and horse-soldiers 
screamed their war-cries. 
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Eager for battle, the soldiers prepared themselves 


for combat. 
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A frightful battle followed between the heroes 
of both armies. 

Bharadvaja-Drona a attacked Matsya, 
and Asvatthaman attacked Sikhandin. 


Raja Duryodhana singled out Parsata-Drupada 
for attack, 

Nakula and Sahadeva attacked Salya, 
the king of Madra. 


Vinda and Anuvinda from Avanti 
attacked Iravat. 

The remaining kings chose to concentrate 
on Dhananjaya-Arjuna. 


Using all this strength, Bhima neutralised 
Hardikya-Krtavarman’s attack. 

Your three sons — Citrasena, Vikarna 
and radiant DurmarSana — 


Became the targets of Arjuni-Abhimanyu, 
O raja. 

The maha-bowman Bhagadatta of Pragjyotisa 
attacked the raksasa Ghatotkaca, 


Rushing fiercely as one musth elephant 
attacking another. 

The raksasa Alambusa, O raja, 
fiercely targeted Satyaki 


Who was the leader of a vast host 
of soldiers. 

Bhurisravas selected brave Dhrstaketu 
for combat. 


Dharma’s son Yudhisthira battled 
with raja Srutayus, 
and Cekitana’s adversary on fhe field 


was Krpa. 


The remaining warriors concentrated 
on the maha-chariot-hero Bhisma. 

Suddenly a multitude of royal warriors 
surrounded Dhananjaya-Arjuna, 
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Brandishing lances, darts, spears, arrows, 
clubs and maces; 

and Arjuna, angered, 
said to Krishna of the Vrsnis: 


“Madhava-Krishna, look at the sons of Dhrtarastra 
in a battle-array 

devised by the mahatma strategist Bhisma, 
son of Ganga. 


Look, Madhava-Krishna, a gallery of heroes, 
all battle-hungry! 

See, Kesava-Krishna, the ruler of the Trigartas 
with his brothers. 


In front of your eyes, Janardana-Krishna, 
O finest of the Yadavas, 

I will kill all of them 
who dare to challenge me today.” 


Saying this, Kunti’s son Arjuna 
rubbed his bowstring 

and fired a swarm of arrows 
at the assembled kings. 


Fierce bowmen themselves, 
they retaliated with a counter-shower, 
the arrows streaming like monsoon rain 


filling ponds. 


O lord of the world! Seeing Krishna and Arjuna 
arrow-oppressed on the field, 

shouts and screams of “Hai! Hai!” were heard 
from your soldiers. 


Even the gods, deva-rsis, gandharvas 
and uraga-reptiles 

were aghust seeing the plight of Krishna 
and his double Arjuna. 


It was then, O raja, that Arjuna 
in violent fury 

fired his Aindra-weapon - 
a show of splendid prowess! 
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For he neutralised in one stroke 
the entire enemy-shower 
and simultaneously wounded every warrior, 


O lord of the world. 


O honour-bestowing monarch - all of them — 
thousands of rajas, horses and elephants — 
some with two arrows each, 
others with three, 


Routed by Partha-Arjuna, they sought the help 
of Santanava-Bhisma, 

and Bhisma saved them from sinking 
in that bottomless sea. 


Fleeing from the terror of the Pandavas, maharaja, 
your army scattered in confusion, 
like waves 


in a tempestuous ocean upheaval. 


SECTION EIGHTY-TWO 


The battle continued with Susarma fleeing 
from the field (said Safijaya), 

after mahatma Arjuna had decimated 
his followers. 


Your army was in turmoil 
like a storm-struck ocean 
when Ganga’s son Bhisma decided 
to attack Arjuna. 


Raja Duryodhana saw Partha-Arjuna’s brilliance 
on the battlefield, 

and spoke hurriedly to his generals 
and his soldiers. 


He spoke specially to maha-powerful Susarma, 
after which, 


standing at their head, 
he addressed them all inspiringly: 


[V1:82:5-13] 


Teast ¥, lee 


11 


lhe 


548 


“Santanu’s son Bhisma has planned 
to attack Dhananjaya-Arjuna 

in full strength, even if it means 
risking his life. 


Re-form your strength; re-group your men. 
Protect Pitamaha Bhisma at all costs 

as he launches 
the counter-offensive.” 


“It will be done!” the soldiers shouted; 
then, maharaja, 

led by Duryodhana, they advanced 
near Pitamaha Bhisma. 


Santanava Bhisma, marching to fight Arjuna, 
suddenly saw 

maha-powerful Bharata Arjuna marching 
to fight him. 


Arjuna stood in his radiant chariot 
pulled by white horses, 

flying the vanara-emblem, 
and thundering like storm-clouds. 


Seeing diadem-crowned Dhananjaya-Arjuna 
bearing down on them, 

your soldiers were dismayed, 
and panicked in an uproar. 


They saw Krishna holding the reins 
like the sun in its meridian; 


blinded, 
they dared not even look up. 


Nor were the Pandava soldiers able 
to look at Bhisma, 

with his white horses and white bow, 
like the white planet Sukra. 


Surrounding him were the mahatma Trigartas, 
along with their brothers and sons, 

and a host 
of other maha-chariot-heroes. 
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Meanwhile, Bharadvaja’s son Drona wounded 
king Virata of Matsya 

with one arrow, and sliced his bow and flag 
with two more. 


Virata flung away his damaged bow 
and picked up another, 

even stronger and bigger 
and more flexible, 


Shooting snake-shaped arrows of venomous power. 
He wounded Drona 

with three arrows, 
his horses with four, 


His flag with one, and his charioteer with five, 
and sliced his bow with one. 

The bull-brave twice-born hero Drona’s wrath 
knew no bounds. 


With eight knotted arrows, 
Drona killed Virata’s horses, 
and with one winged arrow 
he killed Virata’s charioteer. 


Finest-of-chariot-warriors Virata 
leapt out 
of his horseless chariot 
and climbed inside his son’s chariot. 


Father and son combined their energies 
to stem 

the advance of Drona 
with a torrent of arrows. 


Incensed beyond description, Drona fired, 
O lord of men, 

a snake-shaped virulent arrow 
at Virata’s son Sankha. 


It pierced Sankha’s heart, 
draining his life-blood, 

and stuck in the ground, 
drenched in crimson. 
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Struck by Drona’s arrow, 

Sankha slumped in the chariot 
in front of his father, 

the bow slipping from his hand. 


Seeing his son dead, 
Virata fled in terror, 

leaving Drona on the field like Antaka-Death 
with wide-gaping mouth. 


Bharadvaja’s son Drona repulsed 
single-handed 

many thousands of soldiers 
in the army of the Pandavas. 


Maharaja, Sikhandin in the meantime 
attacked Drauni-Aévatthaman, 
wounding his forehead with three swift, 

long arrows. 


Drona’s son, with three arrows 
sticking in his forehead, 
looked like Mount Meru 
with its three golden peaks. 


In less than half the wink of an eye, 
Agvatthaman cut down 

Sikhandin’s charioteer, flag, horses, 
and weapons 


With a swarm of irresistible arrows. 

The excellent chariot-hero Sikhandin 
jumped 

out of his horseless chariot, 


And brandished a sharp, flashing sword 
and shield. 

Foe-terrorising Sikhandin roamed the field 
like a vulture, 


And Drona’s son Asvatthaman 
was unable to target him. 

Maharaja, this was a wonderful, 
an unbelievable sight! 
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O bull-brave Bharata! Drona’s son Asvatthaman, 
in a fit of anger, 

fired thousands of arrows 
at the elusive Sikhandin. 


But Sikhandin, a warrior incomparable, 
kept whirling 

his sharp-edged sword, 
and deflected the deadly arrows. 


A§vatthaman finally succeeded | 
in shattering 
Sikhandin’s hundred-moon-decorated 
glittering shield as well as his flashing sword. 


ASvatthaman pinned down Sikhandin 
with hundreds of winged arrows. 

Sikhandin, waving wildly on the field 
his broken sword, 


Hurled it at ASvatthaman 
like a fiery snake. 

Seeing it whizzing towards him 
like the fire of Kala, 


Drona’s son with amazing dexterity 
intercepted and smashed it, 
and simultaneously fired steel arrows 


at Sikhandin. 


Grievously injured by those sharp arrows, 
Sikhandin climbed 

into the chariot of mahatma Satyaki 
of the Madhava race. 


In a burst of rage, 

Satyaki fired a volley of arrows 
at the cruel raksasa Alambusa, 

his bitter enemy. 


But that excellent raksasa, O Bharata, 
succeeded in splintering Satyaki’s bow 
with a crescent-shaped arrow, 
and wounding him. 
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Fabricating a maya by his special powers, 
he overwhelmed Satyaki with arrows. 
We witnessed a marvel 


of Satyaki’s 


When, though severely wounded, 
he showed no sign of it. 

Indeed, he fitted the Aindra-missile to his bow, 
O Bharata, 


A weapon that he had obtained 
from Vijaya-Arjuna himself. 

The missile dissipated the maya 
created by the raksasa, 


And drenched Alambusa 
with so heavy an arrow-shower 
that it seemed monsoon torrents 
were rolling down a hill-top. 


Outwitted and outclassed 

by the illustrious Madhu-descendant, 
the raksasa ran away, 

leaving Satyaki the combat’s victor. 


Routing the Indra-among-raksasas 

whom even Maghavan-Indra could not humble, 
Satyaki uttered his fierce war-cry 

on front of your soldiers. 


Then famed-in-truth Satyaki 
commenced a methodical slaughter 


of your soldiers; terrified, they broke ranks 
and fled. 


Meanwhile, Dhrstadyumna, Drupada’s brave son, 
O maharaja, 

attacked your son Duryodhana 
with fierce knotted arrows. 


O Bharata! Though oppressed by the arrows 
fired by Dhrstadyumna, 

your son did not betray 
any sign for fear. 
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O Indra-among-rajas lord-of-men! 
He retaliated 

with arrows that succeeded 
in wounding Drupada’s son -— 


First sixty, then thirty, fired in succession — 
a wonderful feat! 

O gracious monarch! Agitated, the Pandava general 
shattered Duryodhana’s bow, 


And killed all four horses 
of your son’s chariot, 

wounding maha-powerful Duryodhana 
with seven sharp arrows. 


It was then that maha-muscled Duryodhana 
leapt from his chariot, 

and rushed straight, with upraised sword, 
at Parsata-Dhrstadyumna. 


In the nick of time, maha-powerful Sakuni, 
devoted to the raja, 

raced his chariot alongside 
and sped off with Duryodhana. 


Defeating Duryodhana, foe-crushing Dhrstadyumna 
began massacring your soldiers 

like thunderbolt-wielding Vajrapani-Indra 
who exterminated the anti-gods. 


In another part of the battlefield, 
the maha-chariot-hero Krtavarman 

cornered Bhima with arrows as thick as maha-clouds 
obscuring the sun. 


Foe-smiting Bhima, angry yet smiling, 
counter attacked 

with an arrow-swarm that sailed 
towards Krtavarman, 


Lacerating him, but the truth-firm Satvata 
stood his ground; 

indeed, maharaja, he retorted with a shower 
of sharper arrows. 
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Maha-chariot-hero Bhima killed 
the four horses of Krtavarman 
and his charioteer, 
and cut down his flag. 


He harassed Krtavarman 
with a variety of arrows. 

His horses slain, Krtavarman stood defenceless, 
pinned down by arrows. 


Maharaja! Abandoning his chariot, 
Krtavarman leapt into the chariot 
of your brother-in-law Vrsaka, 
While Duryodhana watched, 


Bhima excitedly rushed at your soldiers. 
Insensate with fury, 

he attacked them like Antaka-Yama 
wielding his rod. 


SECTIONS@EILCH TWH REE 


“Sanjaya,” said Dhrtarastra, “I have heard 
remarkable reports from you 

on the combats between my sons 
and Pandu’s sons. 


But you never speak of my soldiers 
as being cheerful, Sanjaya. 

On the contrary, theirs are always cheerful 
and never defeated. 


My soldiers are depressed, or defeated, 
or lifeless. 

Such is destiny. What else can it be, 
©Satar” 


O bull-brave lord! Your soldiers (replied Sanjaya) 
did their best in battle, 

displaying what manliness, strength and courage 
they possessed. 
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Even as the delicious waters 
of the Ganga, 

when they enter the ocean, 
turn salty, 


So the valour of the warriors of your army, 
facing the Pandavas 

on the field of battle, weakens, 
O foe-smiting raja. 


There is no use blaming your warriors, 
O best of the Kauravas. 

They performed difficult deeds 
to the best of their power. 


It is your fault, and your son’s fault, 
O lord of the world — 

the carnage that has added to the population 
of Death’s kingdom. 


But what good is it grieving, O king, 
over what has happened? 

The kings who were going to die 
could not have prevented it. 


Their aim was to reach the realms 
of the merit-obtainers; 
their goal was heaven, 


and that is why they fought. 


Maharaja, what a slaughter took place 
that afternoon! 

Listen to my report 
of that god-and-antigod butchery. 


Spotting Iravat, the two Avanti princes, 
Vinda and Anuvinda, 

both maha-powerful, maha-bowmen maha-warriors, 
rushed at him. 


A horrifying horripilating maha-encounter! 
Iravat attacked first, 

wounding the two god-like 
Avanti princes 
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With knotted arrows of knify sharpness. 
Unperturbed, 

they retaliated with a variety 
of well-planned counter-showers. 


O raja! The combat continued, 

each struggling to gain the upper hand, 
each equally resourceful 

and revengeful. 


With four swift arrows Iravat succeeded 
in killing, O raja, 

the four horses of the chariot 
of Anuvinda. 


With two sharp bhalla-arrows, O gracious monarch, 
he sliced the bow 

and shredded the flag of Anuvinda. 
A wonderful feat, O raja! 


Anuvinda abandoned his chariot 
and climbed into Vinda’s; 
he picked up a strong 
and excellently flexible bow. 


Riding in the same chariot, 

the two chariot-heroes of Avanti 
shot a stream of arrows 

at mahatma Iravat. 


The maha-swift gold-feathered arrows 
of the Avanti brothers 

flew thickly through the sky, 
darkening the sun. 


Roused to anger, 
Iravat sent a rain of arrows 

on the maha-chariot-hero brothers — 
and killed their charioteer. 


As the charioteer toppled on the ground, 
the horses 

galloped away helter-skelter 
with the driver-less vehicle. 
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Maharaja, Iravat was the Naga princess 
Ulupi’s son. 

Routing the two borthers, he spread panic 
if your army. 


Reeling from his attack, 

the maha-army of Dhrtarastra’s sons 
swayed to and fro 

little a man debilitated by poison. 


Hidimba’s maha-powerful .raksasa son Ghatotkaca 
drove his sun-bright 

flag-bedeced chariot 
against heroic Bhagadatta. 


Raja Bhagadatta, ruler of Pragyotisa, 
atop his elephant, 

looked like Vajra-dhara-Indra marching out 
to humble vicious Taraka. 


The gods, gandharvas, and rsis arrived 
to witness the battle — 

they noticed no difference 
between the two heroes. 


Like furious Sakra-Indra terrorising the Danavas 
in the past, | 

Bhagadatta, ruler of Pragyotisa, 
traumatised the Pandavas. 


Unremittingly harassed by him from all sides, 
the Pandavas 
could not find one among them to rescue them, 


O Bharata. 


O Bharata! Only one, Bhima’s son Ghatotkaca, 
was seen riding in his chariot: 

all the Pandava maha-chariot-heroes 
had fled the field. 


A little later, however, they regrouped; 
and as they did so, Bharata, 
an ear-splitting roar came from your troops 


on the field. 
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So the maha-battle started, with Ghatotkaca’s arrows, 


O raja, 
shrouding Bhagadatta as dark rain-clouds 
shroud Mount Meru. 


Raja Bhagadatta splintered the raksasa’s arrows 


in mid-air, 
and succeeded in wounding Ghatotkaca 
in his sensitive parts. 


Hurt and bleeding, 

Ghatotkaca nevertheless stood firm; 
undeterred he stood, 

like a riven yet steady hill. 


The Pragjyotisa ruler Bhagadatta 
flung fourteen lances 
in an orgy of anger, 
but Ghatotkaca deflected them all. 


The maha-muscled raksasa blocked those lances 


with his arrows, 
and he persecuted Bhagadata 
with seventy gold feathered shafts. 


Smiling, the raja of Pragjyotisa, O Bharata, 
fired arrows 

that killed the four horses 
of the raksasa. 


Standing in his horseless chariot, 
the Indra-among-raksasas 
hurled a Sakti-missile 
at the elephant of Bhagadatta. 


Bhagadatta neutralised the gold-shafted 
murderous missile in mid-air; 

it crashed on the ground 
in splinters. 


Seeing his Sakti disintegrate, 
Hidimba’s son fled, 

as Daitya Namuci fled from Indra 
in the distant past. 
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Victorious over the heroic and irresistible, 
renowned raksasa 


whom even the god of death Yama and Varuna 


could not humble, 


Bhagadatta rammed his elephant 
into the Pandava ranks, 

crushing them as a wild she-elephant 
tramples lotus stalks, O raja. 


Elsewhere on the field, the Madra ruler Salya 
battled his nephews, 

the twin sons of Pandu, 
Nakula and Sahadeva. 


Sahadeva released a net of arrows 
at his maternal uncle, 

obscuring him like clouds 
shrouding the sun. 


Though harassed, Salya was delighted. 
In his heart 

he cherished a special filial fondness 
for the twins. 


O honour-bestowing monarch! 

The maha-chariot-hero with one arrow 
shattered Nakula’s flag, 

and with another splintered his bow. 


Thereafter, having destroyed his flag 
; and his bow, 
Salya killed Nakula’s charioteer 


with a third arrow, 


And sent his four horses 
to the abode of Yama. 

Nakula jumped out of his horseless, 
broken chariot, 


And swiftly climbed into the chariot 
of his brother. 

The heroic twins, in one chariot, 
stretching their bows taut, 
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In a fury of anger and aggression, inundated 
the maha raja Salya with arrows. 
Deluged by the multitudinosity 
of the straight shooting arrows 


Of his nephews, illustrious Salya 
remained firm as a hill; 

smiling, that tiger-among-men 
frustrated their impact. 


Sahadeva, infuriated by Salya’s calm, 
fitted an arrow in his bow 

and shot it straight at Salya, 
O Bharata. 


It sped swiftly like Garuda, 

it penetrated right through 
the Madra ruler’s body, 

and slid into the earth. 


Grievously hurt, pain coursing through his body, 
the maha-chariot-hero Salya 

slumped in his chariot, maharaja, 
almost in a faint. 


Seeing Salya dazed and on the point 
of losing consciousness, 

his charioteer sped the vehicle away 
from the battlefield. 


Dhrtarastra’s sons saw the Madra ruler 
driven away; 

thinking that he had been killed, 
they lost heart. 


Having vanquished their uncle in battle, 
the maha-chariot-hero twins 

joyfully sounded their conches 
and screamed their leonine war-cries. 


Brimming with joyful confidence, 
they attacked your soldiers, O raja, 

like Indra and Upendra attacking hordes of Daityas, 
O lord of the world. 
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The sun was at its height (said Safijaya) 
when raja Yudhisthira spotted Srutayus 
and sped towards him 
to do battle. 


He rushed at foe-crushing Srutayus 
and wounded him 

with nine knotted arrows 
of brilliant sharpness. 


Maha-bowman raja Srutayus withstood the attack 
of Dharma’s son, 

retaliating with a counter-volley of seven arrows 
at Kaunteya- Yudhisthira. 


They cut through Yudhisthira’s armour, 
and sucked his blood 

as if draining the very spirit 
out of that mahatma. 


Livid with anger though seriously wounded, 
Pandu’s son recovered sufficiently 
to fire a boar’s-ear-arrow that hit the chest 
of the mahatma raja Srutayus. 
With a broad-headed bfAalla-arrow, 
Kunti’s unexcelled chariot-hero son 
smashed the flag of mahatma Srutayus 
out of his chariot. . 


O raja! Seeing his flag shredded, 
Srutayus the earth-ruler 

pinned Pandu’s son down 
with seven finely-sharpened arrows. 


Dharma’s son Yudhisthira flamed with rage 
like the fire 
that devours all creatures inexorably 


at the end of a yuga. 

Maharaja! Seeing Yudhisthira’s blazing wrath, 
the gods, gandharvas, and raksasas — 

all the worlds - 
were filled with anxiety. 
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Only one thought was present 
in the minds of all creatures: 
This king’s fury will consume 
the three worlds. 


O king! In the hope of pacifying Pandu’s son, 
the rsis and gods 

intoned benedictory chants 
for the peace of the worlds. 


But Yudhisthira kept licking 
the corners of his lips, 

and looked like the doom-bringing sun 
at the end of a yuga. 


O Bharata! All the warriors of your army, 
O lord of the world, 

were overcome by a profound 
and dispiriting gloom. 


Controlling his wrath, maha-illustrious 
Yudhisthira fired an arrow 

that severed Srutayus’ maha-bow 
near its hand-grip. 


Pursuing his advantage, 

raja Yudhisthira fired a naraca-arrow 
that struck Srutayus’ chest 

in front of all the troops. 


Then, O raja, acting with extreme speed, 
maha-powerful Yudhisthira fired swift arrows 
that killed the charioteer and the horses 
of maha-atmaned Srutayus. 


Alarmed by the valour of raja Yudhisthira, 
Srutayus abandoned his horseless chariot 
and fled hastily 
from the field. 


O raja! Seeing the maha-bowman defeated 
by Dharma’s son, 

the soldiers of Duryodhana turned their backs 
to the field. 
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Maharaja, Dharma’s son Yudhisthira, 
after this impressive feat, 
started massacring your troops 
like gaping-mouthed Cosmic Time Kala. 


Meanwhile, Cekitana of the Vrsnis 
fired an arrow-swarm 

on the unexcelled chariot-hero Krpa 
in the presence of all the soldiers. 


Krpa repulsed the arrows, O raja, 
and fired winged shafts 

that wounded Cekitana 
who was fighting cautiously. 


With a broad-headed arrow, O gracious monarch, 
he sliced Cekitana’s bow, 

and with dexterous aim 
he killed the charioteer of Cekitana, 


As well as his horses and the charioteers 
of his side-guards, O raja. 

Leaping out of his chariot, 
Satvata-Cekitana picked up a mace. 


The excellent mace-wielder Cekitana 
first killed Krpa’s horses 

with his foe-crushing mace 
and then felled his charioteer. 


Krpa fired sixteen arrows at Cekitana 
from the ground; 

they grazed him and embedded themselves 
in the earth. 


Flaming with rage and eager to kill Krpa, 
Cekitana flung his mace 

like destroyer-of-citadels Purarhdara-Indra 
hurling his weapon at Vrtra. 


Krpa let loose hundreds of arrows 
that blocked 

the flying maha-mace dizzily speeding 
towards him. 
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Drawing his sword from its scabbard, 
O Bharata, 

with a burst of speed Cekitana ran 
towards Gautama-Krpa. 


Krpa pushed aside his bow, O raja, 
and unsheathing his sword 

he rushed with equal swiftness 
towards Cekitana. 


Both were valiant, 
both possessed the finest swords; 
the two heroes clashed, 
furiously wielding their shining weapons. 


Felled by the impact of their swords, 
the two bull-brave heroes 
collapsed on the earth, 
the common refuge of all creatures. 


They were tired, their limbs were stiff, 
they were nearly unconscious. 
Moved by friendship, 
the ruler Karakarsa 


Rushed in his chariot to the rescue 
of Cekitana, 

and lifted him up in the presence 
of all the soldiers. 


Similarly, your brave brother-in-law Sakuni, 
O lord of the world, 

rushed in his chariot and drove off with Krpa, 
finest of chariot-heroes. 


Elsewhere, Dhrstaketu the maha-powerful warrior, 
in extreme anger, O raja, 

afflicted Somadatta’s son Bhurisravas 
with ninety arrows. 


Maharaja, what a glorious spectacle! 
Bhurigravas standing 

with arrows stuck on his chest, 
like the sun with its sunrays! 
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Not outdone, Bhurisravas soon dispossessed 
the maha-hero Dhrstaketu of his chariot, 
after killing his charioteer 
and horses. 


Seeing him chariotless and driverless, 
Somadatta’s son Bhurisravas 
deluged him 


with an arrow-shower. 


O gracious monarch! Maha-minded Dhrstaketu 
quickly abandoned his chariot 
and climbed into the chariot 
of heroic Satanika. 


Eleswhere, Vikana and Durmarsana, 
golden-armoured chariot-heroes, 
rushed, O raja, 
to attack Subbadra’s son Abhimanyu. 


A frenzied combat took place 

between them and Abhimanyu, O raja — 
like a disorder in the body, 

between wind, bile and phlegm. 


Abhimanyu smashed the chariots of your sons, 
O raja, 
but recalling Bhima’s promise 


did not kill them. 


Supported by thousands of kings on horses, 
elephants and chariots, 

and seeing Bhisma whom even the gods 
could not vanquish 


Proceeding to rescue your sons 
from the attack of Abhimanyu 
(a mere boy, 
yet a maha-chariot-hero), 


Kunti’s son white-horsed Svetavahana-Arjuna 
said to Vasudeva-Krishna: 

“Drive me to where the chariots are, 
O Hrsikesa-Krishna! 


[VI:84:46-54] 


Tease by Plat 


46 


47 


48 


49 


50 


on 


Gy 


Sie! 


54 


566 


Guide my horses well, O Madhava-Krishna, 
so that these heroes, 

all variously armed, 
may not frustrate our plans.” 


Urged by limitlessly energetic Arjuna, 
Kunti’s son Arjuna, 

Varsneya-Krishna drove the white-horsed chariot 
to the thick of the battle. 


The moment livid-with-rage Arjuna attacked, 
O honour-bestowing monarch, 

a deafening maha-uproar rose 
from your assembled soldiers. 


O raja! Kunti’s son Arjuna advanced 
towards the rajas 

who were protected by Bhisma, 
and said to Susarma: 


“You are a great hero, the very finest. 
You hate us. You have wronged us. 
The fearful fruits of your misdeed 
are yours today. 


Today I shall despatch you 
to the realm of your forefathers.” 

These bitter words of foe-crushing dreadful-deed-doer 
Bibhatsu-Arjuna — 


The chariot-hero Sugarma heard their challenge 
only too well, 

but refrained from replying tauntingly - 
or otherwise. 


With the help of other valiant rajas, 
he attacked Arjuna 

from the front, rear, 
and left and right. 


His attack ringed Arjuna inexorably, 
Your sons’ snd Susarma’s arrows 
darkened the field, 
like clouds the sun. 
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A maha-gory battle followed between your sons 
and the Pandavas, 

in which human blood flowed like water, 
O Bharata. 


SECTION ETGHITY-FIVE 


And valiant Anjuna 
(Safijaya continued) 
though wounded and sighing like a snake, 
destroyed the bows 
of the maha-chariot-heroes 
with a shower of arrows. 


In a trice he had splintered 
the bows of the rajas 
on the field of battle. 
Then, intending to kill them, 
mahatma Arjuna fired 
a succession of arrows. 


They rolled on the field 
in the mire of their blood, 
their bodies all mangled, 
their heads askew, 
their armours crumpled, 
their breaths dissipated. 


Oppressed. by the arrows 
of Arjuna, they fell 
and gave up their lives. 
Seeing them, the raja 
of Trigarta Susarma 
advanced to attack. 


Thirtytwo supporters 
of Sugarma struck first 
at Partha-Arjuna. 
They ringed him completely, 
and twanging the strings 
of their bows, they despatched 
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A cloudburst of arrows, _ 
like rain that deluges 
the breast of a hill. 
Oppressed by the impact 
of the arrows, enraged 
Dhanafijaya-Arjuna, 


With a total of sixty 
oil-dipped arrows, 
killed sixty supporters 
of Susarma’s flank. 
Elated, illustrious 
Dhananjaya-Arjuna 


Eliminated the chariot-heroes. 
Then, Jisnu- Arjuna, 
O raja, concentrated 
on killing Bhisma. 
Susarma, witnessing 


the deaths of his friends, 


Sped swiftly, intending | 
to kill Partha- Arjuna 
with the help of a vegeu Te 
of rulers. Observing °° 
the plight of Dhananjaya- 
Arjuna, Sikhandin, 


Heading a group ~ 
of chariot heroes, 
rushed to defend him. 
Meantime, Arjuna noticed 
the Trigarta raja Susarma 
and others advancing, 


And all on his own, 
with his Gandiva, he routed 
and killed them. And now, 
he looked out for Bhisma, 
who was guarded by Duryodhana 
and Saindhava-Jayadratha. 
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Intelligent and valiant 
and maha-energetic, 
he effected the ploy 
of a bypassing skirmish, © 
and eluding’ raja Duryodhana 
and Jayadratha and others, 


He attacked Gangeya-Bhisma, 
his arrows and bow 
held firm in his grip. 
Then mahatma Yudhisthira, 
in a fury of anger, . 
rushed also to battle. 


Avoiding battle with Salya, 
the ruler of Madra, 
‘Yudhisthira, with Bhima 
and Madri’s sons Sahadeva 
and Nakula, advanced 
to clash with Bhisma. 


And Bhisma, though fighting 
the chariot-heroes 
of the Pandava army, 
immediately left them 
and sped to do battle 
with Dhananjaya-Arjuna. 


Attacked by Pandu’s sons, 
the maha-chariot-hero 
Bhisma-mahatma, 
scion-of-Santanu- 
begotten-on-Ganga, 
fearlessly waited. 


Extremely intelligent 
and enormously powerful 
raja Jayadratha 
confronted the Pandava 
maha -chariot-heroes, splintering 
their bows with his arrows. 
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Mahatma Duryodhana, 
with poisonous anger, 
attacked and wounded 
Yudhisthira, Bhima, 
the twins and Arjuna, 
with fiery arrows. 


The Pandavas, lacerated 
by the arrows of Krpa, 
Citrasena and Sala 
and Salya, resembled 
the gods when wounded 
by the arrows of the Daityas. 
Ajatasatru mahatma 
Yudhisthira saw Sikhandin’s bow 
splintered by Bhisma; 
dismayed and amazed, 
raja Yudhisthira 
said to Sikhandin: 


“You took a maha-vow 
in front of your father: 
This is. my vow — 
I will kill with my arrows 
Bhisma whose radiance 
shines like the sun. 


Brave one! Where is that promise? 
For Devavrata-Bhisma 
still rules on the field. 
Your words are hollow. 
Remember your sva-dharma, 
your race, and your fame. 


Witness how Bhisma 
descends on my soldiers 
with radiant arrows, 
like Kala himself 
consuming creatures 
in a matter of seconds. 
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It is hardly expected 
of you that you flee 
from the field, forsaking 
your friends and your brothers 
who are harrassed today 
by Santanava-Bhisma. 


How strange it is 
that panic should seize you 
and your face turn white 
the moment you see 
incomparable Bhisma 
decimate our army! 


Come, Sikhandin, see how 
Dhananjaya-Arjuna fights Bhisma 
without your knowing it. 
You are famed in the worlds — 
why then this excessive fear 
of Bhisma, brave one!” 


This straightforward rebuke 
of Dharmaraja Yudhisthira 
inspired mahatma 
Sikhandin, O raja — 
he quickly resolved 
to seek and kill Bhisma. 


Observing Sikhandin 
advancing like the wind 
on his mission of killing, 
king Salya restrained him 
with a formidable 
irresistible weapon. 


Glimpsing the weapon 
speeding towards him 
like a yuga-end fire, 
Sikhandin like Mahendra-Indra 
remained unaffected 
and calm, O raja. 
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Serene and confident, 
from his maha-bow he fired 
arrow after arrow, 
and finally fitted 
the Varuna-weapon 
as a counter-missile. 


The gods in the sky 
and the kings on earth 
saw Sikhandin baffle 
the weapon of Salya. 
O raja! Mahatma Bhisma, 
slicing the bow and flag 


Of raja Yudhisthira 
on the field of battle, 
roared his war-cry. 
Seeing Yudhisthira panicking, 
abandoning his bow 
and leaving his arrows 


But clutching his mace 
Bhima ran swiftly 
to fight Jayadratha. 
And Jayadratha wounded 
onrushing Bhima 
wielding the mace 


With five hundred arrows, 
each fatal as Yama’s 
terrifying rod. 
Wolf-waisted Bhima, ignoring 
the arrows, and livid 
with violent fury, 


Destroyed all the pigeon- 
complexioned horses 
of the Sindhu-raja Jayadratha. 
Your incomparable son 
Duryodhana, standing 
in his chariot, resembling 
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The raja of the gods, 
arrived on his mission 
of wiping out Bhima, 
with his weapons upraised. 
Shouting his war-cry, 
Bhima stood ready. 


Meanwhile, Jayadratha, 
frightened by Bhima, 
and bewildered, retreated 
to the safety of Sakuni, 
Duryodhana and other 
sons of Dhrtarastra. 


Roused to anger 
by the grouping of Sakuni, 
Duryodhana and others, 
mace-armed Bhima 
resolved that moment 


to kill Jayadratha. 


When they glimpsed the mace 
uplifted like Yama’s 
annihilating rod, 
the Kaurava soldiers, 
afraid of its impact, 
deserted Duryodhana 


And fled helter-skelter 
in the thick of the battle 
that raged there, O Bharata. 
Your son Citrasena 
remained unperturbed 
as the mace sped towards him. 


Flashing his sword 
and wielding his shield, 
he leapt from his chariot, 
like a lion pouncing 
from the crag of a hill, 
and surveyed the field. 
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The formidable mace 
like a maha-meteor thudded 
on the dazzling chariot, 
smashing the structure, 
and reducing the charioteer 
and horses to dust. 


What a maha-marvel! 
Your soldiers, O Bharata, 
rejoiced exceedingly. 
They shouted their war-cries 
and puja-prasied 
the feat of your son. 


SEC PMO Nem! G HT Y¥-six 


Vikarna drove up swiftly (said Safijaya) 
to the uncharioted 

illustrious hero Citrasena, 
and rescued him in a flash. 


The turbulent and horrendous carnage 
of battle continued, 
and Santanu’s son Bhisma 


fought Yudhisthira. 


The Srnjaya heroes, with their arrays 
of horses, elephants and chariots, 
wavered; 


they feared for Yudhisthira’s life. 


But Yudhisthira, with his twin brothers 
Nakula and Sahadeva, 

faced calmly the onslaught of Bhisma, 
the tiger-brave maha-bowman. 


Pandu’s son Yudhisthira shrouded Bhisma 
with a volley of arrows 

that obscured the day-making sun 
like clouds. 
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Ganga’s son Bhisma received each volley, 
some in hundreds, 

some in thousands, with complete equanimity, 
O gracious monarch. 


The cluster of arrows which Bhisma fired 
in reply 
resembled swarms of insects 


coursing through the sky. 


Santanu’s son Bhisma 

fired successive arrow volleys, 
so thick that Yudhisthira 

seemed to disappear! 


Raja Yudhisthira, roused to anger, 
fired a naraca-shaft 

at mahatma Bhisma — an arrow resembling 
a venomous snake. 


Maha-chariot-hero Bhisma disintegrated in mid-flight 
that razor-sharp arrow, 

and killed the gold-caparisoned horses 
of Yudhisthira. 


Though his horses were slain, 

Dharmaraja Yudhisthira kept fighting; 
he shot a Kala-fierce sakti-missile 

at Bhisma, 
who pulverised it 

with well-aimed knotted arrows. 


Then Dharma’s son jumped down 
from his horseless chariot, 

and quickly climbed into the chariot 
of mahatma Nakula. 


Subduer-of-hostile-forts Bhisma, infuriated, 
rushed towards Nakula and Sahadeva 
and deluged them 


with arrows. 


Maharaja, seeing the twins pinned down 
by the arrows, 

Yudhisthira worriedly wondered 
how to eliminate Bhisma. 
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He summoned the royal heroes 
and his kinsmen 
and said, “Find a way 
of jointly killing Santanava-Bhisma.” 


Acting on orders from Kuntt’s son, 
the earth-rulers 

devised a circular stranglehold of chariots 
around Bhisma. 


O raja! As if playing a game, 
your pita Devavrata-Bhisma 

picked off one by one the maha-chariot-heroes 
with his sharp arrows. 


Kunti’s son Yudhisthira saw Kaurava Bhisma 
in command of the field, 

like a lion-cub harassing 
a flock of deer. 


His awesome appearance and his war-cries 
terrified the Pandavas, 

as deer are terrorised 
by the sight of a lion. 


He is a gust of wind 
fanning a flame 
that sweeps through heaps of dry grass - 
Such was the perception 
of the Pandava Ksatriyas 
regarding Bhisma, the lion of the Bharatas. 


He chopped off the heads 
of chariot-heroes 
with the ease of an expert farmer 
chopping ripe fruit 
off palmyra-trees. 
Maharaja, 
the heads hit the earth 
with heavy thuds 
like huge stones falling. 
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The carnage of the battle continued, 
a fearful bloodbath, 

and maha-consternation spread 
among the soldiers. 


The battle-arrays had been shattered, 
but the Ksatriyas 

continued to challenge each other 
to combat. 


Sikhandin spotted Bhisma 

and approached him speedily. 
“Wait! Wait!” he shouted 

to the Pitamaha of the Kauravas. 


Bhisma, aware of the feminine past 
of Sikhandin, 

ignored the challenge, 
and chose to fight the Srnjayas. 


Seeing Bhisma approaching, 
the Srnjayas broke into peals 

of fierce war-cries and deafening blowing 
of war-conches. 


Prabhu! Lord! The sun was beginning to set 
when a ghastly skirmish 

took place between the chariot-heroes 
and the elephant-warriors. 


The Pancala prince Dhrstadyumna 
and the maha-chariot-hero Satyaki 
assaulted your soldiers with tomara-lances 
and fakti-missiles. 


Many of your finest heroes were killed 
in that clash, O raja, 

but though decimated, O bull-brave Bharata, 
your soldiers, 


Having determined to fight to the end, 
did not retreat; 

your chariot-heroes organised a fresh attack 
on the Pandavas. 
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O raja! Harassed by the repeated attacks 
of maha-atmaned Dhrstadyumna, 

your soldiers uttered heart-rending cries 
of maha-agony. 


Vinda and Anuvinda of Avanti, 
both maha-chariot-heroes, 

heard their wailing, and launched an attack 
on Dhrstadyumna. 


The two maha-chariot-hero brothers 
swiftly slew Dhrstadyumna’s horses 
and deluged him 


with arrows. 


The maha-powerful prince of Paricala 
Dhrstadyumna 

leapt out of his chariot 
and into that of mahatma Satyaki. 


Raja Yudhisthira, :. 

supported by a massive assembly of troops, 
rushed to repulse the two foe-smiting princes 

of Avanti. 


Your sons too, O honour-bestowing monarch, 
determined to defend 

Vinda and Anuvinda, 
ringed them in securely. 


Elsewhere, Arjuna, the bull-brave Ksatriya, 
angrily closed in 

on the heroic Ksatriyas, 
like Indra battling the anti-gods. 


Always eager to please your son, 
angry Drona 

fell on the Pancala forces 
like fire consuming cotton. 


O lord of the earth! Your sons, 

led by Duryodhana who had pledged 
to protect Bhisma, 

continued to fight the Pandavas. 
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O Bharata! By now the sun was a ball of crimson. 
Raja Duryodhana 

turned to his soldiers and said to them, 
“Waste no time!” 


Even as they battled, 

displaying truly remarkable feats, 
the sun vanished from sight 

behind the Asta hills. 


Just before the onset of darkness, 
a river of blood, 

with jackals in it, 
swept across the field. 


A horrendous sight! - 
for the jackals kept howling, 
and the spirits of the dead 
prowled on the field. 


And raksasas, Pisacas 

and other flesh eating creatures 
could be seen scavenging 

in hundreds and thousands. 


After defeating the contingent of Susarma, 
who was helping raja Duryodhana, 
Arjuna retired with his soldiers 
to his camp. 


Yudhisthira, descendant of the Kauravas, 
also retired 

with his soldiers and brothers to his camp 
at nightfall. 


Bhima retired to his camp, O Indra-among-rajas, 
after humbling 

all the excellent chariot-heroes 
led by raja Duryodhana. 


That maha-battle also saw Duryodhana 
retire at night to his camp, 

all the while protecting 
Santanava-Bhisma. 
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Drona and his son Asvatthaman, Krpa, 
Salya, Krtavarman of the Satvatas 
who formed the Kaurava rear, 
also retired, 
As did Satyaki, O raja, 
and Drupada’s son Dhrstadyumna, 
after killing many soldiers 
on the battlefield. 


O foe-crushing maharaja, your soldiers 
and those of the Pandavas 

retired to their camps 
as night fell. 


They puja-praised each other’s exploits — 
the Pandavas and the Kauravas — 
before retiring, 
O maharaja. 


They made all arrangements for security 
by posting sentinels; 

they extracted arrows, 
and bathed wounds. 


They were paeaned 
by bards and ministrels, 
and they passed time singing 
and playing musical instruments. 


That brief interval 
was like a taste of heaven. 

Not one maha-chariot-hero spoke a word 
concerning the battle. 


It was a beautiful scene — two armies, O king, 


their elephants and horses and men, 
peacefully sleeping 
that night. 
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The Pandava and the Kaurava rulers 
of the world 

(continued Safjaya) slept peacefully, 
and prepared for fresh battle. 


A maha-deafening tumultuous clamour arose 
as both armies marched — 

a tremendous noise, 
an oceanic din. 


Raja Duryodhana, Citrasena, Vivirhsati, 
The finest chariot-hero Bhisma and Drona - 


These Kaurava chariot-heroes, dressed in armour, 
in perfect unity 
assembled against the heroes of the Pandavas, 
O raja. 
Your pita Bhisma, O lord of the earth, 
devised a maha-formation 
rivalling the fearful ocean, 
its heaving billows being the chariots. 


Having done so, Santanu’s son Bhisma 
placed himself at the head, 

supported by the southerners, 
Malavas and Avantis. 


Immediately behind him came illustrious, 
heroic Bharadvaja-Drona, 

supported by the Pulindas, Paradas, Malavas 
and Ksudrakas. 


Behind Drona was the powerful hero Bhagadatta, 
O lord of the the world, 

supported by the Magadhas, the Kalin gas 
and the Pisacas. 


Behind Bhagadatta came Brhadbala, 
the ruler of Kosala, 
supported by the Mekalas, Kuruvindas, 


and Tripuras. 
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Behind Brhadbala came the brave ruler 
of Prasthala, Trigarta, 

supported by the Kambojas 
and thousands of Yavanas. 


O Bharata! Next, after Trigarta, 

the heroic son of Drona, Aésvatthaman 
whose war-cries reverberated 

to the skies. 
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And behind Drona’s son was raja Duryodhana, 


bringing up 
the bulk of the army 
with the help of his brothers. 


Behind Duryodhana came Krpa, 
the son of Saradvat. 

This was the composition of that huge, 
oceanic army. 


Prabhu! Lord! White umbrellas, pennants, 
expensive armour of exquisite design 


and craftsmanship, and bows glittered 
on the field. 


Seeing that gigantic army, 
the maha-chariot-hero Yudhisthira 
turned to his general Parsata-Dhrstadyumna 
and quickly said: 


“Maha-bowman! 

look at this oceanic army-formation! 
Let us immediately devise 

a superior counter-strategy.” 


Then, maharaja, Dhrstadyumna set about 
forming the plan called Smgataka 
which devastates 
all hostile arrays. 


The tips of the Horn-Array were Bhima 
and the maha-chariot-hero Satyaki, 
with thousands of chariots, horses 
and foot-soldiers. 
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Its navel was white-horsed Arjuna, 
with Krishna as his charioteer; 

its stomach was raja Yudhisthira 
and Madri’s twins. 


Rulers of the earth, 
brilliant bowmen all of them, 
expert strategists all, with their soldiers, 
made up the rest. 


Abhimanyu, the maha-chariot-hero Virata, 
Draupadi’s sons, and the raksasa Ghatotkaca 
comprised the rear. 


Confident of the strength of their strategy, 
the Pandavas, O Bharata, 

stood on the battlefield, 
waiting for the battle to begin. 


Conches blaring 
Drums sounding 
Armpit-slapping 
Horrendous war-cries 


Shattered the sky. 


They stood on the battlefield, O raja, 
all the mighty heroes, 

staring long and fixedly at each other, 
without blinking. 


They shouted challenges at each other, 
calling each by name, 

poised to plunge in a gruesome carnage, 
O Indra-among-men. 


Then it began — that terrifying, total battle 
of destruction 

between your soldiers 
and the soldiers of the Pandavas. 


O Bharata! Long naraca-missiles rained 
on the battling armies, 

like a deluge of gaping, venomous, 
glistening-snakes. 
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And gleaming Sakti-missiles too, 
polished with oil, 

whizzed across like flickering flashes 
of lightning, O raja. 


Ribboned maces exquisitely worked in gold 
sped and fell on the field 

like beautiful toppled peaks 
of hills. 


Swords flashed in the sun, 
like clear pieces of the blue, O Bharata, 
and shields of bull-hide, 


begemmed with moons, 


Littered the field - it was a sight, O raja, 
surpassingly beautiful, 

of two massive armies, O ruler of men, 
locked in battle. 


An enchanting sight — 

like the gods and the Daityas battling. 
The soldiers poured in for combat 

from all sides. 


Royal chariot-heroes of one side clashed 
with royal chariot-heroes of the other — 
the chariot-axles of both 
inextricably jumbled. 


And elephant-tusk clashing with elephant tusk 
produced, O excellent Bharata, 

sparkle and smoke from the shock 
of the friction. 


Pierced by lances, the elephant-warriors 
who toppled on the ground 
looked like uprooted 


mountain trees. 


Mangling each other with spears 
and claw-weapons, 

brave foot-soldiers of both sides died 
agonising deaths. 
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The Pandava and Kaurava soldiers, 
on that field, 

had only one mission: 
to fire arrows to kill. 


Santanu’s son Bhisma charged straight 
into the Pandavas, 

his chariot-clatter and bowstring-twang 
striking terror. 


Led by Dhrstadyumna, the Pandavas 
vociferrously rushed at Bhisma, 
determined to destroy 
their enemy. 


And so the battle proceeded 
between the Pandavas, O Bharata, 
and your sons, with both heroes caught 
in confused grappling. 


SECTION ELGHYTY-ELGHT 


So dazzling was he, like the sun itself 
(continued Sanjaya) 

that the Pandavas feared to face 
enraged Bhisma. 


Ordered by Dharma’s son Yudhisthira, 
the entire army attacked Bhisma 
even as he rained 
sharp arrows at them. 


Self-confident Bhisma’s arrows devastated 
the Somakas, 

Srnjayas, Pancalas, 
and other illustrious bow-wielders. 


Though harassed by Bhisma’s arrows, 
the Pancalas and Somakas, 

in desperation risking their lives, 
attacked him furiously. 
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O raja! That magnificent chariot-hero 
Santanu’s son Bhisma 

severed their arms 
and then swiftly decapitated them. 


Your father, strict-vowed pita Bhisma 
uncharioted the chariot-heroes 
and chopped off the heads 
of the great horse-soldiers. 


Maharaja, we saw elephants deprived 
of their riders; 

stunned by Bhisma’s blows, 
they lay like hills on the field. 


Not one soldier of the Pandavas 
dared face Bhisma on the field 

except the maha-powerful 
finest-of-chariot-heroes Bhima. 


Bhima launched an attack on Bhisma. 
A grisly duel 

took place between the two heroes — 
Bhima and Bhisma. 


And all your soldiers on the field 
roared war-cries. 
The Pandavas also shouted 
their deafening leonine victory-calls. 


Raja Duryodhana and his brothers 
circled Bhisma 
to protect him in that raging sea 


of bloodshed. 


The supreme chariot-hero Bhima 
killed Bhisma’s charioteer; 

the horses dragged the chariot wildly 
across the field. 


O Indra-among-rajas! Bhima careened across the field 
in an orgy of slaughter. 

Your son Sunabha decided to restrain 
the onslaught of Bhima 
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With a volley of fierce arrows 
he fired seven shafts 
of exceeding sharpness, 
which infuriated Bhima even more 
O Bharata! With a horseshoe-shaped arrow 
foe crushing Bhima 
sliced off Sunabha’s head; 
it rolled on the ground 


Maharaja! Seven brothers of Sunabha 
saw their maha-chariot-hero 
brother Sunabha killed, 
and their fury broke bounds. 


Adityaketu, Bahvasi, Kundadhara, Mahodra, 


Aparajita, Panditaka, and Visalaksa — all formidable — 


Seven foe-humiliators, dressed in armour 
and shining with weapons, 

unitedly rushed to attack 
and kill Pandava Bhima. 


With nine winged arrows 
that flashed like lightning, 
Mahodara struck Bhima 
as Vrtraha-Indra once struck Namuci. 


Adityaketu struck Bhima with seventy arrows, 
Bahvasi with five, 

Kundadhara with ninety, 
Visalaksa with seven, 


And foe-annihilating Aparajita, maharaja, 
a maha-chariot-hero, 

struck maha-powerful Bhima 
with a countless shower of shafts. 


Panditaka fired three arrows at Bhima. 
Bhima ignored these volleys 
aimed by his enemies 
on the battlefield. 


Foe-humbling Bhima, 

gripping his bow in his left hand, 
fired a knotted arrow 

that severed the head 
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Of your son Panditaka. 
The handsome-nosed head, 
expertly decapitated by Bhima, 
rolled on the ground. 


With a broad-headed bdhalla arrow, 
Bhima lost no time 

in sending the maha-chariot-hero Kundadhara 
to Death’s abode. 


Infinite-atmaned powerful Bhima fitted 
another arrow to his bow 

and sent it whistling 
towards Panditaka. 


It pierced Panditaka, 
and embedded itself in the earth, 
like a Kala-impelled snake slithering in 
after biting a man. 


Large-hearted Bhima remembered the misery 
of his brothers in the past, 

and with three arrows he decapitated 
brave ViSalaksa. 


O raja! With a long naraca-arrow 

he struck Mahodara in the chest — 
instantly Mahodara fell, 

stone-dead. 


First he sliced Adityaketu’s umbrella, O Bharata; 
then, shooting 

a specially-sharpened broad-headed arrow, 
he decapitated him. 


Next, turning to Bahvasi, infuriated Bhima 
used a curved and knotted arrow 

to send Bahvasi ~ 
to Yama’s abode. 


O lordof the world! Your other sons panicked; 
they recalled Bhima’s vow 

in the assembly-hall, 
they feared it was coming true. 
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Aghast at the calamity that had claimed 
his brothers, 

raja Duryodhana ordered his soldiers, 
“Kall Bhima!” 


O lord of the world! All: your maha-bowmen sons, 
who had witnessed 

the deaths of their brothers, 
recalled then the warning, 


So wise and wholesome, that divine-visioned, 
maha-wise Ksatta-Vidura 
had given them. 


It was now coming true. 


Such sane advice — yet you, O ruler of men, 
did not listen, 

sO wrapped were you in greed and folly 
and fond affection. 


The way maha-muscled Bhima 
- is decimating your sons, 
it would seem he was born solely 
for the destruction of the Kauravas. 


Drowning in maha-disconsolate grief, 
your son raja Duryodhana 

went to Bhisma and said to him 
in great sorrow: 


“Bhima has killed my heroic brothers 
on the field, 

and is now spreading death 
among the rank and file. 


You are helping us, I know, but not enough. 
You stand in the middle. 

I took the wrong path. 
Look at my fate!” 


Your father, Devavrata pita Bhisma 
(said Sanjaya), 

heard those cruel words with tears in his eyes 
and said: 
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“Tata! Child, did not I, and Drona, and Vidura, 
and noble Gandhari 

warn you about this earlier? 
But you would not listen. 


Did I not ask you, foe-crushing Duryodhana, 
not to involve me and acarya Drona 

in any way 
in this war? 


This I can tell you in all truth: 
whichever son of Dhrtarastra 
fights Bhima, 
will die at his hands. 


Therefore, raja, steady your mind. 

Resolve firmly to fight the sons of Pandu, 
always keeping heaven 

as your goal. 


Even the gods and antigods led by Indra 
cannot defeat the Pandavas. 

Fight if you must. First, steady your mind. 
Then fight, O Bharata.” 


SECTION EVrGHT ry -NItnNe 


“Tell me, Sanjaya,” asked Dhrtarastra, 
“what did Bhisma, 
Krpa and Drona do, 


seeing my sons die one by one? 


Every day, Safijaya, 
my sons are being wiped out. 
O Suta! Such is my fate. 


I am a victim of misfortune. 


They never seem to win, 
they are always losing. 
Bhisma and Drona 
and mahatma Krpa, 
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Somadatta’s son Bhurisravas, and Bhagadatta, 
ASvatthaman, and hosts of other brave warriors, 
Tata, dear one, 


Protect them, but still my sons are dying 
on the field. 

Tell me, what else can it be 
but the work of fate? 


Foolish Duryodhana has always spurned 
my advice. 

Repeatedly warned by me, by Bhisma and Vidura, 
tata, dear one, 


And by his mother Gandhari seeking his welfare, 
my ill-minded son has ignored us. 

Let him taste the fruits 
of his folly, 


And watch his brothers, one by one, 
day by day, 
despatched by infuriated Bhima 


to Yama’s abode.” 


O radiant one! (replied Sanjaya) 
Ksatta-Vidura’s words have come true. 
They were spoken for your good, 
but you would not listen. 


“Stop the dice-game. 

Stop this hatred of the Pandavas.” 
This was the advice of those 

who wished you well — 


To which you turned a deaf ear, 

like a dying man refusing medicine. 
You realise too late 

their value. 


You refused the advice of well-wishers 

like Bhisma, Drona, Vidura and others — 
and you see 

the Kauravas in peril now. 
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O lord of the world! 
All this was predicted long ago. 
Let me now describe the battle fought 
the next day. 


The maha-carnage reached its bloody peak 
in the afternoon. 

It was a gruesome game of butchery. 
Listen to me, O raja. 


Ordered by Dharma’s son Yudhisthira, 
the infuriated Pandava host 
concentrated their energies 
on killing Bhisma. 


Dhrstadyumna, Sikhandin 

and the maha-chariot-hero Satyaki 
joined forces, maharaja, 

against Bhisma. 


Virata and Drupada, 

with the support of the Somakas, 
spearheaded the attack 

on the maha-chariot-hero Bhisma. 


The Kekayas, Dhrstaketu, and Kuntibhoja, 
dressed in armour, 

manoeuvred their soldiers, maharaja, 
against Bhisma. 


Arjuna, the five sons of Draupadi, 
and powerful Cekitana 

chose Duryodhana and his royal followers 
as their targets. 


Brave Abhimanyu and the maha-chariot-hero 
Haidamba-Ghatotkaca, 

and livid-with-rage Bhima 
attacked the entire Kaurava army. 


And this was how the Kauravas suffered 
from a three-pronged assault, 

O raja — but the Pandavas suffered 
equally grievously. 
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The finest chariot-hero Drona 
excitedly rushed upon 
the Somakas and Srnjayas, 
despatching many to Yama’s abode. 


The mahatma Srmjayas, 

afflicted by the maha-bowman 
Bharadvaja-Drona, 

groaned in agony on the battlefield. 


Countless Ksatriya heroes, 
wounded by Drona, 

writhed on the ground 
like so many helpless epileptics. 


O Bharata! They whined and moaned 
and wailed and screamed 

in a confused amalgam, 
like men dying of starvation. 


Maha-powerful Bhima, flamingly angry, 
continued unchecked his killing 

as if he were the doom of Kala 
personified. 


As the indiscriminate slaughter went on, 
gory rivers 

flowed on the field, 
billowing with human blood - 


A horrific clash, maharaja, 

between the Pandavas and Kauravas, 
that increased the population 

of Yama’s kingdom. 


Furious Bhima turned his wrath 
on the elephant-warriors 
of the Kauravas, 
sending many to gruesome deaths. 


O Bharata! Hit by his naraca-arrows, 
the elephants trumpeted in agony 
and reeled across the field 


before dropping dead. 
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Their trunks chopped off, their bodies mutilated, 
O honour-bestowing monarch, 

screaming shrilly like cranes, 
the huge elephants collapsed. 


Nakula and Sahadeva together 
attacked the cavalry. 

The horses decorated with golden chains 
and other paraphernalia 


Were slaughtered in hundreds and thousands; 
and everywhere on the field, 

O raja, one could see horses 
thrashing in death-throes. 


A grisly sight — the earth strewn with horses, 
O finest of men, 

some tongueless, some gasping, some wheezing, 
some dead. 


An awesome sight, O Bharata lord of the world! - 
all the rajas 

killed by Arjuna in various skirmishes 
on the field. 


Shredded flags, battered chariots, 
ripped umbrellas, 

torn yak-tail fans, powerful weapons 
twisted and splintered, 


Scattered garlands and golden necklaces, 
strewn heads with ear-rings, 
bracelets and head-gear 
and pennants in heaps. 


Beautifully designed chariot-bodies with reins 
and equipment smashed ~ 
like flowers in springtime sprinkling the earth, 
O raja. 
O Bharata! Similar scenes of destruction were noticed 
on the Pandava side 
when Santanu’s son Bhisma and Drona 
attacked in anger, 


[V1:89:40; 90:1-9] 


The Mahathale d, Wate 


40 


I95 


And when ASvatthaman, Krpa and Krtavarman 
attacked — it was exactly the same 

as your side suffered 
when the angered Pandavas attacked. 


SECTION NINETY 


O raja! As the brutal battle continued 
(said Safijaya) 

in which so many heroes perished, 
Sriman Sakuni attacked the Pandavas. 


Similarly, foe-destroying Hardikya-Krtavarman 
of the Satvatas 

manoeuvred his forces, O raja, 
against the Pandava ranks. 


The finest horses of Kamboja, river-crossing horses, 
Horses from Mahi, Sindhu, Aratta, 


And excellent breeds from Vanayu and the hill regions 


Surrounded the army of the Pandavas. 


Pure-white horses from Tittira, caparisoned 
Splendidly in gold and dressed in mail, 


The best of the breed — these formed the cavalry 
Of the Kauravas attacked by Arjuna’s son Iravat. 


The valiant son of wise Arjuna named Iravat 
was born to him 

by his union with the daughter 
of the Naga raja. 


Lovely-plumaged Suparna-Garuda 
had killed her husband; 

she was depressed, so her maha-atmaned father 
Airavata bestowed her on Aruna. 


She was influenced by kama, 
so Aruna took her as wife. 
That is how Arjuna’s son was born 
on another’s wife. 
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He was reared among the Nagas, 
and brought up by his mother, 

and abandoned by his wicked-atmaned uncle 
who hated Arjuna. 


When Iravat learnt that his father Arjuna 
was Visiting the realm of Indra, 


the powerful, virtuous, truth-speaking handsome boy 


went there. 3 


That maha-powerful truth-upholding hero 
approached Arjuna his father, 

and honoured him, 
folding his palms in anjali. 


He introduced himself to mahatma-Arjuna 
saying, 

“IT am Iravat. May fortune favour you. 
Prabhu\ Lord! I am your son.” 


He related to Arjuna the details 
of the union with his mother, 

and Pandu’s son Arjuna 
immediately remembered. 


In the palace of the raja of the gods, 
Arjuna embraced-his son 

whose virtues equalled his own, 
and rejoiced. 


And Arjuna, in the realm of Indra, 
O Bharata king, 
affectionately informed his maha-powerful son 


of all that had happened. 


“When the war starts, my lord-like son, 
we will need your help.” 

Iravat replied, “I will be there.” 
He kept his word, 


O king, arriving with a countless contingent 
of many-hued horses, 

swift horses, caparisoned 
with exquisite gold trappings. 
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They appeared on the field, O raja, 
like flocks of hamsa-swans 

on the billowy bosom of the ocean. 
Clashing with yours, 


O raja, they dashed head-on 
with chests and muzzles; 

reeling under the impact, many tottered 
and fell on the ground. 


When the two contingents of horses 
clashed head-on, 

a fearful noise like Garuda’s wings flapping 
was heard. 


O raja, the riders of those horses, 
as they charged at each other, 
started an orgy 
of mutual slaughter. 


In the dizzy swirl of the carnage, 
some horses 

panicked and bolted, 
running crazily on the field. 


And their arrow-pierced riders, 
with their horses killed, 

tiredly struck at each other 
with sharp swords. 


After most of the cavalry had been decimated, 
O Bharata descendant, 

Sakuni’s younger brothers marched into battle, 
leading their soldiers. 


On horses that were wind-swift 
and charging with storm-like ferocity, 
excellently trained, young and good-looking, 
freshly recruited, 


The six powerful heroes rode out from the Kaurava 
ranks: 
Gaja, Gavaksa, Vrsabha, Carmavat, Arjava and Suka. 
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Overruling the advice of Sakuni, 
and the warning of other leaders, 

the brilliant, maha-powerful, fierce, brave brothers 
galloped to battle. 


They pierced through Iravat’s undefeated cavalry, 
O maha-muscled monarch, 

aiming at victory, ready to enter 
the realm of heaven. 


Effortlessly they penetrated Iravat’s horse defences, 
those six Gandhara heroes. 

Valiant Iravat saw them 
and, exulting, 


Ordered his ornamented and weaponed soldiers: 
“Adopt desperate tactics. 

See that all the soldiers 
of Duryodhana 


Are destroyed, with all their chariots 
and weapons.” 

“It will be done,” replied the soldiers 
of Iravat, 


And frustrated the cavalry and foot-soldiers 
that were considered invincible. 
Seeing their assault 
frustrated by Iravat, 


In a fury of revenge, Sakuni’s brothers 
charged concertedly at Arjuna’s son, 
completely hemming him in 
on all sides. 


Shouting commands at their men, 

and hurling sharp lances at [ravat, 
they galloped across the field 

creating maha-havoc. 


Wounded by the lances of these mahatma brothers, 
blood pouring down his body, 

Iravat stood firm 
like a hook-gouged elephant. 
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O raja! He was all alone, attacked by many, 
pierced in chest, back, and sides — 

but he stood patient 
and unmoved. 


Then he could no more control his anger. 
Iravat, subduer of cities, 

fired stone-sharpened arrows, 
and rendered his foes unconscious. 


He slowly pulled out the prasa-lances 
from his body, 

and hurled them back at the brothers 
of Sakuni. 


Unsheathing his sword, and fastening his shield, 
Jravat swiftly 

sprinted across the field 
charging straight at the Saubala-brothers. 


They had recovered consciousness by this time. 
Anger possessed them, 

and they prepared 
for a fresh united attack. 


Proud Iravat came flashing across the field 
at them, brandishing his sword 

with amazing dexterity, 
intent on killing them. 


Astride swift horses, the sons of Subala 
still had difficulty 

in pinning down the elusive and nimble hero 
Iravat. 


But finally they succeeded in locating him 
as he paused, : 

and they closed in on him, 
attempting to capture him. 


Foe-annihilating Iravat, finding them so near, 
mangled their bodies with his sword, 
alternating it 


in his right and left hands. 
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He sliced the ornamented arms 
of the great heroes. 

One by one they fell on the ground, 
mutilated, and died. 


Maharaja, only one survived - Vrsabha. 
Mangled beyond recognition, 

he somehow managed to escape 
that maha-gory slaughter. 


Your son Duryodhana, witnessing the butchery 
of Sakuni’s brothers, 
angrily said 
to the fearful raksasa, 
The brilliant foe-subduing maha-bowman 
with supreme powers of maya, 
Rsysrnga’s son Alambusa, 
sworn enemy of Bhima 
since the day Bhima killed 
the anti-god Baka: 


“Look at the feat of Phalguna-Arjuna’s son 
who seems to be versed in maya! 

He insults me 
by slaughtering my soldiers! 


You too can roam where your mind wills, 
you are skilled in maya-weapons, 
you are Bhima’s enemy. 
Tata! My friend! Kill Iravat!” 


“So be it!” replied Alambusa and, 
screaming his war-cries, 

the horrific-looking raksasa rushed 
to combat Arjuna’s son. 


Alambusa was supported by countless warriors 
wielding prasas, 

lance-carrying veterans, 
accomplished in group combat. 


He had two thousands horses with him, 
survivors of the carnage, 

his sole mission, maharaja — 
to slay maha-powerful Iravat. 
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Nimble and experienced-in-war Iravat 
was also roused to great anger, 
and prepared adequately 
to confront the raksasa. 


Spotting Iravat, the super-maha-powerful 
raksasa Alambusa 

quickly executed a series 
of deceptive maya-tactics. 


Such a maya! Two thousand horses appeared 
from nowhere on the field, 

all mounted by sala-spear 
and axe-wielding raksasas. 


Those two thousand well-trained horses 
advanced and clashed 

with Iravat’s cavalry, each despatching the other 
to the realm of the spirits. 


With their respective supports destroyed, 
Iravat and Alambusa 

clashed in duel, 
like Indra and Vrtra. 


lravat saw the gigantic, 
maha-powerful, invincible raksasas 
lumbering towards him, 
and steeled himself. 


As soon as he came within striking distance, 
Iravat whirled his sword 

and sliced Alambusa’s bow and quiver 
into dazzling segments. 


Seeing his bow shattered, 
he shot off into the sky, 
using his maya-power to confuse 
the agitated Iravat. 


Iravat also leapt up skywards, 
and produced 

his own special maya 
with which he cancelled 
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The willed apparitions of the raksasa. 
In addition, 
he chopped off Alambusa’s limbs 


again and again, 


But each time, maharaja, 
the limbs grew again. 
Maya is natural to raksasas, 
who assume form at will. 


The chopped limbs of the raksasa 
glittered on the ground. 

Incensed, Iravat continued slashing 
at the maha-powerful raksasa 


With his sharp battle-axe, 
in a paroxysm of rage. 

Lacerated and mangled 
by the strokes, 


The raksasa emitted 
a weird heart-chilling scream, 
blood was spurting profusely 
from his battle-axed wounds. 


Rsysrnga’s son saw his adversary 
gaining the upper hand, 

and bursting with fury 
he summoned all his strength. 


He assumed an eerie giant shape 
and attempted 

to shock and capture Iravat, 
the heroic son of Arjuna. 


While the battle raged, 

in front of all the soldiers, 
seeing the maya concocted 

by the ill-minded raksasa, 


Highly incensed Iravat countered 
with even more potent maya 
So great was Iravat’s rage 
that he fought blindly, 
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And it was then that a Naga related to him, 
through his mother, 

helped him. Surrounded by many other Nagas, 
O raja, 

He appeared in the massive shope of Ananta 
the cosmic serpent, 

and with a host of snakes 
he straddled the great raksasa. 


Alambusa reacted swiftly, and instantly 
became Suparna-Garuda the bird-deity, 
and devoured 
all the Pannaga-snakes. 


With his relative, the Ananta-assumer’s hosts 
devoured by Alambusa’s maya, 

Iravat faltered, 
and immediately Alambusa decapitated him. 


Sliced by the raksasa, Iravat’s head, 

lovely with glittering ear-rings and diadem, 
moon-and-lotus-bright, 

rolled on the ground. 


With the slaughter of Arjuna’s son 
by the raksasa, 

Dhrtarastra’s sons and their royal followers 
regained confidence. 


It was unbelievable — 

the maha-bloodshed that took place 
during that horrendous battle 

between the two armies. 


In the mélée, horses, elephants and soldiers 
were destroyed by elephants, 

and chariots, horses, and elephants 
by foot-soldiers. 


Soldiers and chariot-heroes and horses, 
of your army 

and the Pandavas’ army, 
were destroyed by chariot-heroes. 
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Arjuna, unaware of the death 
of his son Iravat, 

continued his slaughter of the rajas 
who protected Bhisma. 


Your soldiers and the Sriijayas, O raja, 
perished on the field 

in hundreds of thousands 
in their assaults on each other. 


Hair dishevelled, arrows, swords and bows 
sliced piecemeal, 

many uncharioted chariot-heroes fought on 
with their bare hands. 


Foe-punishing Bhisma upset all the Pandavas 
with his systematic slaughter 

of maha-chariot-heroes 
with his flesh-lacerating arrows. 


Bhisma singly was responsible for the deaths 
of countless thousands 

of elephants, horses and chariot-heroes 
of Yudhisthira. 


It was a battle that revealed, O Bharata, 
the feats of Bhisma — 

we were witness to feats equalling 
those of Sakra-Indra. 


Fearful were the combats fought, O Bharata, 
by Satyaki and Bhima 

and Parsata Dhrstadyumna, all brilliant bowmen, 
in different parts of the field. 


“Drona can singlehanded kill all of us,” 
thought the fearful Pandavas; 
“what can he not do when assisted 
by an entire army? 


Now he has valiant earth-lords helping him!” 
O maharaja, 

these were the words of the Pandavas 
afflicted by Drona’s attacks. 
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No one was spared, O bull-brave Bharata, 
by the heroes 

of the two armies, who fought without 
any respite. 


Tata! Respected one! The maha-powerful bowmen 
fought like fierce raksasas, 

as if ghosts had possessed them 
on the battlefield. 


J saw no one who fought 
as if he valued his life 

in that hero-exterminating war resembling 
a war of Daitya-antigods. 


SECTLON NINETY-ONE 


“Tell me, Sanjaya,” asked Dhrtarastra, 
“the reactions 

of the Pandava maha-chariot-heroes 
to Iravat’s death.” 


The slaughter of Iravat (replied Safijaya) 
so agitated 

Bhima’s son Ghatotkaca that he screamed 
in maha-agony. 


He screamed, and the ocean-and-mountain- 
and-forest-covered earth, 

O raja, shuddered in the reverberation 
of his roaring, 


As did the sky and main and subsidiary quarters. 
O Bharata descendant, 

your soldiers heard the vibrating noise 
of the maha-roars, 


And their thighs were petrified, 
their bodies trembled; 

they perspired, and were plunged, maharaja, 
in deep depression. 
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They fled like an elephant herd 
mauled by a lion. 

The raksasa Ghatotkaca continued roaring, 
like the rumble of thunder, 


And brandishing his dazzling trident, 
and assuming a weird form, 

ringed by ferocious bull-brave raksasas 
armed with various weapons, 


He strode massively forth 
like Antaka-Kala on doomsday. 
Observing the excited, frightening hero 
lumbering towards him, 


And noticing how his soldiers looked away 
from the field 

in fear of Ghatotkaca, raja Duryodhana 
prepared for battle, 


Screaming leonine roars and brandishing 
his strung bow. 

Following him, with rutting juice 
streaming down their temples, 


Were the ten thousand elephants 
of the king of Banga. 

Seeing your son marching 
with a huge elephant army, 


The night-ranging Ghatotkaca was further inflamed, 
O maharaja, 

and a battle of horripilating tumultuousness 
took place 


Between the raksasas and Duryodhana’s soldiers. 
O Indra-among-rajas! 

Seeing that army of elephants 
like thick sky-masking clouds, 


The infuriated raksasas charged at it, 
brandishing their weapons 

and roaring — looking like swarms 
of lightning-flecked clouds. 
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They slaughtered the warriors 
riding on elephant-backs 

with arrows, darts, swords, spears, lances, 
clubs and axes. 


They crushed the elephants with huge stones 
and tree-trunks. 

Temples lacerated, thighs ripped, 
bodies sticky with blood, 


The elephants were butchered, maharaja, 
by the night-prowling raksasas. 
After the elephant army 
had been decimated, 


Duryodhana himself, roused to feverish anger, 
risking his life, 

maharaja, charged into the centre 
of the raksasa ranks. 


The foe-crushing hero fired volley upon volley 
of sharp arrows 

at the raksasas, killing many of them 
almost instantly. 


O incomparable Bharata! In his uncontrollable fury, 
your chariot-hero son Duryodhana 

killed Vegavan, Maharaudra, 
Vidyujjihva, Pramathi —- 


Four raksasas — with exactly four arrows. 
Then, again, 

the maha-powerful illimitably-atmaned hero 
released an arrow-shower, 


O finest of the Bharatas, on the night-prowlers. 
O honour-bestowing monarch, 

seeing this magnificent feat 
of your son Duryodhana, 


Bhima’s maha-powerful son Ghatotkaca flamed 
into anger again, 

and stretching his huge bow, 
as dazzling as Indra’s thunderbolt, 
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He attacked foe-crushing Duryodhana 
with extreme ferocity. 

Seeing him rushing like Death 
encouraged by Cosmic Time Kala, 


Maharaja, your son Duryodhana stood his ground. 
Cruel Ghatotkaca, 

eyes copper-bright with anger, 
said to Duryodhana: 


“Today I will pay back the debt I owe 
my mother and father 

whom you cruelly exiled for so long 
to the forest! 


You cheated, and defeated Pandu’s sons at dice, 
O raja! 
Krsna-Draupadi herself, in her period, 


wearing a single garment, 


Was dragged by you, you wicked-minded wretch, 
and insulted in the sabha again and again. 
From the ashram, your well-wisher, 
ill-atmaned 


Jayadratha, ruler of the Sindhus, 
tried to abduct her, 

dishonouring my elders. 
Family-disgracer! For these insults, 


And others, I will today take revenge — 
if you don’t turn tail!” 

Saying this, Hidimba’s son Ghatotkaca 
pulled taut his maha-bow, 


Bit his lips and licked the corners 
of his mouth, ; 

and fired a deadly shower of arrows 
on Duryodhana 

that fell like rivers of rain on hill-tops 
in the monsoon. 
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O Indra-among-rajas! Fearful even to Daityas, 
that deluge of arrows (continued Safijaya) 
was calmly received by Duryodhana 
like drizzle on a maha-mountain. 


Hissing like a Pannaga-snake 
and livid with fury, 

your son Duryodhana, O bull-brave Bharata, 
exposed himself to danger. 


He fired twentyfive extremely sharp 
naraca-arrows 

that sped through the air, O raja, 
and struck the bull-brave raksasa 


Like spitting poisonous snakes falling 
on Gandhamadana-mountain. 

Wounded and bleeding profusely, 
like a rutting elephant, 


The night-prowling raksasa determined 
to kill raja Duryodhana. 

He picked up a rock-pulverising 
maha-Sakti-missile 

That flamed like a meteor 
and dazzled like lightning; 

maha-muscled Ghatotkaca raised it high 
to kill Duryodhana. 


Seeing him lift the fakti-missile, 
the king of Banga 

drove his hill-huge elephant straight 
at the raksasa. 


Riding his splendid elephant, 
a beast strong and swift, 

he reached the spot where Duryodhana’s chariot 
was stationed, 


And used the elephant as a buffer 
between the raksasa and Duryodhana. 
Seeing Duryodhana’s chariot blocked 


by Ban ga’s clever manoeuvre, 
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Ghatotkaca, his eyes blazing with anger, 
maharaja, 

hurled the maha-Sakti-missile 
at the stationary beast. 


O raja! As the missile struck, 
fired violently by Ghatotkaca, 
the elephant fell, bled copiously, 
and perished. 


The powerful ruler of Banga quickly 
leapt down 

the elephant’s back 
and stood firmly on the ground. 


Duryodhana saw the huge elephant killed, 
and his soldiers demoralised, 

and fell prey 
to inconsolable grief. 


He doubted if he would ever be able 
to rout Ghatotkaca. 

But keeping Ksatriya-dharma in mind, 
and summoning 

all his self-confidence, raja Duryodhana 
stood firm as a mountain. 


Fitting fiery arrows to his bow — 

as radiant as the flames of Kala — 
he shot them angrily 

at the night-prowler. 


Mahatma Ghatotkaca with extreme agility 
dodged all the arrows 
that sped towards him 
like Indra’s thunderbolts. 


Eyes bright red with wrath, he roared. 
His roars 

reverberated in the field like storm-clouds 
at the end of a yuga. 


S4ntanu’s son Bhisma, hearing the fearful roars 
of the raksasa, 

approached acarya Drona, 
and said: 
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“IT can hear the roars of Ghatotkaca 
the raksasa. 

I think Hidimba’s son is clashing 
with raja Duryodhana. 


No one else can defeat this raksasa 
on the battlefield. 

Go, therefore, and save the raja. 
May you prosper! 


Maha-fortune-favoured Duryodhana is attacked 
by a maha-atmaned raksasa. 

O foe-chastisers! You duty is clear! 
Our duty is clear!” 


Acting on these orders from Pitamaha Bhisma, 
the maha-chariot-heroes under Drona 
speedily advanced 
to defend Duryodhana. 


Drona, Somadatta, Bahlika, Jayadratha, 
Krpa, Bhurisravas, Salya, the two Avanti princes, 
Brhadbala, 


ASvatthaman, Vikarna, Citrasena, VivirhSati — 
These and thousands of other chariot-heroes 


Marched swiftly with the express purpose 
of protecting your son Duryodhana. 
The maha-chariot-heroes 
comprised an invincible force. 


Best-of-raksasas Ghatotkaca saw 
the reinforcements marching; 
maha-muscled Ghatotkaca remained as unmoved 
as Mount Mainaka, 


Firmly gripping his gigantic bow 
and drawing strength 

from his kinsmen armed with clubs, tridents, 
and many other weapons. 


A horrendous horripilating encounter 
then erupted 

between the raksasas’s kinsmen 
and the followers of Duryodhana. 
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On every side of the battlefield, 
one could hear, maharaja, 
bows twanging 
like bamboos crackling in a bonfire. 


O raja! The clanging of weapons smiting 
thick coats of armour 

sounded like mountains breaking apart 
in an earthquake. 


And spears hurled by the brave warriors 
coursed through the air, 

O lord of the world, 
like hundreds of venomous snakes. 
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Roused to total fury, the maha-muscled-raksasa, 


that Indra-among-raksasas, 
stretched his maha-bow fully taut, 
and uttered a blood-curdling yell. 


With a crescent-shaped arrow he splintered 
acarya Drona’s bow; 


smashing with a bhalla-arrow Somadatta’s flag, 


he yelled again. 


With three arrows he wounded Bahlika 
in the chest; 

he pierced Krpa with one 
and Citrasena with three. 


With another arrow of amazing precision 
fired from a fully taut bow, 

he wounded Vikarna 
near the neck. 


Blood gushing from his wound, 
Vikarna slumped in his chariot. 

Selecting fifteen sharp naraca-arrows, 
illimitably-atmaned Ghatotkaca 


Fired at Bhurisravas. O bull-brave Bharata, 
the arrows sliced through his armour 
and fell on the earth, 
one after the other. 
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He wounded the charioteer of VivimSati 
and the charioteer of Drona’s son; 
they fell fatally, their hands losing their grip 

on the reins. 


With a crescent arrow he shredded-Jayadratha’s 
boar-emblemed, gold-worked flag; 

with another arrow, maharaja, 
he sliced his bow. 


His eyes flaming with rage, 
with four ndraca-arrows 
he wasted the four horses 
of the maha-atmaned princes of Avanti. 


After which, maharaja, he stretched his bow 
fully taut 

and wounded prince Brhadbala 
with a stone-sharpened arrow. 


Groaning with pain, Brhadbala slumped 
in the seat of his chariot. 
From his chariot’s vantage, 


the raging raksasa 


Fired volleys of sharp, snake-venomous arrows 
which whizzed through 

the thick of the battle, maharaja, 
and wounded Salya. 


SE CRLONUNIN Ey THREE 


Forcing your soldiers to turn their faces 
from the field, O excellent Bharata, 
(continued Safjaya), the raksasa attacked Duryodhana, 
with intent to kill. 


Seeing him rushing at their raja, 
your formidable soldiers 
intercepted him in the hope 
of killing him. 
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The maha-chariot-heroes stretched 
then palmyra-tall bows, 
screamed leonine war-cries, 
and isolating him, 


They poured on him 
a veritable deluge of arrows, 

like clouds overwhelming a mountain 
with autumn showers. 


Bleeding like a hook-gored elephant, 
the raksasa soared 

into the sky like Garuda, 
the bird-deity son of Vinata. 


He roared like the reverberation 
of autumn clouds 
and the screaming vibrations 
filled the main and subsidiary quarters. 


Raja Yudhisthira heard the raksasa’s roars, 
O excellent Bharata, 


and, turning to foe-crushing Bhima, 
he said: 


“It must be the raksasa Ghatotkaca 
battling Dhrtarastra’s 
maha-chariot-heroes — 
only his war-cries can carry so far. 


That bull-brave raksasa has a heavy mission 
to carry out, 

for enraged Bhisma is busily exterminating 
the Paricalas, 


Whom Phalguna-Arjuna is at present defending. 
O maha-muscled one, 

we have two tasks, _ 
both demanding quick action. 


Proceed immediately to Haidimba-Ghatotkaca 
who needs help.” 

Acting promptly on the instructions of his brother, 
wolf-waisted Bhima 
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Entered the battlefield, with leonine war-cries, 
O raja, 

like the surge of the ocean 
on full-moon or new-moon nights. 


Supporting him were Satyadhrti, invincible Saucitti, 
Sreniman, Vasudana, the Kasi-ruler’s son Abhibhu, 


The maha-chariot-hero sons of Draupadi, led by 
Abhimanyu, 
Illustrious Ksatradeva, Ksatradharma, 


The king of Anupadesa named Nila with his army. 
They surrounded Ghatotkaca with their chariots. 


With six thousand war-maddened elephants, 
these heroes 
formed a defence-pattern 
around the Indra-of-raksasas Ghatotkaca. 


The earth shook with their maha-war-cries, 
with the clatter of their chariot-wheels, 
with thudding hooves 
of galloping cavalry. 


The cacophony of the advancing army 
was such 

that the soldiers of your army paled 
at the very thought of Bhima. 


Maharaja! Ignoring Ghatotkaca 

who was ringed by an impenetrable defence, 
your never-retreating soldiers chose 

another part of the field 


For a decisive and bloody battle 
with the Pandava force. 
Maha-chariot-heroes employed weapons 
of all kinds, 


Lunging and plunging at each other. 
A dreadful clash, 

calculated to send shivers of maha-terror 
in cowards’ hearts. 
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Cavalry fought elephants, 
and foot-soldiers fought chariot-heroes; 
shouting, screaming, taunting, 


they clashed, O raja. 


So intense was the mélée of chariots, horses, 
elephants and soldiers 

that coagulated chariot-wheel dust 
clouded the battlefield. 


O raja! A reddish-brown dusty smoky haze 
blurred the field 

till none could distinguish 
between friend and foe. 


Father could not make out son, 
nor son father, 


in that horripilating horror where no quarter 


was given or taken. 


O Bharata! The clang of weapons 
and the screams of the soldiers 


sounded like the wailing of spirits and ghosts, 


O most excellent Bharata. 


A river started flowing 
on the field 
its waters the blood 
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of horses and elephants and humans 


its weeds and moss 
the hairs of the soldiers. 


A maha-ear-splitting noise 
like rocks falling 
was heard each time 
a severed head 
dropped on the field. 


The ground was littered 
with headless bodies 
mangled elephants 
butchered horses 
and chopped limbs. 
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Striking with all the strength at their command, 
maha-chariot-heroes 

rushed recklessly at each other 
with deadly weapons. 


Spurred by their riders, horses dashed headlong 
into each other, 

and dropped dead from the force 
of the impact. 


Eyes burning with anger, soldiers met 
and struck 

each other violently in the chest, 
and fell down dead. 


Urged by their mahouts, 

elephants gored other elephants 
with their tusks 

in the course of that savage battle. 


They looked like clouds flecked 
with lightning flashes — 

the bloodied elephants with war pennants 
fluttering high. 


They roamed over the field like clouds — 
the elephants 

with tusks gashed and temples torn 
by broad-headed arrows. 


They looked like mountains with small peaks 
shorn off — 

the elephants with sliced trunks 
and bodies severely mutilated. 


They looked like mountains with red-chalk 
streaming down their slopes — 

the elephants with blood flowing down 
their shredded flanks. 


They looked like mountains 
with their crests toppled — 

the lance-pierced elephants 
with their mahouts killed. 
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Rutting juices flowing, inflamed beyond control, 


many elephants went amok, 
crushing horses, chariots, 
and soldiers. 


And horses also, wounded by spears and arrows 


from enemy cavalry, 
charged blindly at any and everyone, 
in al] directions. 


Noble chariot-heroes from the best families, 
recklessly risking their lives, 

fought continuously with all their Sakti 
with their formidable adversaries. 


Seeking only heaven or fame, O raja, 
the heroes attacked each other, 
like competing suitors for a bride 
at a mammoth svayamvara. 


While that horripilating carnage continued, 
the soldiers of Dhrtarastra’s huge army 
were forced to consider 
the expedience of retreating. 


SataC 1 ONG INANE, yeaa) 


Raja Duryodhana, infuriated by the rout 
of his soldiers 

(continued Sanjaya), launched a vicious attack 
on foe-crushing Bhima. 


Using a maha-bow that had the impact 
of Indra’s thunderbolt, 

he fired a swarm of arrows 
on the son of Pandu. 


Fitting a crescent arrow, 
lovely-feathered and stone-sharpened, 
he fired with such rage that Bhima’s bow 
was sundered. 
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Seizing his opportunity, 
the maha-chariot-hero Duryodhana 
quickly fitted another special arrow 
capable of smashing rocks, 


And fired it with deadly accuracy, maharaja, 
at Bhima’s chest. 

Screaming in agony, 
licking the corners of his mouth, 


Bhima leaned against his gold-filigreed flagstaff 
for support. 

Seeing Bhimasena in distress, 
raksasa Ghatotkaca 


Blazed up in anger, like an all-devouring 
fierce conflagration. 
The Pandava maha-chariot-heroes, 


led by Abhimanyu, . 
Charged headlong at raja Duryodhana 


with frenzied war-cries. 
Seeing all those heroes rushing 
in reckless haste, 


Bharadvaja’s son Drona said 
to his maha-chariot-heroes: 
“Hurry to the rescue of the raja! 
May you succeed! 


Go, plunge in that perilous ocean, 
and save him! 

The enraged-maha-bowmen and chariot-heroes 
of the Pandavas, 


Led by Bhima, have singled out Duryodhana 
for destruction. 

Look at them firing their weapons, 
hoping for success, 


Screaming their war-cries and spreading panic 
in the ranks of our army!” 
Taking acarya Drona’s cue, under the command 


of Saumadatti-BhurisSravas, 
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Your soldiers organised a sortie 
against the Pandavas, 

involving Krpa, Bhurisravas, Salya, ASvatthaman, 
Vivim$Sati, 

Citrasena, Vikarna, the Sindhu ruler Jayadratha, 
Brhadbala 

and the two Avanti princes, 
who protectively ringed Duryodhana. 


Marching only twenty steps forward, 
the Pandava and the Kauravas, 
variously armed, fell murderously 
at each other. 


After giving advice, the maha-muscled son 
of Bharadvaja, Drona, 

pulled his bow taut and wounded Bhima 
with twentysix arrows. 


Maha-muscled heroic Drona deluged Bhima 
with another arrow-shower, 

like clouds drenching hills 
in the monsoon. 


Maha-powerful maha-bowman Bhima, unperturbed, 
retorted 

by wounding Drona’s left rib 
with ten sharp arrows. 


O Bharata! Pierced by arrows, overcome by pain, 
weary with age, 

Drona slumped inside his chariot 
in a semi-faint. 


Seeing guru Drona in such dire distress, 
raja Duryodhana 

and Drona’s son Asvatthaman 
angrily charged at Bhima. 


Maha-muscled Bhima saw them rushing at him 
like the doom-day of Kala-Antaka, 
and quickly prepared himself 


with his mace; 
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He jumped off his chariot, 
and stood hill-steady, 

lifting his massive mace 
like the rod of Yama. 


Duryodhana and Drona’s son Asvatthaman 
saw him standing 

with his mace like Mount Kailasa, 
and they attacked furiously. 


Vrkodara-Bhima also stirred 
and rushed against the two 
magnificent heroes who had made him 
their target. 


It was a terrifying darshan they had 
of infuriated Bhima, 

but the Kaurava chariot-heroes 
had prepared for the worst. 


Led by Bharadvaja’s son Drona, 
united in their mission 
to kill Bhima, they deluged him 


with fatal missiles, 


And cornered him into a state 
of near-helplessness. 

Seeing the maha-chariot-hero Bhima 
isolated and imperilled, 


Abhimanyu and other Pandava 
maha-chariot-heroes, 
risking their lives, 
plunged in to rescue him. 


The brave ruler of Anupade§%a, Nila, 
the handsome sky-blue-skinned 
loved-and-loving sakha-friend of Bhima, 

challenged Asvatthaman, 


Whom he had long desired to meet in combat. 
Pulling taut his maha-bow, 
he fired winged shafts 


at Drauni-ASsvatthaman, 
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Wounding him as, in the distant past, maharaja, 
Sakra-Indra 

wounded the invincible terror of the gods, 
the Danava Vipracitti, 


Who had started persecuting the three worlds 
with arrogant display of his strength. 
Pierced by the shafts 
of Nila, | 


Drauni-Asvatthaman bled profusely, 
but angrily steeled himself, 
and brandishing his bow 
whose twang was like that of Indra’s thunderbolt, 


The quick-thinking hero decided 
to annihilate Nila. 
With six dazzling broad-headed, gold-worked 


bhalla-arrows, 


ASvatthaman killed the four horses of Nila 
and shredded his flag. | 

His seventh arrow struck Nila 
in the chest. 


Grievously hurt, 
Nila squatted inside his chariot. 
Seeing blue-skinned raja Nila bewildered 
and helpless, 


Ghatotkaca worked himself up into a fury 
and plunged into battle 

against that resplendent hero 
Drauni-Asvatthaman. 


His hard-to-defeat-in-battle 

companion raksasas rushed to fight also. 
Seeing the gruesome raksasas 

approaching, 


The radiant son of Bharadvaja, Drona, 
instantly fired a volley of arrows 
which eliminated 
many of them 
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Who happened to be in front of Ghatotkaca. 
Noticing his soldiers 

unwilling to face the ferocity 
by Drona, 


Maha-bodied Ghatotkaca, Bhima’s son, 
in livid fury 

produced a grisly and awesome display 
of maya, 


Which completely confounded Drona’s son 
A&svatthaman; 

so one by one your soldiers succumbed 
to the maya. 


Your soldiers imagined themselves littered 
on the field, 

mangled, mutilated, writhing in pools 
of their own blood, 


Drona, Duryodhana, Salya, ASvatthaman 
And other Kaurava maha-archers fleeing from the 
battlefield, 


Chariot-heroes crumpled, rajas butchered, 
Horses and riders chopped in thousands. 


They imagined all this, and frantically ran back 
to their camps, . 

though I and Devavrata-Bhisma kept shouting 
at them, O raja: 


“It’s all a maya created by the raksasas! 
Keep fighting!” 

They were in a state of total panic, 
they did not stop, 


They would not believe us, 
so terror-stricken were they. 

Seeing them scatter, the Pandavas celebrated 
their victory 


By shouting leonine war-cries, 
the loudest being Ghatotkaca himself. 
The war-cries blended with blaring conches 
and thudding dundubht-drums. 
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And that is how your army was routed 
by the ill-minded son of Hidimba 
and scattered 
just before sunset. 
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Foe-crushing raja Duryodhana 
refused to believe 

a raksasa had routed his soldiers 
in battle. 

He approached Ganga’s son Bhisma 
and respectfully 


Reported all that had taken place — 
the victory of Ghatotkaca, 

and his own humiliation 
(continued Safijaya). 


The hard-to-defeat hero sighed repeatedly 
as he recounted the details, 

O raja, and said to the Kaurava 
Pitamaha Bhisma: 


“Vasudeva-Krishna is the strength of the Pandavas. 
Prabhu! Lord! 

So are you ours — or why would I have begun 
this fearful war? 


I have eleven aksauhinis of soldiers 
under my command, 

and they and | are all yours to command, 
O foe-crusher. 


And yet, O tiger-brave Bharata, 
I am defeated 

by the Pandavas, led by Bhima 
and Ghatotkaca! 


This flames through me like fire consuming 
a withered tree. 

O maha-fortune-favoured foe-slayer, 
I seek your grace. 
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Pitamaha! Grant that I annihilate 
that atrocious raksasa today — 

with your help. Grant that this wish 
is fulfilled.” 


O unexcelled Bharata! To this request of the raja, 
Santanu’s son Bhisma 

said to Duryodhana 
these words: 


“O foe-chastiser, O raja, O Kaurava, 
listen to my advice 

about how the strategy 
has to be worked out, maharaja. 


Tata! My child! O foe-destroyer! 
O defectless one! 

Your safety is paramount. You should fight only 
Dharmaraja Yudhisthira 


Or Arjuna, or Bhima, or even the twins 
Nakula and Sahadeva. 

A raja’s dharma 
is to oppose rajas. 


You must not stoop to fight Haidimba-Ghatotkaca. 
I, Drona, Krpa, A§Svatthaman, Krtavarman, 
Salya, Bhurisravas, the maha-chariot-hero Vikarna, 


Duhsasana and your other excellent brothers - 
We will fight the maha-powerful-raksasa 


Or, since you are so bitterly opposed 
To that Indra-among-raksasas Ghatotkaca, 
Allow this warrior to battle that ill-minded enemy — 


The earth-lord Bhagadatta, 
Who is the equal of Purandara-Indra in war.” 
Saying this to the raja, to Bhagadatta 


Eloquent Bhisma said in the presence 
of Indra-among-rulers Duryodhana: 

“Go, maharaja, and challenge the battle-brilliant son 
of Hidimba! 
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Fight the barbarous one with all your strength 
in front of all these bowmen, 

as Indra fought Taraka 
in the distant past. 


You possess divine weapons, 
and your strength is superhuman. 

You have previous experience of fighting even gods, 
O foe-destroyer. 


O tiger-brave king! In this maha-war, O raja, 
you are a perfect match for Ghatotkaca, 
and you singly can kill 
that bull-brave raksasa.” 


Acting on the advice of Bhisma 
the Kaurava commander, 

Bhagadatta roared his war-cry 
and rushed at his enemy. 


He advanced like a huge storm-cloud, 

and the Pandava maha-chariot-heroes 
angrily prepared 

to repulse him. 
O Bharata! Bhima, Abhimanyu, the raksasa Ghatotkaca, 


The twins Nakula and Sahadeva, Satyadhrti, 
Ksatradeva, 


The Cedi ruler Dhrstaketu, Vasudana, the Dasama 
ruler — 
These attacked Bhagadatta on his elephant Supratika. 


A horrific encounter took place 
between the Pandavas 
and Bhagadatta’s soldiers, 
increasing the population of Yama’s realm. 


Maharaja, showers of sleek arrows 

from the ranks of the chariot-heroes 
sped towards the elephants 

and chariots. 


Massive elephants, 

with lacerated and bleeding temples, 
goaded by their riders, 

brutally gored other elephants. 
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Maddened by temple-streaming rutting juices, 
they slashed each other’s flesh 

with tusks that resembled 
sharp clubs. 


Horses with long, graceful tails, 
spurred by spear-wielding riders, 
dashed blindly head-on 


against other horses. 


Foot-soldiers, struck by spears and sakti-missiles, 
wounded, collapsed on the ground 

in hundreds and thousands 
upon thousands. 


O raja! After slaughtering innumerable heroes 
with barbed arrows, karni-pipe-guns and darts, 
chariot-heroes screamed 
their war-cries. 


In the thick of that horripilating 
dreadful battle, 

the maha-brilliant bowman Bhagadatta 
attacked Bhima 


From atop his magnificent elephant, 
whose temples streamed 

with seven rutting juice-lines 
like so many rivers running downhill. 


From the back of Supratika, 
the spotless hero Bhagadatta, 
like Maghavat-Indra on Airavata, 
fired thousands of arrows. 


He pounded Bhima 
with the deluge of shafts, 
like summer-end clouds 
thrashing a hill with rain. 


Infuriated Bhima with a volley of arrows 
succeeded in killing 

over a hundred soldiers protecting 
the elephant’s legs. 
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Bhagadatta witnessed their deaths and, 
angrily goading his Indra-lordly elephant, 
he charged straight 
at Bhima’s chariot. 


Like an arrow fired straight and swift, 
Bhagadatta’s elephant, 

guided by his rider, thundered towards 
Bhima’s chariot. 


Seeing the elephant bearing down inexorably 
on them, 

the Pandava maha-chariot-heroes collectively 
attacked it. 


O honour-bestowing monarch! 

The five Kekaya brothers, Abhimanyu, Draupadi’s 
sons, 

The ruler of the Darsarnas, heroic Ksatradeva, 


The Cedi ruler, Citraketu - these agitated warriors, 


All maha-powerful, brandished their divine weapons, . 


And surrounded brave Bhagadatta’s elephant. 
Lacerated 

by innumerable arrows fired by them, 
and bleeding profusely, 


He looked like a stream-washed 
red-chalk mountain. 

The Dasarna ruler, 
riding a hill-huge elephant, 


Charged his beast straight towards 
Bhagadatta. 

Seeing the giant beast advancing swiftly, 
the excellent elephant 


Supratika stood firm, 
like ocean-shore against ocean-breakers. 
Seeing the mahatma Daéarna ruler’s advance 
thus frustrated, 


The Pandava heroes, awe-struck, exclaimed, 
“Sadhu! Sadhu! Excellent! Excellent!” 
The Pragjyotisa ruler 
with fourteen lances 
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Harassed the elephant of the Dagarna-chief; 
shredding 
the exquisite armour and gold-work 


on its body. 


They penetrated its skin like snakes slithering 
inside an ant-hill 

O excellent Bharata! Grievously wounded, 
weakened, and in pain, 


Its mad fury diminished, 

the elephant swerved suddenly 
and trumpeting shrill cries 

of agony, 


Trampled its own Pandava soldiers, 
like a gale uprooting trees. 

The maha-chariot-heroes 
of the Pandavas, 


Undismayed, shouting their fierce leonine war-cries, 
advanced for battle. 

Under the leadership of Bhima, 
they attacked Bhagadatta, 


O raja, firing a varied collection of weapons 
and missiles. 

Infuriated and vengeance-seeking warriors, 
they screamed 


Their war-cries, which the maha-bowman 
Bhagadatta heard; 

further provoked, he goaded his elephant 
to fresh attack. 


That marvellous elephant, 

goaded by toe-spur and hand-hook, 
was like the consuming fires 

of Samvartaka doomsday. 


Careening across the field of battle, 
the elephant 

crushed chariots, elephants, 
indeed hundrds of elephants. 
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It trampled and killed 

hundreds and thousands of foot-soldiers. 
Alarmed, the maha-army 

of the Pandavas, 


Maharaja, shrivelled, like a leather hide 
in a blazing fire. 

Seeing his army scattered 
by noble-minded Bhagadatta, 


Ghatotkaca, in a fit of fury, 
assumed a horrendous shape; 
his eyes and face burning with rage, 
he rushed, O raja, 


With fiery speed at Bhagadatta, 
brandishing a dazzling Suda-trident 
with the power 
to shatter hills. 


Determined to waste the elephant, 
brave Ghatotkaca 

flung the trident 
that radiated fearful arrow-sparks. 


Observing the speeding trident 
menacingly advancing, 

Bhagadatta countered with a sharp, blinding, 
crescent-shaped arrow, 


Which collided with the trident, 
slicing it neatly in two, 

both halves crashing in flames 
on the ground, 


Like Indra’s maha-thunderbolts 
hurled from the skies. 

Seeing his trident smashed and scattered 
on the field, 


Bhagadatta selected a gold-staffed maha-spear 
the dazzled like fire, 

and hurled it at Ghatotkaca, 
shouting, “Stop!” 
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As it sped through the air 
like a fearful thunderbolt, 
Ghatotkaca screamed, leapt up, 
and caught it firmly. 


Iiven as the Indra-of-earth-rulers Bhagadatta 
watched, astounded, 

he smashed it across his thigh. 
An incredible feat! 


Even the gods, gandharvas, and munis 
were awe-struck 

at this unbelievable performance 
of the super-powerful raksasa. 


Maharaja, the Pandavas, led by Bhima, 
burst suddenly 

into loud shouts of “Sadhu! Sadhu! 
Excellent! Excellent!” 


The maha-acclamations of the mahatma-Pandavas 
roused Bhagadatta 

to another pitch of fierce, 
uncontrollable fury. 


Stretching his Indra-thunderbolt maha-bow 
to its fullest, 

he attacked the Pandava 
maha-chariot-heroes, 


Firing volley after volley 
of sharp and fiery arrows. 
He wounded Bhima with one, 
Ghatotkaca with nine, 


Abhimanyu with three, 

the Kekaya princes with five. 
Then, with a knotted shaft 

fired at full bow-stretch, 


He pierced the right shoulder of Ksatradeva, 
whose arrow-fixed bow fell 

as his grip loosened 
on his excellent weapon. 
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With five arrows he harassed 
the five sons of Draupadi, 
and in fiery fury he killed 
the horses of Bhima. 


With three arrows he shredded 
Bhima’s lion-emblemed banner, 

and with three winged arrows wounded 
Bhima’s charioteer 


Visoka who, grievously hurt 
by Bhagadatta’s fierce attack, 
slumped in a faint, O excellent Bharata, 
inside the vehicle. 


Deprived of his chariot, maha-muscled Bhima, 
finest of chariot-heroes, 

leapt out of his shattered vehicle, 
brandishing his mace. 


He looked, with his high uplifted mace, 
like a towering mountain, 

and your soldiers were filled 
with grave fear. 


It was at this moment that Arjuna, 
with Krishna as his charioteer, 
drove in, destroying his foes, 
maharaja, 
And reached the spot where the maha-chariot-heroes, 
Bhima and Ghatotkaca, 
father and son, tiger-brave warriors, 
were battling Bhagadata of Pragjyotisa. 


Seeing his maha-chariot-hero brothers, 
O unexcelled Bharata, 

Arjuna plunged in and fired his arrows 
on all sides. 


The maha-chariot-hero raja Duryodhana hurriedly 
ordered his army 

of countless soldiers, cavalry, and elephant-warriors 
to attack. 
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The white-horsed chariot of Pandu’s son Arjuna 
sped straight 

into the ranks of the advancing 
Kaurava forces. 


' In that skirmish, Bhagadatta routed 


the Pandava soldiers 
with his elephant, and then concentrated 
on Yudhisthira. 


A maha-gory battle took place, O gracious monarch, 
between the Pancalas, 


Smjayas, Kekayas armed with remarkable weapons, 


and Bhagadatta. 


It was during the course of this battle 
that Bhima 

reported to Kesava-Krishna and Arjuna 
the death of Iravat. 


SEC 1 © NS Neher WY - Sx 


Hearing about the death of his son Iravat 
(continued Srijaya) 
Dhananjaya-Arjuna, sunk in maha-grief, sighing deeply 


like a Pannaga-snake, 


O raja, said to Vasudeva’s son Krishna 
on the battlefield: 

“Vastly-wise Vidura knew 
this was going to happen, 


Which is why maha-minded Vidura warned 
lord-of-men-Dhrtarastra. 

He foreknew the mutual annihilation 
of the Pandavas and Kauravas. 


This has been a heinous war, Madhustdana-Krishna. 
We and they 

have slaughtered so many heroes 
in this great clash. 
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And all for the sake of wealth, O finest of men! 
We have killed for property! 

Dhik! Shame on the wealth that comes 
from killing kinsmen! 


Better to die poor than get rich 
by killing kinsmen. 
What can we gain, Krishna, 
by senselessly slaughtering kinsmen? 


The faults of Duryodhana and Saubala-Sakuni 
and the wrong advice of Karna 

have created this calamity 
for Ksatriyas. 


O maha muscled Madhusitdana-Krishna! 
Now I realise how noble it was 

of raja Yudhisthira to approach and ask 
Suyodhana-Duryodhana 


For just five villages, 
if parting with half the kingdom 
was not feasible — a request 
ill-minded Duryodhana turned down. 
Seeing these brave Ksatriyas lying dead 
on the battlefield, 


I blame myself. 

Dhikt Shame on the life of a Ksatriya! 
For a Ksatriya to say this 

may brand me a weakling, 


But this killing of my kinsmen 
is not to my liking. 

Still, drive my chariot, Madhusudana-Krishna, 
to the Kaurava army. 


I can cross this uncrossable ocean 
by sheer strength. 
Madhava-Krishna! This is not the time 
for useless talk.” 


On Partha-Arjuna’s request, Kesava-Krishna, 
crusher of brave heroes, 

drove his white wind-swift horses 
to the battlefield. 
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O Bharata! The roaring of your troops 
was like the ocean 
whipped by winds 


on the new moon or full moon. 


In the afternoon, maharaja, the clash 
between Bhisma and the Pandavas 
reverberated | 
like thunder of rain-clouds. 


Then it was that your sons, ringing Drona 

like the Vasu-gods surrounding Vasava-Indra, 
launched an attack 

on Bhimasena. 


Santanu’s son Bhisma, the excellent chariot-hero Krpa, 
Bhagadatta and Susarma together attacked 
Dhananjaya-Arjuna. 


Hrdika’s son Krtavarman and Bahlika attacked 
Satyaki, 
King Ambasthaka attacked Abhimanyu. 


The other warriors, maharaja, attacked 
the maha-chariot heroes. 
A carnage of horrendous proportions resulted. 


O lord of men! Seeing your sons plunge into battle, 
Bhima burst into anger 

like the sacred fire blazing 
with ghee. 


Your sons smothered Kunti’s son Bhima 
with arrows, maharaja, 

that fell like torrents of rain on hills 
in the monsoon. 


Harassed by that heavy arrowy downpour, 
O lord of the earth, 

tiger-proud Bhima licked the corners of his mouth 
in furious anger. 


He attacked your son Vyudhoraska 
with a sharp arrow 

and killed him 
with that horse-shoe-headed shaft. 
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With a stone-sharpened, finely-polished, 
broad-head arrow, 

he killed Kundalin 
as a lion kills a cub-deer. 


Fitting polished and finely-sharpened arrows, 
O gracious monarch, 

he shot them accurately at close range 
at your sons. 


Fired skilfully by the excellent bowman, 
they struck with such impact 

that the maha-chariot heroes 
were knocked down: 


Anadhrsti, Kundabhedi, Vairata, Dirghalocana, 
Dirghabahu, Subahu, and Kanakadhvaja. 


They fell as gracefully and beautifully 
as sprigs of mango-blossom, 

O bull-brave Bharata, snapping and drifting 
in springtime. 

Imagining maha-powerful Bhima 
to be Kala the All-Destroyer 

in that maha-battle, the rest of your soldiers 
fled from the field. 


Drona came forward and deluged Bhima, 
who was harassing your sons, 

with arrows that descended like rain 
on a mountain. 


We saw Kunti’s son Bhima perform 
a breathtaking feat then, 
for though oppressed by Drona, 
he continued attacking your sons. 


Like a huge bull receiving heavy rain 
on his hump, 

Bhima fearlessly absorbed the arrow-downpour 
of your sons. 


Maharaja, it was splendid the way 
wolf-waisted Vrkodara-Bhima 

simultaneously bore the assault of Drrone 
and killed your sons. 
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Arjuna’s elder brother, maha-powerful Bhima, 


played with your heroic sons 

as a lion plays with a herd of deer, 
maharaja. 

Wolf-waisted Bhima frightened and mauled 
your sons 

like a wolf-terrifying a herd of cattle 
from within the fold. 


Ganga’s son Bhisma, Bhagadatta, Krpa — 
these three maha-chariot-heroes — 
All concentrated their attack 
on Pandu’s son Arjuna. 


But the chariot-expert Arjuna repulsed 
their missiles 

with this own, and killed many 
of their brave followers. 


Abhimanyu shattered the chariot 
of the finest of chariot-heroes, 

world-renowned raja Ambasthaka, 
with his arrows. 


His chariot smashed, himself wounded 
by Subhadra’s illustrious son, 
Ambasthaka leapt off his chariot 
and swiftly 


Flung his sword straight 
at the mahatma son of Subhadra, 
and then quickly climbed into the chariot 
of maha-powerful Krtavarman. 


Hero-annihilator Saubhadra-Abhimanyu, 
expert in war-strategy, 

swerved and nimbly stepped 
out of the sword’s path. 


Seeing Saubhadra-Abhimanyu skilfully escape 


the swift-speeding sword, 
the soldiers, O lord of the world, shouted: 
“Sadhu! Sadhu! Excellent! Excellent!” 
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Elswhere, the Pandava warriors 
headed by Dhrstadyumna 

clashed with yours; and yours clashed 
with the Pandavas. 


O Bharata! Bloody skirmishes took place 
between the soldiers of the Pandavas 
and the warriors 
of raja Duryodhana. 


They dragged each other by the hair, 
they scratched, 
they bit, they boxed and kicked 


and tore, 


Using swords and shoulders and fists. 
Taking advantage 


638 


of each other’s weaknesses, they despatched themselves 


to the realm of Yama. 


Father killed son, and son killed father. 
No quarter was given 

and no quarter was asked 
in that free-for-all battle. 


Exquisitely beautiful gold-inlaid bows, 
slipped from the hands 


of dead heroes, and maha-costly ornaments, 


O gracious monarch, 


Oiled, polished, and sharpened arrows 
with gold or silver wings, 

like skin-sloughed snakes, 
lay on the field, 


Along with gold-decorated swords 
with ivory hilts, 

and gold-embossed shields 
dropped by dead warriors. 


Lances and spears and battle-axes, 
and Sakti-missiles 

either gold-plated 
or decorated with gold-work, 
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Glittering coats of armour, massive clubs, 
light and heavy, 

parigha-maces, pattisa-swords, small darts, 
O gracious monarch, 


Elegantly-designed caparisons for war-elephants, 
yak-tail fans, 

many kinds of golden bows, 
lay on the field. 


And the supine chariot-heroes on the field, 
though dead, 

clutching their weapons, 
looked as if they were alive. 


They lay on the field 
with mace-pulped bodies 
cudgelled heads 
mangled by chariots 
trampled by elephants 
crushed by horses. 


O raja! The battlefield looked like a plain 
dotted with hillocks, 

with so many corpses of men and horses 
and elephants. 


The field was a litter of arrows, darts, Saktis, 
Swords, axes, spears, and pipe-guns, 


Iron crows, hooks, goads, maces, bludgeons, 
Fire-spewers, and more, O gracious monarch. 


A haunting slight — so many heroes, 
silent, dead; 

some groaning feebly, other writhing 
in their blood — 


So many handsome thighs, O Bharata, 
like trunks of elephants, 

so many chopped heads, with graceful ear-rings, 
of large-bull-eyed soldiers. 


A haunting sight! The field of battle 
glowing everywhere 

with softly-flaming fires of blood-stained armour 
and gold ornaments. 
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Ornaments loosened and slipped 
Bows scattered everywhere 
Gold-winged arrows on the field - 


Smashed chariots decorated 
with rows of tinkling bells 
Dead horses 
tongues lolling 
bespattered with blood - 


Chariot-frames 
Pennants and flags 
Quivers 
Milk-white conches 

of brave warriors — 


Trunk-chopped elephants 
all over the field - 

A haunting sight! 
— the earth like a lovely girl 
adorned with multiple jewels. 


Lance-gored elephants 
trumpeting in agony of death-throes 
again and again — 


A haunting sight! The field looked 
as if billowing 
with undulating hills. 
Coloured blankets and trappings, 


Elegant hooks 
with vaidurya lapis lazuli handles 
Elephant bells scattered in profusion 
O Indra-among-rajas - 


Superbly-crafted howdahs 
with skins of ranku-deer 
golden girdles 
glittering necklaces — 


Pulverised weapons 
gold-plated darts 
gold-ordered breast-plates of horses 
dirtied with mud — 
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Severed limbs of horse-soldiers 
shining with bracelets — 
polished prasa-spears 
dazzling rsti-swords — 


Gorgeous head-gear 
rolling on the ground — 
excellent crescent arrows 
of incredible lustre— 


Horse-caparisons 
and skins of ranku-deer 
shredded as well as solid — 
Breathtaking maha-expensive jewels 
in royal head-gear of Indra-like heroes — 


Umbrellas and yak-tail fans 
chaotically scattered — 
moon-like and lotus-like 
faces of soldiers 
radiant with earrings — 

O maharaja 

Handsome faces ‘ 
with well-trimmed beards 
and golden kundalas 


and other ornaments — 


The earth looked like the sky 
scintillating with stars 
and planets. 

O Bharata! In this way the two maha-armies 
clashed and multilated 


Each other in horrendous battle. 
Crushed and exhausted and shattered, 
O Bharata descendant, they retired 


When dark night covered the earth 
and nothing was visible. 

Then the armies of the Kauravas and Pandavas 
returned to their camps. 
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Grim-faced, dark-minded, maha-fear-filled, 
the Pandavas and Kauravas 

retired for the night to the safety 
of their respective camps. 


SECTION NINETY SEVEN 


Raja Duryodhana, Subala’s son Sakuni. 
(continued Sajijaya) 

your son Duhésasana, 
and the Suta’s undefeatable son Karna, 


Maharaja, held a conference on how best 
the sons of Pandu and their followers 
could be overcome 
on the battlefield. 


After discussing the situation with Karna 
and maha-powerful Sakuni, 

raja Duryodhana turned to his advisers 
and said: 


“I do not know why, but neither 
Drona, Krpa, 

Salya, nor BhiiriSravas is a match 
for Prtha-Kuntt’s sons. 


Unharmed, the Pandavas daily devastate 
my soldiers. 

Karna! My army is weakening, 
my armoury is getting exhausted. 


You, Radheya-Karna, have so far refrained 
from doing battle. 

That is why I am reduced 
to this helpless condition. 

In front of my eyes Bhima killed 
my own brothers. 


I hardly know what to do. 
Even the gods 

cannot defeat the Pandavas. 
How can I rout them then?” 
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The Sita’s son heard the dilemma 
of foe-crushing maharaja Duryodhana, 
and said: “Excellent Bharata, cast off grief. 
I will do it. 


Recall Bhisma from the maha-battlefield. 
The instant 


Ganga’s son lays down his weapons, 
O Bharata, 


I will destroy the Pandavas and Somakas 
before his very-eyes. 

I give you my solemn word, O king, 
this will be done. 


Bhisma has always been soft 
towards the Pandavas. 

Naturally he has not been able to defeat 
the maha-chariot-heroes. 


Bhisma thinks no end of himself 
and he loves fighting. 
Tata, my friend, how can he win 
if he lets gentleness influence him? 


Do not delay. 
Go this instant to Bhisma’s tent. 


Persuade your guru to lay down his weapons, 
O Bharata. 


And when that is done, watch me, O raja, 
single-handed 

destroy the Pandavas, their kinsmen, 
and their allies.” 


Pondering these words of Karna, 
Duryodhana 

suddenly turned to his brother Duhsasana 
and said: 


“See to it, DuhSasana, that my retinue 
is ready. 

Make all preparations for my visit. 
Do this immediately.” 
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O raja! Having ordered Duhsasana, 
Duryodhana said to Karna: 

“T will persuade lord-of-men Bhisma 
to withdraw from the field. 


And then I will return to you, O foe-crusher. 
Take what steps you will then 

for the offensive 
you have planned.” 


O lord of the world! Accompanied by his brothers, 
Duryodhana strode out, 

like Satakratu-Indra surrounded by his host 
of celestial followers. 


Duhésasana helped tiger-among-kings Duryodhana, 
whose glory 

was the equal of a tiger’s, 
to mount his horse. 


Maharaja! With his diadem and glittering bracelets, 
and other ornaments, 

your son Duryodhana dazzled 
as he rode to meet Bhisma, 


With dbhandi-flowers 
and fragrant sandal-paste 
golden-saffron in colour, smeared, O king, 
on his handsome body. 


He wore spotless garments, 

and rode with the confidence of a lion; 
he shone like radiant Divakara, 

the day-making sun. 


As the excellent hero Duryodhana proceeded 
towards Bhisma, 

hundreds of world-renowned maha-bowmen 
accompanied him, 


O Bharata, just as Indra is always accompanied 
by the lesser gods. 

Some followed on horses, 
others on huge elephants, 
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And others in chariots; 
finest-of-men Duryodhana was surrounded 
by a host of splendidly-armed guards 


and well-wishers, 


Just as Sakra-Indra is protected 
by the hosts of celestials. 

In this manner, the puja-respect-deserving, 
maha-powerful Kaurava 


Raja went to the tent of illustrious Bhisma, 
son of Ganga, 

followed by all his retinue 
and excellent brothers. 


He rode, lifting his right arm 
as powerful as 
an elephant’s trunk, 
and capable of crushing foes, 


Dignifiedly accepting the sweet homage 
.that poured in from all sides 
by folding his palms 
in anjalt. 
The bards of different lands 
lauded his maha-glory 
and the citizens puja-respected him 
as the all-worlds-ruler SarvalokeSvare$vara. 
Raja Duryodhana was surrounded 
by hosts of soldiers. 


Acknowledging the tributes, 
the raja rode to meet Bhisma. 
Many honoured maharaja Duryodhana 
with golden lamps. 


Surrounded by all those golden lamps, 
raja Duryodhana 

gleamed like the moon ringed 
by shining maha-planets. 


Servants with golden turbans, 

carrying canes and scent-sprinklers, 
cleared the road to make way 

for the king. 
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Slowly the royal procession reached 
Bhisma’s tent; 

alighting from his horse, lord-of-men 
Duryodhana approached Bhisma. 


He honoured Bhisma, and sat down 
on a magnificent, 

golden, finely-carved seat 
called the Sarvatobhadra. 


His palms folded in anjalt, 
his voice tremulous, 

his eyes wet with tears, he said, 
“Foe-slayer, we can rely on you 


For victory over Indra and his gods 
and over anti-gods, 

let alone the Pandavas and their kinsmen 
and supporters. 


Please show some concern for us, prabhu-lord! 
O Gar geya-Bhisma, 

destroy the Pandavas as Mahendra-Indra destroyed 
the Danava-antigods! 


‘Maharaja, I shall kill the Somakas, 
the Paricalas, 

the Kekayas and the Karisas — 
all of them!’ O Bharata, 


This was your promise to us. 
Make it come true! 

O Bharata! Kill Prtha-Kunti’s sons 
and the maha-bowmen Somakas! 


But if you feel for the Pandavas, 
prabhwlord, 

and hate me, then let that be my sad fate, 
O raja. 

But allow, at least, the radiant hero Karna 
to fight, 

and he will rout Prtha-Kunti’s sons 
and their followers.” 
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Saying this, your royal son 
Duryodhana kept silent - 
he said nothing else 
to truly valiant Bhisma. 


SECTION NINETY-EIGHT 


Maha-minded Bhisma, though maha-upset 
by the dagger-like words of your son, 
said nothing unpleasing 
in reply. 


He sighed heavily, 

the dagger-like words pained him; 
then, after some time, 

with anger and sorrow, 


O Bharata, he lifted his eyes 

as if he could consume gods, 
gandharvas, and anti-gods; 

then, wisest-of-the-wise Bhisma 


In a calm voice said to Duryodhana, 
your son: 

“Why do you say these dagger-like words, 
Duryodhana? 


Why to me, who have always striven 
for your welfare, 

and am ready to lay down my life 
for your good? 


Do you not have have sufficient proof 
of Pandava Arjuna’s invincibility 

in the fact that he defeated Sakra-Indra 
and gratified Agni in Khandava?: 


Was it not sufficient proof, O maha-muscled hero, 
that Pandu’s son Arjuna 

freed you after you were captured 
by the gandharvas? 
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For at that time all your brave brothers fled, 
did they not, prabhu-lord, 

and among them was Radheya-Karna, 
the son of a Suta. 


Can you not recall the occasion when, 
in the kingdom of Virata, 

Arjuna singlehanded dared 
to attack us all? 


Is it not proof enough that, 

after defeating enraged Drona 
and me in battle, 

he stripped us of our dresses? 


Is it not proof enough that he routed 
the maha-bowmen 
ASvatthaman and Krpa 
when they were rustling Virata’s cattle? 


Is it not proof enough that he humbled 
always arrogant Karna 

by snatching his robes and giving them 
to Uttara? 


Is it not proof enough of Partha-Arjuna’s strength 
that he routed the Nivatakavacas 

whom even Vasava-Indra 
could not humble? 


Which man has power to harm Pandava Arjuna 
who is protected 

by the world-protecting wielder of cakra, 
mace and conch? 


Of infinite Sakti is Vasudeva-Krishna 
Sole Creator and Destroyer 
Sarvesvara Lord of all 

Deva-deva God of gods 


Eternal Paramatma! 


In many ways have Narada and the maha-rsis, 
O raja Suyodhana-Duryodhana, 

praised Krishna. But you do not know what to do, 
you are confused. 
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A man on the point of death 
mistakes trees for gold. 
You see everything topsy-turvy, 

son of Gandhari. 


You sowed maha-hate between yourself 
and the Pandavas and Srnjayas. 

Be a man now. 
Face them, fight them! 

The Pandavas cannot be defeated 
even by the gods led by Vasava-Indra. 


As for me, O tiger-among-men, 
I promise to kill 
the Somakas and Paricalas, 
with one exception — Sikhandin. 


Either I shall kill them, 
and bring you delight; 
or they will kill me, 
and I enter the realm of Yama. 


Sikhandin was born woman in Drupada’s palace; 
a boon 

made him change sex, 
but to me he remains woman. 


I will lose my life if need be, O Bharata, 
but not kill him. 

The Creator made him woman, 
to me he remains woman. 


Sleep peacefully, son of Gandhari! 
Tomorrow will be the maha-battle, 
remembered for as long 
as the world lasts.” 


He finished, O lord of men; 

your son lowered his head 
at the feet of his guru, 

and returned to his own tent. 


Immediately, the foe-crushing raja 
ordered his followers to retire, 
and he lay down 
for the night. 
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Duryodhana passed the night peacefully. 
At dawn, 

as soon as the sun rose, O earth-lord, 
king Duryodhana 


Ordered his rajas: “Prepare for battle! 
Enraged Bhisma 

has promised to destroy the Somakas 
on the field.” 


O raja! The harsh complaint of Duryodhana 
the previous night 

seemed to Bhisma to be a reflection 
on his military ability, 


For which reason Santanu’s son Bhisma 
was depressed. 

He regretted his dependence; 
then he prepared to fight Arjuna. 


What must be going on in Gangeya-Bhisma’s mind? 
wondered Duryodhana. 

He pondered deeply, maharaja, 
and ordered Duhsasana: 


“Duhsasana, let us deploy our chariots 
for Bhisma’s protection. 

Order your twentytwo divisions 
to battle stations. 


What we have wanted these many years — 
destruction of the Pandavas, 
possession of the kingdom - 
will be realised today. 


Our main task today 
is the protection of Bhisma. 
Protected by us, helped by us, 
he will rout the Pandavas. 


The pure-atmaned hero Bhisma told me, 
‘T will not kill Sikhandin, 

who was born woman, O raja, 
so I will spare him. 
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The world knows, O maha-muscled one, 
that to please my father 

I gave up my kingdom 
and the company of women. 


I have vowed never to harm a woman 
in battle — 

or anyone born woman. 
O finest of men! This is the enh 


Before the war began I told you, O raja - 
you knew it already — 

(nett Sikhandin was born woman, 
as Sikhandini. 


Born woman, she underwent a sex-change 
and became man. 

If this he-woman fights, 
I refuse to fight back. 


But all other Ksatriyas who oppose me 
on the field today, 

eager to defeat me, fata, dear one, 
I will kill.’ 


That is what the learned-in-sastras 
Gangeya-Bhisma told me. 

Our first duty, O excellent Bharata Duhsasana, 
is to protect him. 


An unprotected lion in a maha-forest, 
if left unprotected, 

can fall prey to a wolf. 
Sikhandin must not kill Bhisma! 


Our maternal uncle Sakuni, 
with the help of Salya, 

Drona, and VivirSati will protect Bhisma, 
and assure our victory.” 


Acting on Duryodhana’s instructions, 
all the warriors 
manoeuvred their chariots to surround 


Gan geya-Bhisma. 
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Protectively ringing Bhisma, 
your sons marched to battle. 
The earth trembled, and commotion struck 
’ the Pandavas. 


The Kaurava maha-chariot-heroes, 
dressed in armour, 

with chariots and elephants 
kept watch on Bhisma. 


Protecting the maha-chariot-hero Bhisma, 
they looked like the gods 

protecting thunder-wielding Indra 
in the war with the anti-gods. 


Raja Duryodhana turned to his brothers and repeated: 
“Yudhamanyu protects Arjuna’s left wheel, 
Uttamaujas his right. 


Himself protected thus, Arjuna protects Sikhandin. 
Duhsasana, make arrangements so that Sikhandin 


Will never be able to find Bhisma unprotected by us.” 
Acting on the orders of his brother, your son 
DuhSasana 


Placed Bhisma at the head of the army, 
and proceeded to battle. 

Seeing Bhisma ringed 
by protective chariots, 


The excellent chariot-hero Arjuna 
said to Dhrstadyumna: 
“Prince of Paricala, 
order tiger-among-men Sikhandin 
to march against Bhisma. 
I will protect Sikhandin” 


SH ervo Nw N PME Py NINE 


Santanu’s son Bhisma 
advanced with his soldiers 

(continued Sanjaya) in the maha-battle array 
Sarvotabhadra. 
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Krpa, Krtavarman, the maha-chariot-hero Saibya, 
Sakuni, the Sindhu ruler, the Kamboja-ruler Sudaksina 


Were those who accompanied Bhisma and, 
with your sons, 

led the army, forming the Kaurava-spearhead, 
O Bharata descendant. 


Drona, BhuriSravas, Salya, Bhagadatta, 
Dressed in armour, protected the right wing. 


ASvatthaman, Somadatta, the maha-chariot-hero 
Avanti princes, 


With a huge army protected the left wing. 


Raja Duryodhana, maharaja, 
surrounded by the Trigartas, 

was situated in the centre, facing the Pandavas, 
O Bharata raja. 


The excellent chariot-hero Alambusa 
and the maha-chariot-hero Srutayus, 
dressed in armour, 
made up the army’s rear. 


Your soldiers, stationed in their ranks, 
O Bharata, 
were a massive striking force, 


which looked like a huge fire. 
Raja Yudhisthira and Pandu’s son Bhima, 
The twin sons of Madri, Nakula and Sahadeva, 


Dressed in armour, stood at their army’s head. 


Dhrstadyumna, Virata, the maha-chariot-hero Satyaki, 


Stood ready with their foe-destroying divisions. 
Sikhandin, Arjuna, the raksasa Ghatotkaca, 


Maha-muscled Cekitana, valiant Kuntibhoja, 
Stood ready for battle with their hosts of soldiers. 


The brave bowman Abhimanyu, maha-powerful 
Drupada, 
Stood ready for battle with their hosts of soldiers. 
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The Kekaya brothers, all in armour, stood prepared. 
Such was the tremendous, invincible army formation 


Of the Pandavas, all armour-encased, all alert. 
Your soldiers, O lord of men, supported by huge 
divisions, 
Led by Bhisma, began the assault on the Pandavas, 
O king, 
And the Pandavas counter-attacked, led by Bhima, 
O raja. 
Eager to win a decisive victory, 
shouting fierce war-cries, 
with tumultuous roaring and blowing 
of conches and cow-horns, 


With trumpetings of elephants 
and a cacophony of yells, 
they rushed to attack 
the sons of Dhrtarastra. 


With mrdanga-drums, and cymbals, and conches, 
and dundubhis, 

with lusty war-cries, our soldiers also 
marched to attack, 


In a fury of rage. Roars from one side 
were countered 

with roars from the other. 
A maha-calamitous battle, 


In which soldiers fell blindly 
on each other, 
tottering and dying. The earth shuddered 


at the maha-horrors. 


Birds wheeled up in the sky, 
hovering and shrieking. 
The splendid risen sun paled 


and dimmed. 


Fearful winds of ill omen started blowing, 
thunder rumbled suddenly; 

inauspicious jackals roamed in packs, 
screaming weirdly, 
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Their presence portending a maha-massacre, 
maharaja. 

The points of the heavens blazed 
without warning, O raja, 


And stones began pelting from the sky, 
along with bones 

sticky with marrow and copious clots of blood. 
Warriors wept involuntarily. 


The animals on the battlefield wallowed 
in their own urine and dung; 

O bull-brave Bharata lord of the world! 
With maha-horrendous yells, 


Gruesome man-eating raksasas drowned 
the war-cries 

of the battling warriors. 
Jackals, vultures, and crows screamed. 


Dogs barked in strange ways, 
O gracious monarch. 

Massive meteors seemed to shoot 
into the sun 

and then fall on earth — 
portending maha-disasters. 


The splendid arrays 
of Pandavas and Kauravas 
trembled and wavered 
like storm-tossed trees, 
in the noise of the conches 
and the din of the drums. 


The tumultuous din 
of the teeming armies 
that clashed inauspiciously 
resembled the roaring 
of waves when an ocean 
is lashed by a tempest. 
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SEC TRON OWE SEEN Drier 


Energetic Abhimanyu, 
in his chariot of russet horses 

(continued Safijaya), charged at the massive army 
of Duryodhana, 


Firing volleys of arrows 
like clouds discharging rain. 

Inflamed with anger, foe-crushing Abhimanyu 
entered the field of battle, 


As easily as Hari-Visnu in his Boar-incarnation 
entered the maha-ocean, 

penetrating the Kaurava-waters 
with his weapons. 

None of your soldiers, O Kaurava descendant, 
could check him. 


His foe-annihilating arrows, ceaselessly released, 
O raja, 

sent many excellent Ksatriya heroes 
to the realm of the raja of the spirits. 


Livid with anger, the son of Subhadra 
fired flaming arrows 
that sped like Yama’s rod 


or like venomous snakes. 


Phalguna-Arjuna’s son Abhimanyu 
disintegrated chariots 

and chariot-riders as well as elephants 
and elephant-riders. 


It was such a maha-brilliant display — 
all the kings 

on the field respectfully applauded 
Phalguni-Abhimanyu. 


Subhadra’s son Abhimanyu treated your soldiers 
as a tempest treats 

a heap of cotton, flinging it in the sky, 
O Bharata descendant. 
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O Bharata! Harassed by him, your soldiers, 
like elephants stuck in a swamp, 

were unable to find 
any succour. 


Abhimanyu sliced through your ranks, 
O most excellent of men, 

and stood on the field, O raja, 
like a smokeless conflagration. 


Like insects propelled by Kala 
into a fatal fire, 

your soldiers were pulled, O raja, 
into the Abhimanyu-blaze. 


That Pandava maha-chariot-hero maha-bowman 
smashed all opposition, 

as does Vasava-Indra, 
the mighty wielder of the thunderbolt. 


His gold-worked bow, flashing in all directions, 
O raja, 

looked as striking as lightning flashing 
in storm-clouds. 


Smoothly polished and sharpened arrows 
sped from his bow, O raja, 

like swarms of bees from a forest-tree 
in full bloom. 


As Subhadra’s mahatma son traversed 
the battlefield 

in his golden chariot, none could detect 
any inadequacy in him. 


Baffling Krpa, Drona, Drauni-ASsvatthaman, 
and Brhadbala and Jayadratha, 

he gracefully and powerfully 
dominated the field. 


As he wrought havoc in your army, O Bharata, 
I saw him pull his bow full circle, 

like the mandala 
of the sun. 
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Seeing him harass them with such superb, 
effortless ease, 

the Ksatriya heroes thought the world contained 
two Phalguna-Arjunas. 


Reeling under his attack, 

the massive army of Duryodhana 
teetered like a woman 

under the influence of wine. 


Routing the soldiers and demoralising 
the maha-chariot-heroes, 

he delighted his men 
like Vasava-Indra after killing Maya. 


Under his relentless onslaught, 

your soldiers burst into loud groans, 
like rumbling clouds 

in the monsoon. 


Hearing their wails of distress and agony, 
O Bharata, 

sounding like a storm-tossed ocean roaring 
on a full moon night, 


Your son Duryodhana, O raja, 
said to Rsyasrnga’s son Alambusa: 
“O maha-muscled hero, 
Phalguna-Arjuna, like a second Krishna, 


Is mutilating my army like Vrtra mutilating 
the army of the gods. 

I know of no maha-medicine for him 
in battle 


Except you, O most excellent raksasa! 
You are all-wise. 

Go, challenge Subhadra’s son on the field, 
and kill him. 


Our tactic will be to destroy Partha-Arjuna 
with the help 

of Bhisma and Drona.” 
The powerful Indra-among-raksasas 
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Followed your son’s orders 
and entered the thick of battle 
with horrendous, maha-deafening cries 
like thunder-clouds. 


Such maha-horrific screams, O raja, 
that the maha-army of the Pandavas 
shuddered, 


like ocean-waves lashed by a tempest. 


Many, maharaja, heard the roars 
and in terror 

collapsed and fell on the ground, 
dead. 


Exultant Karsni-Abhimanyu, 
holding a bow with arrow fixed, 
seemed to dance in his chariot 
as he attacked the raksasa. 


Clashing with Arjuni-Abhimanyu, 
the enraged raksasa lunged 

and smashed the soldiers who happened 
to be near him. 


Wreaking havoc in the maha-army 
of the Pandavas, 

the raksasa charged 
like Bala attacking the gods. 


Gracious monarch! A horrible slaughter! 
A horrendous carnage among the enemy 
When the grisly raksasa 

Started his trail of butchery! 


With one thousand arrows that clearly 
showed his superior skill, 

the raksasa routed the maha-ranks 
of the Pandavas. 


Decimated by the dreadful raksasa, 
the warriors of the Pandavas 
fled helter-skelter 
in reckless abandon. 
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He trampled on the soldiers 

as an elephant tramples lotuses, 
and then retaliated 

at Draupadi’s maha-powerful sons. 


Draupadi’s sons, 

all brilliant foe-crushing maha-bowmen, 
angrily charged at him, 

like five planets rushing towards the sun. 


They clashed. The excellent raksasa, 
under their ferocious attack, 

looked like the moon assailed by five planets 
at the end of a yuga. 


It was then that the great hero Prativindhya 
wounded the raksasa 

with polished arrows 
sharp as battle-axes. 


Shredding his armour, 
they stuck in the raksasa’s body, 
which looked like a maha-cloud 
haloed by sun-rays. 


Pierced, O raja, with golden-winged arrows 
RsySsrnga’s son Alambusa 

looked like a hill 
with brilliantly flaming peaks. 


Firing golden-winged, stone-sharpened arrows, 
the five Pandava brothers 

cornered the Indra-among-raksasas 
in a swift manoeuvre. 


Those fearful arrows stung like venomous snakes, 
O raja, 

and Alambusa ran amok 
like the leader of an elephant herd. 


Quickly the maha-chariot-hero Pandavas 
attacked again, maharaja, 

and this time the raksasa, O gracious monarch, 
lost consciousness. 
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Recovering, his fury doubled. 
Attacking again, he shredded 
the bows, arrows and flags 
of his five Pandava adversaries. 


As if dancing in his chariot, 
the maha-chariot-hero raksasa, 
smiling, wounded all the five brothers 
with five arrows each. 


The maha-powerful raksasa 
in a burst of rage 

killed the horses and charioteers 
of the five mahatma-brothers. 


Again, in extreme fury, 

he wounded them repeatedly 
with skilfully-sharpened arrows 

fired in hundreds and thousands. 


Having destroyed their chariots, 
the night-prowling raksasa 
charged at them with the sole purpose 
of killing them. 


Seeing the five brothers afflicted 
by the ill-atmaned raksasa, 

Arjuna’s son Abhimanyu charged 
headlong at him. 


The duel between them resembled 
the duel 
between Vasava-Indra and Vrtra. 
All the maha-chariot-heroes witnessed it. 


The two maha-powerful heroes, maharaja, 
their bodies shaking in anger 
and eyes red with rage, 
clashed in maha-combat. 
Both looked like the Kala-fire 
of all-annihilation. © 
It was a horrendous, all-destroying combat 
of heroes, 
Like that of Sakra-Indra and the anti-god Sambara 
In the long-past battle between gods and anti-gods. 
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SECTION ONES Use RED-ONE 


“Sanjaya! How did the raksasa Alambusa,” 
asked Dhrtarastra 

“fare in his duel with Arjuni-Abhimanyu 
who had routed so many chariot-heroes? 


And how did Subhadra’s foe-crushing son 
Abhimanyu 

fare with Rsyasrnga’s son? 
Tell me everything in detail. 


How did Dhananfjaya-Arjuna fare in his attacks 
on my army? 

And Bhima? And the finest chariot-hero raksasa 
Ghatotkaca? 


And what about Nakula, Sahadeva, and the maha- 
chariot-hero Satyaki? 
Describe everything in detail, Sanjaya, for you know all.” 


O gracious monarch! (said Safijaya), 
I will describe in full 

the horripilating combat between Subhadra’s son 
and the raksasa; 


I will describe the valour which Arjuna and Bhima 
And Nakula and Sahadeva displayed on the field; 


I will describe how your soldiers, led by Bhisma 
And Drona, excelled themselves in marvellous feats. 


Shouting maha-fiercely at Abhimanyu, 
the maha-chariot-hero Alambusa 
repeatedly challenged him 
on the field, 


Shouting, “Stop! Stop!” In the meantime, 
Abhimanyu also, 

roaring with the energy of a lion, 
fleet as wind, . 


Rushed at Rsyasrnga’s brilliant bowman son 
Alambusa, 

his father’s bitter foe. 
Human and raksasa clashed fiercely, 
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Both expert chariot-heroes, facing each other 
as god and Danava-antigod. 
The raksasa knew maya, and Phalguni-Abhimanyu 


was expert in celestial weapons. 


Maharaja! Krishna’s nephew Abhimanyu 
first wounded Alambusa 

with three sharp arrows, 
followed by five more. 


Infuriated Alambusa retorted 
with nine swift arrows 
that struck Abhimanyu’s chest, 
like hooks piercing an elephant. 


O Bharata! Then the night-prowling raksasa 
fired thousands of arrows 

with marvellous dexterity, 
pinning down Arjuna’s son. 


Enraged Abhimanyu selected nine knotted 
and specially sharpened shafts 

to pierce the chest 
of that Indra-among-raksasas. 


They penetrated the very vitals 
of the raksasa’s body. 

He stood there, shaft-pierced, 
a huge hulk of a raksasa, 


O raja, like a mountain 
sprouting flowering flames-of-the-forest. 
Dotted with those golden-winged arrows, 
the maha-powerful, 


Excellent raksasa looked 
like a hill on fire. 

Then revengeful rage overcame 
the son of Rsyasrnga, 


And with two winged arrows he wounded 
the Indra-like nephew of Krishna. 
The arrows, 
resembling the rod of Yama, 
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Pierced Abhimanyu 

and got embedded in the ground. 
The gold-decorated arrows 

fired by Arjuni-Abhimanyu 


Penetrated Alambusa and got embedded 
in the ground. 

Then Subhadra’s son Abhimanyu selected 
straight shafts 


And forced the raksasa to turn his face away 
from the field, 

as Sakra-Indra did Maya. 
Oppressed by Abhimanyu, 


The raksasa with his maha-maya 
created a thick smokescreen, 
so that darkness shrouded 
all the soldiers, 


And none could make out who was Abhimanyu, 
who friend, who foe. 

To counter that impenetrable 
night-gloom, 


Abhimanyu, delighter of the Kaurava race, 
O lord of the earth, 
revealed his radiant sun-weapon, 


and light again filled the field. 


That weapon of finest-of-mortals Abhimanyu 
neutralised the maya 

of the ill-atmaned Indra-among raksasas 
Then he angrily attacked 


The raksasa with a volley of curved, 
knotted arrows. 

The raksasa resorted 
to many other maya-deceptions, 


But all-weapons-expert Phalguni-Abhimanyu 
foiled them all. 

His maya frustrated, 
his body riddled with arrows, 
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The raksasa fled, abandoning his chariot 
on the field. 

After the deviously-fighting raksasa 
had been worsted, 


Arjuna’s son Abhimanyu mopped up 
your soldiers 

like a furious elephant splashing 
in a lotus-filled lake. 


S4ntanu’s son Bhisma prevented 
the total collapse of your army 
with a maha arrow-shower 
at Saubhadra-Abhimanyu. 


The maha-chariot-heroes of your army 
ringed heroic Abhimanyu 

and pinned him down 
with volleys of arrows. 


Abhimanyu, whose martial skill 
equalled his father’s, 

whose strength and valour equalled those 
of Vasudeva-Krishna, 


Who was an acknowledged master 
of all weapons, 
performed wonders on the field 
equalling his father’s and maternal uncle’s. 


Heroic Arjuna, his tolerance exhausted, 
eager to rescue his son, 
slaughtered his way 
to where Bhisma was stationed. 


O raja! Then strict-vowed Bhisma 
intercepted Arjuna, 

and the two clashed, like Svarbhanu-Rahu 
devouring the sun. 


O lord of men! Your sons, with their cavalry 
and chariots and elephants, 

surrounded Bhisma with the protection 
of the heaviest reinforcements. 
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. So also the Pandavas, O bull-brave Bharata raja, 


surrounded Dhananjaya-Arjuna 
and prepared to display ail their skills 
and military prowess. 


O raja! Saradvat’s son Krpa, 
positioned in front of Bhisma, 
released a volley of twentyfive arrows 

on Arjuna. 


Like a tiger mauling an elephant, 
satyaki, 

eager to please the Pandavas, 
wounded Krpa with sharp arrows. 


Krpa, incensed, immediately fired nine 
golden-winged arrows 

that struck heroic Madhava-Satyaki 
in the chest. 


Not outdone, Satyaki, 
in a burst of fury, 

bent his bow and fitted a fatal shaft 
to eliminate Gautama-Krpa, 


But Drona’s son ASsvatthaman 
saw the radiant shaft 

speeding like Indra’s thunderbolt, 
and sliced it in two. 


The excellent Sini chariot-hero Satyaki, 
ignoring Gautama-Krpa, 

attacked Drauni-Asvatthaman 
like Rahu eclipsing the moon. 


O Bharata! Drona’s Asvatthaman 
severed Satyaki’s bow in two, 
and proceeded systematically 
to harass him. 


Maharaja! Lifting another foe-blocking 
flexible bow, 

Satyaki with sixty arrows wounded 
ASvatthaman’s chest and arms. 


——_ 
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Severely injured, Asvatthaman slumped down 
in his chariot, 

gripping the flagpole to prevent himself 
from collapsing. 


But amazingly resilient ASvatthaman 
soon recovered consciousness, 
and angrily wounded Varsneya-Satyaki 


with a nardca-arrow. 


The long-stemmed arrow pierced Satyaki’s body 
and plunged into the earth, 

like a snake in springtime 
slipping into its hole. 


With a bhalla arrow 
Drona’s son Asvatthaman shredded 
the flag of Madhava-Satyaki, 


and screamed his leonine war-cry. 


Again he deluged Satyaki with arrows, 
O Bharata maharaja, 

like clouds obscuring the sun 
at the end of summer. 


But Satyaki pulverised all those arrows, 
maharaja, 

and replied with a massive shower 
of his own. 


Satyaki emerged from the shattered arrows 
like the sun 

from behind clouds, 
and began scorching Drona’s son. 


Enraged beyond control, maha-powerful Satyaki 
oppressed ASvatthaman 

with a thousand arrows — 
and screamed his war-cry. 


Seeing his son’s predicament, 
like the moon eclipsed by Rahu, 
Bharadvaja’s son Drona rushed furiously 
upon Sini’s grandson Satyaki. 
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In the maha-fierce duel that followed, O raja, 
he wounded Satyaki 

with sharp arrows, in his eagerness 
to rescue his son. 


Ignoring the maha-chariot-hero Asvatthaman, 
son of guru Drona, 

Satyaki targeted Drona himself 
with twenty axe-edged arrows. 


At this juncture, the maha-chariot-hero 
foe-crushing Kaunteya-Arjuna, 

in a fierce burst of anger, 
rushed upon Drona. 


Drona and Arjuna clashed on the field, 
maharaja, ; 

like the planets Budha and Sukra clashing 
in space. 


SECTION ONE HUNDRED-TWO 


“How did the brilliant maha-bowman Drona,” 
asked Dhrtarastra, 

“and Pandu’s son Dhananjaya-Arjuna fare 
in their duel? 


Pandu’s son Arjuna is dear to wise Drona, 
and acarya Bharadvaja-Drona 

is also very dear to Partha-Arjuna, 
on the field of battle. 


These two maha-chariot-heroes - 
Bharadvaja Drona and Dhananjaya-Arjuna - 
these lion-like heroes — how did they fight, 
meeting face to face?” 


In Ksatriya-dharma (replied Saiijaya) 
Partha-Arjuna is not dear to Drona, 
nor is guru Drona 
dear to Arjuna. 
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O raja! Ksatriyas have no such preferences 
on the battlefield; 

if required, they will fight 
their fathers and brothers. 


O Bharata! Arjuna began by wounding Drona 
with three arrows, 

but Drona treated them as if they were 
not even fired. 


Partha-Arjuna, again, fired a volley of arrows 
at Drona - 

which made Drona flare up with the fury 
of a forest-fire. 


O Bharata Indra-among-rajas! 
He delayed Arjuna 

with a shower of sharp, knotted 
deadly arrows. 


O raja! Then raja Duryodhana ordered 
Susarma to proceed immediately 
and protect the rear flank 
of Drona. 


The Trigarta ruler Susarma 
pulled his bow taut 
and harassed Arjuna 


with numerous steel-tipped arrows. 


Maharaja, the arrows fired by Drona and Susarma 
gleamed in the sky 

like a flock of Aamsa-swans 
in autumn. 


Prabhu! Lord! The arrows sped towards Arjuna 
gracefully 
like flocks of birds 
settling on a tree 
loaded with delicious fruit. 


The excellent chariot-hero Arjuna, 
screaming his war-cry, 
riddled the Trigarta raja and his son 
with a swarm of arrows. 
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Afflicted by Arjuna, who looked like Kala 
at the end of a yuga, 

they rushed at him 
in a desperate fatal attack. 


They shot a steady stream of arrows 
at Arjuna, 

who received them, standing in his chariot, 
as calmly 


As a mountain receives, O Indra-among rajas, 
a sudden shower of rain. 

It was a pleasure to see the dreadful-deed-doer 
Bibhatsu-Arjuna 


As he stood there all by himself, 

easily dispersing the myriad arrows 
like a strong wind 

scattering clouds. 


The gods and the Danavas, O Bharata, 
celebrated this feat of Partha-Arjuna. 
Venting his anger on Susarma, 


Partha-Arjuna 


Fired the Vayavya-missile, maharaja, 
into the Kaurava ranks. _ 

The wind-weapon created a storm 
that fouled the sky, 


Levelled countless trees, 
and disintegrated innumerable soldiers. 
Immediately, observing the wind-weapon’s havoc, 
Drona 


Released an awesome missile called the Saila. 
O lord of men! 

The instant the Saila was fired by Drona, 
maharaja, 

The wind-storm subsided 
and the sky-points cleared. 

Then Arjuna demoralised the chariot-heroes 
of Susarma, 
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And forced them to face away 
from the field of battle. 
Duryodhana and that excellent hero 
of chariot-heroes Krpa, 


Aévatthaman, Salya, and the Kamboja ruler Sudaksina, 
The two Avanti princes Vinda and Anuvinda, and 
Bahlika, 


With a huge force of chariots, encircled Arjuna. 
Bhagadatta and maha-powerful Srutayus, 


With a huge force of elephants, surrounded Bhima. 
O lord of the earth! Bhurisravas, Sala, and Subala’s 
son Sakuni 


Repulsed Nakula and Sahadeva with sharp, shining 
arrows. 

Bhisma, with the help of the army of Dhrtarastra’s 
sons, 


Approached Yudhisthira and ringed his forces in. 
Seeing the elephants advancing towards his brother, 
Wolf-waisted Vrkodara-Bhima 


Licked the corners of his mouth 
like a forest lion. 
Then the excellent chariot-hero, 


gripping his mace firmly, 


Leapt from his chariot and spread terror 
among your soldiers. 

The elephant-soldiers, seeing him standing 
mace in hand, 


Warily surrounded him. He looked handsome, 
Pandu’s son Bhima 

standing amid that force 
of war-elephants, 


Like the sun blazing amid a maha-cluster 
of dark clouds. 

Then the bull-brave Pandava began agitating 
the elephants, 
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Like a tempest dispersing a maha-congregation 
of clouds. 

Battered by hugely powerful Bhima, 
the elephants 


Trumpeted fierce shrieks, 

like masses of storm-clouds. 
And lacerated by the tusks 

of the war-elephants, 


Bhima’s body shone 
like a flowering aSoka tree. 
He gripped the tusks hard, 
and wrenched them out, 


And using them as weapons 
to smite their temples with, 
he felled the beasts, 
like Antaka-Death wielding his rod. 


With his mace dripping blood, his body splashed 
with fat and marrow, 

he looked the very embodiment 
of Rudra-Siva. 


The survivors of that decimated force 
of war-elephants 

ran amok on the field, 
trampling their own warriors. 


O bull-brave Bharata! Their elephant power shattered, 
and the beasts running amok, 

Duryodhana’s army had no choice 
but to retreat. 


SECTION Ope V i U DRED= THREE 


In the afternoon, maharaja, began the combat 
(said Safijaya) 

between Bhisma and the Somakas - 
a gory, world-shattering encounter. 
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The excellent chariot-hero Bhisma 
harassed the Pandavas 

with sharp arrows fired 
in hundreds and thousands. 


Your strict-vowed pita Devavrata-Bhisma 
pummelled the Pandavas 
as easily as bullocks crushing 


a heap of paddy. 


Dhrstadyumna, Sikhandin, Virata 
and Drupada attacked 

the maha-chariot-hero Bhisma 
with countless arrows. 


Wounding Dhrstadyumna and Virata 
with three arrows, O Bharata, 

Bhisma fired a long-stemmed naraca-shaft 
at Drupada. 


Targeted by Bhisma, that brilliant bowman, 
O raja, 

chafed and writhed, 
like a snake ground underfoot. 


Sikhandin attacked Pitamaha Bhisma, 
who, recalling 

the feminine birth of Sikhandin, 
refrained from counter-attacking. 


But Dhrstadyumna like a raging fire 
injured Bhisma 

in his chest and arms 
with twenty-five arrows. 


Drupada fired twentyfive, Virata fired ten, 
and Sikhandin fired twentyfive arrows 

that succeeded 
in wounding Bhisma. 

Maharaja, lacerated and dripping blood, 
Bhisma looked 


as glorious as a flowering aSoka tree 
in springtime. 
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Ganga’s son Bhisma replied with three 
straight-speeding arrows for each adversary. 
O gracious monarch, with a broad-head shaft 
he split Drupada’s bow. 


Drupada fitted another bow and wounded Bhisma 
with five arrows, 

and his charioteer 
with three sharp arrows. 


Then, maharaja, Bhima, the five sons of Draupadi, 
The five Kekaya brothers, Satyaki of the Satvatas, 


Led by Yudhisthira himself, rushed at Gan geya- 
Bhisma, 
Intending to rescue the Pancalas under Dhrstadyumna. 


O lord of men! ‘Your leaders also, eager to protect 
Bhisma, 
Rushed with their soldiers against the Pandavas. 


A brutal, grisly clash ensued 
between your horses, 

elephants and chariots, and theirs - 
a gruesome carnage 

that added hugely to the population 


of Yama’s realm. 


Chariot-heroes sent other chariot-heroes 
to the abode of Yama, 

as did soldiers, cavalry, and elephant-riders 
on both sides. 


O lord of the earth! The warriors of both armies, 
with knotted arrows of all sizes, 

sent their adversaries 
to their deaths. 


Driver-less and warrior-less chariots 
careened across the battlefield, 
in an orgy 
of directionless destruction. 


O raja! They rolled on and pulped 
countless men and horses, 

and the wind-swift chariots 
looked like aerial gandharva cities. 
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Many uncharioted chariot-heroes, 
encased in full armour, 

decorated with ear-rings, head-gear, 
bracelets and garlands, 


Looking like sons of gods equalling Sakra-Indra 
in glory, 

as prosperous as Vaisravana-Kubera 
and as shrewd as Brhaspati, 


Rulers of vast territories, O lord of the earth, 
all brilliant heroes, 
fled chaotically and were killed 


like ordinary men. 


Massive war-elephants, their drivers killed, 
buckled and collapsed, 

trumpeting and crushing, O finest of men, 
their own ranks. 


Their armour, their colourful flags, 
yaktail fans, 

white umbrellas with golden poles destroyed, 
O gracious monarch, 


The huge war-elephants fled 
in all ten directions, 

like freshly-formed clouds, 
and thundering like them. 


With their elephants killed, the mahouts, 
O lord of the earth, 

confusedly fled in the tumult 
of the battle. 


We saw horses from many regions, 
swift as wind, 

caparisoned in gold, running wild 
in hundreds and thousands. 


We saw horseless riders, 
naked swords in hand, 
chasing and being chased 
on the blood-soaked field. 
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One war-elephant colliding headlong 
with another 

crushed in the process countless soldiers 
and horses. 


O raja! We saw single elephants trampling 
many of our chariots, 
and chariots mowing down horses 


to bloody pulp. 


And horses would kick and crush 
and kill foot-soldiers, O raja. 
They all trampled and killed each other, 
O raja. 
In that horrible 
and maha-fearful war 
a river of blood 
a hideous river 
began to flow 


Choked with bones 
hair its weeds 
chariots its islands 
arrows its whirlpools 
horses its fish 


Soldiers’ heads its stones 
elephants its sharks 
head-gear its froth 
bows its currents 
swords its tortoises 


Trees on the banks its flags 
warriors its banks 
suffering erosion 
flesh-eaters its hamsa-swans — 
All adding to the population 
of Yama’s kingdom. 


And Ksatriya heroes O raja 
crossed this river 
on their rafts of chariots 
and horses and elephants 
with unabated energy. 
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Like the river Vaitarani 
that carries the spirits 
of the dead to the realm 
of the raja of spirits 
so this river at noon 
transported the cowards 
away in a swoon... 


The Ksatriya heroes witnessed 
the incredible bloodshed 

and said: “Duryodhana’s crime is destroying 
the Ksatriyas. 


Why did lord-of-men Dhrtarastra 
envy the glory 

of the virtuous guna-laden Pandavas? 
He was swayed by greed.” 


All over the field 

such statements could be heard, 
praising the Pandavas 

and condemning your sons. 


Hearing these sentiments voiced 
by the warring soldiers, 

your son Duryodhana, 
harmer of the world’s people, 


O Bharata, said to Bhisma, Drona, Krpa and Salya: 
“Fight! Fight selflessly! Do not delay.” 


O raja! Then erupted the battle 

between the Kauravas and Pandavas 
whose origin was the dice-game, 

whose end was all-embracing doom. 


Son of Vicitravirya, 

see now the fruit of your refusal 
to accept the counsel 

of your many mahatma heroes. 


Neither the Pandavas nor the Kauravas 
have the least concern for their lives 
in this hideous battle, 
O raja. 
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O king! That is why this disaster has struck 
the family of mankind. 

Call it destiny, or your unjust policy, as you will, 
O tiger-among-men. 


SECTION ONE UNDE DE © UR 


Tiger-among-men Arjuna, with sharp arrows 
(continued Sanjaya) 

despatched those coming after SuSarma 
to the realm of the raja of spirits. 


First SuSarma harassed Arjuna 
with many arrows; 

then he wounded Vasudeva-Krishna with seventy 
and Arjuna with nine. 


Neutralising them with a counter-shower 
of arrows, 

the maha-chariot-hero Sakra-Indra’s son 
killed the supporters of Susarma. 


The survivors, oppressed as if by Kala 
at the end of a yuga, 

though maha-chariot-heroes, 
fled from the battlefield. 


O gracious monarch! Some abandoned their horses, 
other their chariots, 

others their elephants, 
and fled to all the various quarters. 


Others, however, utilised their horses, chariots, 
and elephants for flight — 

running away as fast as they could, 
O lord of the earth. 


In that brutal clash, foot-soldiers flung aside 
their weapons 

and, disobeying orders, fled in panic, 
O Bharata. 
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Commanded again and again 
by the Trigarta ruler Susarma 
and other royal leaders, 
they nevertheless panicked and fled. 


Witnessing the rout of his army, 
your son Duryodhana, 
with Bhisma leading 
and he following, 


Energetically attacked Dhananjaya-Arjuna, 
O lord of the earth, 

hoping to rescue 
the king of the Trigartas. 


SuSarma’s soldiers had all fled. 
He alone, 

with his brothers, withstood Arjuna 
with arrows. 


The Pandavas also, all in armour, 
hurried grimly 

to where Bhisma was, 
hoping, O raja, to rescue Arjuna. 


Aware of the incalculably immense strength 
of Arjuna, 

the Pandava heroes advanced on Bhisma, 
shouting “Hai! Hai!” 


The palmyra-emblemed hero Bhisma deluged 
the Pandava warriors 
with a steady volley of sharp, 


knotted arrows. 


The sun rose to its peak, maharaja, 
and the battle proceeded, 

with the Pandavas and Kauravas 
locked in slaughter. 


Wounding Krtavarman 
- with five swift-speeding arrows, 
brave Satyaki harassed others 
with thousands of shafts. 
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After cornering Drona with sharp arrows, 
raja Drupada 

wounded him with seventy 
and his charioteer with five more. 


Bhima roared his war-cry 
like a forest lion, 

and wounded his great-grandfather, 
the ruler of Bahlika. 


Wounded by Citrasena 
with many swift arrows, 
Arjuna’s son Abhimanyu in reply 
wounded him with three. 


In that splendid duel, 
the two excellent heroes 
resembled the clash of the planets 
Budha and Sanaiécara. 


The foe-annihilating son of Subhadra, 
brave Abhimanyu, 

screaming, killed Citrasena’s horses and charioteeer 
with nine arrows. 


The maha-chariot-hero Citrasena 
leapt off his chariot 

and quickly climbed into the chariot 
of Durmukha. 


O lord of the earth! Drona attacked Drupada 
with straight shafts, 

and proceeded swiftly to wound the charioteer 
of Drupada. 


Raja Drupada, unable to contain 
the fierce assault, 

fled in his chariot, witnessed by everyone, 
and as he fled he recalled 


His bitter earlier enmity with Drona. 
Bhima destroyed the horses 

of Bahlika, then his chariot, 
and finally his charioteer. 
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Temporarily bewildered and imperilled, 
maharaja, 

the excellent hero Bahlika, 
in the thick of the battle, 


Left his chariot and climbed 

into the chariot of Laksmana. 
Meanwhile, Satyaki, 

after defeating Krtavarman, 


Advanced towards Pitamaha Bhisma. 
Wounding Pitamaha Bhisma 

with a volley of sixty specially-sharpened, 
feathered arrows, 


He seemed to be dancing 
in his chariot 
as he wielded his bow. 
Bhisma hurled an all-iron Sakti, 


Decorated with gold, and swift-speeding, 
as enchanting as a Naga girl. 

Seeing the fearful maha-Ssakti 
approaching, 


The Vrsni hero disintegrated it in mid-air 
with a swift 

neutralising anti-missile, 
with perfect ease and calm. 


The horrendously powerful sakti-missile 
struck the earth in fragments 
like a huge meteor 
of dazzling velocity. 
Then Satyaki, O raja, 
with his Sakti, prepared 
to reply — and he flung 
the radiant missile 
with unerring aim 
at the chariot of Bhisma. 
Hurled with the full force 
of Satyaki’s powerful arm, 
the Sakti sped with the swiftness 
of a dying man’s last night. 
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But Bhisma pulverised the missile 

with two horseshoe-headed arrows; 
the fragments crashed 

on the ground. 


Infuriated but apparently smiling, 
the foe-grinding hero Bhisma 
pierced Satyaki’s chest 
with nine arrows. 


Listen, elder brother of Pandu! 
Then the Pandavas 

encircled Bhisma with their cavalry, 
chariots and elephants. 


And so the horripilating battle between 


the Pandavas and Kauravas continued, 


each side hopeful 
of final victory. 


SECTION ONE HUNDREDE FIVE 


Maharaja! Seeing infuriated Bhisma 
hemmed in by the Pandavas, 
like the sun 
by summer clouds, 


Maharaja, Duryodhana said to Duhsasana, 


“Heroic Bhisma, 
brilliant bowman and slayer-of-his-foes, 
O bull-brave Bharata, 


Is surrounded by the Pandava forces. 
It is your duty 

to see how you can rescue 
the mahatma hero. 


If we can offer him adequate protection, 
our Pitamaha Bhisma 

will certainly wipe out 
the Pancala contingent. 
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Our basic tusk now is the protection 
of maha-vowed Bhisma, 
because that brilliant bowman 
is OUr Saviour. 


March, therefore, and give him what help 
he needs. 

See that he is protected 
as he performs splendid feats.” 


Ordered by your son Duryodhana, 
DuhSasana advanced 

with a huge force, specially deployed 
for Bhisma’s protection. 


He made all plans for the task 

entrusted to him. 
Meanwhile, Subala’s son Sakuni, 

with hundreds of thousands of cavalry, 
brandishing shining spears, 

swords and lances, 


And an enormous striking force 
of foot-soldiers 
carrying war-flags 
and specially trained for rescue, 


Moved forward. He was wearing 
his coat of armour, 

and he dazzled on the field 
at the head of his soldiers, 


And he attacked first 
the three Pandava brothers: 
Nakula and Sahadeva, 
and heroic Dharmaraja Yudhisthira. 


Raja Duryodhana ordered a crack contingent 
of cavalry — 

ten thousand horses — 
to attack the Pandavas. 


Horses as swift as Garuda were now deployed. 
Subala’s son Sakuni 

shone with the glory 
of those excellent horse-soldiers, 
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Just as Vasava-Indra shines 
with the glory of the Maruts. 

O raja! The earth shook under the hooves 
of the charging horses. 


The fearful thunder of horses’ hooves 
sounded like the crackle 

of a maha-bamboo grove afire 
on a hill. 


As they charged 
maha-clouds of dust 
rose sky-high 
reaching the sun 

and shrouding its light. 


And the Pandava army wavered 
as the horses charged, 

like a lake when swans hurriedly flap down 
on its waters. 


The neighing of the steeds drowned 
all other sounds. 

Harassed by the unexpected attack 
of the wind-swift cavalry, 

raja Yudhisthira and the twin sons 
of Madri 

Stood firm, bearing the brunt of the charge, 
maharaja, 

like the shores of the ocean withstanding 
buffeting tides 

on a full moon night when monsoon rains 
swell the waters. 


The three Pandava maha-chariot-heroes, 
O raja, 

decapitated the cavalry leaders 
with their knotted arrows, 

and the riders toppled, maharaja, 
fatally stricken, 


Like elephants toppling down cliffs, 
killed by other elephants. 

The brave Pandavas, 
with arrows and spears, 
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Intercepted and decapitated the cavalry 
as it galloped on the field. 

Some horse-riders; 
sliced by swords, 


Dropped their heads like huge trees 
dropping fruit. 

In that colossal slaughter, 
horses and their riders 


Crumpled, fell, and perished. 
The remainder of the cavalry, 
mutilated and terrified, fled from the field, 
O raja, 
Like deer scampering for their lives 
from a lion. 
Having bewildered and decimated their foes, 
the Pandavas, maharaja, 


Blew their conches and beat bheri-drums 
in victory. 

Depressed by the utter rout of his soldiers, 
Duryodhana, 


O bull-brave Bharata, said to the Madra-raja, 
“Pandu’s eldest son Yudhisthira, 
reinforced by Nakula and Sahadeva, 
his twin brothers, 


Is butchering my army, O maha-muscled one, 
in front of my eyes. 

Stop him now, like the shores containing 
the makara-filled ocean. 


Everyone has heard 

of your invincible strength and valour.” 
Hearing the words of your son, 

valiant Salya, 


With a force of chariots, rushed to where 
raja Yudhisthira stood. 
The massive striking contingent 


of Salya 
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Fell upon the Pandava force 
with maha-fury, 

but Dharmaraja Yudhisthira stood firm 
and blocked the assault. 


With ten sharp arrows he lacerated 
the chest of the Madra-raja; 
the twins wounded him 
with seven. 


The Madra-raja wounded them 
with three arrows each, 
and harassed Yudhisthira 
with sixty sharp shafts. 


He again shot two arrows each 
at Madri’s twin sons, 

and continued his advantage over Yudhisthira 
with fresh attacks. 


Seeing Yudhisthira’s predicament, 
maha-muscled Bhima 

drove up close to the chariot 
of the raja of Madra, 

and spirited Yudhisthira away 
from the jaws of death. 


With extremely sharp naraca-arrows, 
crafted of steel 

and smoothly polished, 
he wounded heroic Salya. 


Salya was saved by the timely arrival 
of Bhisma and Drona, 

assisted by a force 
of veteran warriors. 


The sun was slowly beginning its descent 
in the west 

when a maha-horrendous clash bloodied 
the two armies. 
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Your pita Bhisma, uncontrollably roused 
(continued Sajijaya), 

released a volley of splendid arrows 
on the Pandavas. 


Wounding Bhima with twelve, 
. Satyaki with nine, 
Nakula with three, Sahadeva with seven, 
he targeted 


Yudhisthira with twelve arrows 
in the arms and chest. 
Wounding Dhrstadyumna also, 

he screamed his war-cry. 


Nakula replied with twelve arrows, 
Satyaki with three, 
Dhrstadyumna with seventy, 


and Bhima with seven arrows, 


While Yudhisthira fired twelve 
which wounded Pitamaha Bhisma. 
Drona, after wounding Satyaki, 
attacked Bhima 


With five specially sharpened arrows 
resembling Yama’s rod. 

But Satyaki and Bhima countered 
with three shafts 


Which lacerated the bull-brave Brahmin Drona 

like a hook gouging a huge war-elephant. 

The Sauviras, Kitavas, Pracyas, Praticyas, Udicyas, 
Malavas, 


Abhisahas, Sirasenas, Sibis, and Vasatis — 
Though oppressed by Bhisma, did not flee. 


Countless rulers of territories, 
all variously armed, 
concertedly attacked the Pandavas 
in that fierce encounter. 
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The Pandavas also succeeded in encircling 
Pitamaha-Bhisma, who, 

noticing the ring of maha-charioteers 
closing in, O raja, 

Burst out with the fury 
of a fire in a forest — 

his chariot the oven, his bow the flames, 
his sword, 

mace and spear and other weapons 
the fuel, 


His arrows the sparks, 
and he himself the blaze 

consuming the forest of bull-brave Ksatriyas. 
With his arrows 

fitted with golden wings, vulture-feathers, 
shot swiftly, 


With nalika pipe-guns, 
barbed and long-stemmed shafts, 
he harassed the Pandavas, 
butchering elephants and chariot-heroes. 


He made the massive force of chariot heroes 
look like 

a palm-tree grove with the tree tops 
shorn off, O raja. 

Horses riderless, charioteers driverless, 
elephants without mahouts — 


Such was maha-muscled, versed-in-weapons’ 
Bhisma’s achievement. 

Hearing the thunderous twang 
of the bow of Bhisma, 


All creatures on the battlefield trembled, 
O bull-brave Bharata, 

because no one seemed to know how to counter 
your pita’s arrows. 


Bhisma’s arrows did not merely strike, 
O raja - 

they pierced and shredded their targets. 
Chariots dragged by their steeds — 
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This we saw, maharaja, with our own eyes, 
on the field. 

Fourteen thousand Cedi, Kasi, 
and Karusa 


Maha-chariot-heroes, 
all from the finest families, 
never known to retreat in battle, 


flying golden standards, 


Willing to fight to the death 
in the clash with Bhisma, 
were despatched 
to the other side of life 
by Antaka-Death-like Bhisma, 
with their horses and chariots. 


We saw, O Bharata maharaja, 

hundreds and thousands of chariots, 
their axles shattered, 

their frames and wheels smashed, 


Their wood-guards splintered, 
them heroic warriors toppled, 
with lovely crumpled armours, battle-axes, arrows, 


O lord of the earth, 


With maces, short arrows, and sharpened shafts, 
finely polished, 

with quivers, chariot frames and wheels, 
O gracious monarch, 


With swords and bows, 
with heads glittering with earrings, 
with leather finger-guards and gloves, 
with smashed poles, 


With bows broken, littering the battlefield, 
O raja. 

Elephants with their riders killed, 
and butchered cavalry men, 

Tumbled and collapsed in hundreds and thousands 
on the field. 


Harassed by the ceaseless shower 
of Bhisma’s arrows, 
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The maha-chariot-heroes could be seén fleeing 
in pure panic. 

The huge Pandava army, decimated 
by Mahendra-Indra-like Bhisma, 


Was so demoralised that no two soldiers 
fled together. 

Its chariots, elephants, horses destroyed, 
flags shredded, maharaja, 


The soldiers of the sons of Pandu 
semi-consciously 

groaned “Hai! Hai!” 
Father killed son, son killed father, 


Sakha-friend killed sakha-friend, 

in that fate-propelled carnage. 
Many of the Pandava soldiers 

cast off their armour 


And fled with dishevelled hair. 
They scattered in terror 
like bulls, 
throwing off their yokes - 


The Pandava warriors in all parts 
of the field, 
screaming in pain. Seeing the army routed, 


delighter-of-the-Yadavas Krishna 


Reined his chariot and said to Partha-Arjuna: 
“Dreadful-deed-doer Bibhatsu! 

At last the time has come, Arjuna, 
for which you have waited. 


Attack now, O tiger among men, 
before despair seizes you? 
The promise you made 
before the rajas 


In the capital of Virata, 
in front of Sanjaya, 

was: ‘Bhisma, Drona, Dhrtarastra’s sons 
and followers — 
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I will kill them all, 
whoever dares to fight me!’ 
Kunti’s son, valiant foe-crusher, 
keep your promise! 


Keep a Ksatriya’s dharma in mind. 
Fight without fear.” 
Listening to Vasudeva-Krishna, 
with head lowered and eyes askance, 


Bibhatsu-Arjuna said, almost indifferently: 
“Either the hell 

of a kingdom got by killing those 
who should not be killed, 


Or to live in exile 
and suffer all my life — 

which is better? I will do what you say, 
Drive me to Bhisma. 


I will kill Bhisma, 
the Pitamaha of the Kauravas.” 
Madhava-Krishna urged the silver-white horses 
to the spot 


Where Bhisma stood, as dazzling as the sun, 
O raja. 
Thus it happened - 
Yudhisthira’s panic-stricken soldiers rallied 


When they saw maha-muscled Partha-Arjuna 
heading for Bhisma. 

Finest-of-Kauravas Bhisma screamed out 
his fierce lion-like war-cry, 


And deluged the chariot of Dhananjaya-Anuna 
with arrows. e : 

Arjuna’s chariot, his horses, and his charioteer, 
in an instant, 


Disappeared in the thick downpour 
of swift arrows. 

But Vasudeva’s son Krishna fearlessly 
and very patiently 
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Controlled the arrow-mutilated horses. 
Prtha-Kunti’s son Arjuna 

lifted his divine 
cloud-reverberating bow 


And splintered Bhisma’s bow 
with sharp arrows. 

His bow shattered, 
instantly fitting another bow, 


Your pita Bhisma prepared 
the cloud-roaring weapon, 
and lifted it with both hands 
till fully taut. 


Arjuna furiously targeted 
and destroyed that bow also. 
Santanu’s son Bhisma puja-praised 
that remarkable feat. 


O foe-crushing monarch! Commending his dexterity, 
Gan geya-Bhisma exclaimed: 
“Sadhu! Sadhu! Excellent! Excellent! 


Kunti’s son! O maha-muscled one!” 


After applauding Arjuna, 

Bhisma chose another splendid bow 
and began harassing Partha-Arjuna 

with arrow-showers. 


But Vasudeva-Krishna, with mandala-manoeuvring 
evasive chariot-strategy, 

mitigated the fury of the arrow-assault 
of Bhisma. 


Krishna continued to display 
unparalleled driving skill, 

as Bhisma persisted in his arrow-attacks 
on Arjuna. 


A marvellous feat, O Indra-among-rajas! 
Foe-crushing Arjuna countered 

the assaults of Bhisma 
with fierce volleys of his own. 
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His arrows fell like heavy downpours 
of rain. 

The two heroes did not pause at all 
in their duel. 


Lacerated by the arrows of Bhisma, 
tigers-among-men Arjuna and Krishna 
looked like two battling bulls mangled 
by lunging horns. 


Bhisma suddenly fired an arrow 
that grazed Arjuna’s forehead, 
and triumphantly screamed 
his leonine fierce war-cry. 


Vasudeva-Krishna noticed Partha-Arjuna 
was fighting indifferently, 

and treating Bhisma, so it appeared, 
with lenience. 


Bhisma, on the other hand, stood midfield 
like the sun at its zenith, 

scorching the brilliant heroes 
of Pandu’s sons, 


And appearing like Kala at the end of a yuga 
to destroy the army of Yudhisthira. 
Impossible for maha-muscled hero-annihilating 
Madhava-Krishna to tolerate this any further! 


Flinging aside the reins 

of Partha-Arjuna’s white horsed-chariot, 
Yogi Vasudeva-Krishna leapt out 

of the splendid vehicle, O gracious monarch, 


And shouting war-cries like a lion, 
radiant and swift and strong, 
whip in hand, 
he charged towards Bhisma. 


World-lord Jagadisvara-Krishna, 
eyes copper-red in anger, 
sprinted towards Bhisma, 
and the earth trembled. 
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And your soldiers stood petrified 
with terrible fear 

when they saw Madhava-Krishna 
about to pounce upon Bhisma. 


Suddenly there were maha-shouts all over the field: 
“Bhisma is finished! Bhisma is finished!” — 


your soldiers, maharaja, 
terrified by Vasudeva-Krishna. 


Blue-skinned Krishna, in saffron silk, 
charging at Bhisma, 

lapis lazuli-complexioned Janardana, 
punisher-of-people, 

looked as beautiful as a rain-cloud 
flashing with lightning. 

Like a lion attacking an elephant, 
like a leader-bull attacking a bull, 

the roaring bull-brave Yadava 
attacked Bhisma. 


Seeing lotus-eyed Krishna advancing, 
Bhisma was not dismayed. 

He stood firm, stretching his maha-bow 
fully taut. 


Unperturbed he spoke to Govinda-Krishna: 
“Lotus-eyed one! Pundarikaksa, come! 

God of gods, accept my namaskara! 
Deva-deva! 


Kill me in this maha-massacre, 
O finest of the Satvatas! 

O immaculate one, to be killed by you, 
O Anagha-Krishna, 


Will bring me the greatest good 
in the world. 

The three worlds will honour me for it, 
O Govinda-Krishna. 


I am your slave, KeSava-Krishna. 
Kill me if it pleases you.” 
Meanwhile, 
maha-muscled Arjuna rushed 
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And encircled lotus-eyed Krishna firmly 
in his arms. 

Imprisoned in Partha-Arjuna’s embrace, 
Krishna, 


Best-among-men Purusottama, 
continued pushing ahead, 

dragging Partha-Arjuna with him. 
Brave, foe-crushing Arjuna 


Then held on to HrsikeSa-Krishna’s legs, 
and stopped him 

after ten more steps. 
Krishna’s eyes flashed angrily; 


He panted, hissing like a Naga-snake. 
His sakha-friend Arjuna, 

worried, said gently: “O maha-muscled one! 
Do not break your word. 


Kegava! Remember you had promised: 
‘I will not fight.’ 

Do not compel people to call you a liar, 
Madhava. 


Leave the burden to me! 
I will kill the Pitamaha. 

By my weapons, by truth, by will power, 
I swear I will do so, Kesava! 


I will destroy all my enemies! 
O destroyer of enemies! 

Today you will see me wipe out 
the maha-chariot-heroes 


As easily as the star-lord full-moon 
wipes out darkness.” 

Hearing the vow of mahatma Phalguna-Arjuna, 
Madhava-Krishna, 


Realising how illustrious a warrior 
Partha-Arjuna was, 

without a word, suppressing his anger, 
returned to his chariot. 

Seeing tigers-among-men Krishna and Arjuna 
return, Santanu’s son 
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Bhisma recommenced his arrow-assault, 
like rain-clouds assailing two hills. 
Your pita Devavrata-Bhisma 
oppressed them 


Like the summer heat sucking up energy 
from creatures. 

As easily as the Pandavas shattered the ranks 
of your soldiers, 


Your pita harassed the ranks 
of the Pandavas. 
The terrified soldiers, 
in a state of utter demoralisation, 


Did not have the courage even to look 
at radiant Bhisma, 

just as none dares to look 
at the flaming midday sun. 


Harassed and panic-stricken, 
the Pandavas’ soldiers 
stood dumbfounded, 
witnessing Bhisma’s superhuman feats. 


O Bharata maharaja, the Pandavas were reduced 
to helplessness. 

From the onslaught of the ceaselessly 
attacking Bhisma, 


They found no succour, 

they were like cattle trapped in a bog, 
like ants scurrying away 

from a terrifying predator. 


The Pandavas feared 
to look at heroic 
and invincible Bhisma 
whose arrows tormented 
the ranks of their leaders 
like blinding sunrays. 
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And as Bhisma relentlessly 
harassed the Pandavas, 
the thousand-rayed sun 
was slowly setting. 
Exhausted, the soldiers 
waited to withdraw. 
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And so the fighting ended that day 
(continued Sanjaya), 

the sun set, samdhya-twilight came, 
all was dark. 


Raja Yudhisthira, seeing samdhya set in 
and noticing 

how Bhisma-oppressed warriors 
had flung away their weapons, 


Seeing them terrified and spiritless 
and bewildered, 

fleeing from the field of battle 
helter-skelter, 

unable to bear the increasing trauma 
of Bhisma, 


Seeing the Somaka maha-chariot-heroes 
losing hope 

as the all-covering shadows of night 
filled the field, 

raja Yudhisthira ordered his armies to withdraw 
to their camp. 


All the time the mind of raja Yudhisthira 
was planning 

how best to contain the attacks 
of maha-powerful Bhisma. 


And so raja Yudhisthira ordered 
the Pandava retreat, 

at the same time as your soldiers retreated 
to their camp. 
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The maha-chariot-heroes of both armies, 
badly wounded, 

withdrew their forces and retired, 
O most excellent Kaurava. 


The Pandavas were restless: 
they thought only of the arrows 
of Bhisma and his incredible 
military feats. 


After his victory over the Pandavas 
and the Srnjayas, 

respected and honoured by your sons, 
brave Bhisma . 


Entered his tent 
with a host of Kaurava followers. 
Night fell, bringing sleep to all 


the world’s creatures. 


In the early hour of night, 
the Pandavas 

and Vrsnis and Srijayas gathered 
for secret discussion. 


The maha-powerful heroes were expert in coming 
to a practical decision 

based on what was convenient 
and achievable. 


How best to kill Bhisma 
and rule the world? 

Raja Yudhisthira 
thought it over deeply and, 

glancing in Vasudeva-Krishna’s direction, 
said to him: 


“Krishna, you have seen how Bhisma 
the valiant mahatma, 

like an elephant, crushes my army 
as if it were forest-weeds. 


How are we to oppose him 

when he so brazenly oppresses us? 
Madhava-Krishna, listen to me, 

and show us how. 
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You are our only hope, 
there is no other. 

It does not please us to fight Bhisma, 
O Madhava-Krishna. 

But Bhisma continues his slaughter 
of my soldiers. 


He licks them up, 
like a fierce all-consuming fire. 
We dare not even look this mahatma 
in the face. 


Expert-in-arms and fierce-in-rage 
Bhisma 

looks like the dreadful venomous serpent, 
maha-Naga Taksaka. 


He is the very embodiment of ferocity 
on the field. 

He is wrathful Yama, he is the thunder-wielding 
Deva-raja Indra, 


He is Varuna with his noose, 
Dhane$Svara-Kubera with his mace. 
These gods can be defeated in a maha-war, 

but not angry Bhisma. 


That being so, I cannot think clearly. 
I despair 

when I think that our foe on the field 
is Bhisma. 


I think I will retire to the forest. 

Better that, O undefeatable Krishna. 
War to me is distasteful, 

with Bhisma routing my soldiers. 


A moth fluttering into a fire 
finds death; 

so have I, in daring to fight 
great Bhisma. 


O Varsneya-Krishna! No matter how hard I try, 
I face only doom. 

My heroic brothers are all victims 
of Bhisma’s arrows. 
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Madhusudana-Krishna! They love me, 

so they followed me into forest-exile. 
Krsna-Draupadi also suffered greatly, 

all for my sake. 


I value life. 

It seems even more precious now. 
If I survive, I will devote myself 

to supreme dharma. 


If you care for me and my brothers, 
advise me on my sva-dharma. 
Show me what is best for me, 


O Keégava-Krishna.” 


Listening to the plight of Yudhisthira, 
narrated in such detail, 

Krishna was moved by compassion 
and tried to console him: 


“Dharma’s son, cast off grief. 
You are firm in truth, 
you have brothers 
who are heroic foe-crushing warriors. 


Arjuna is like wind, Bhima is like fire, 
Nakula and Sahadeva 

are the equal of the lord of heaven 
Indra himself. 


J am your friend, O Pandava maharaja. 
You can depend on me too. 

I will fight Bhisma in this maha-battle. 
What will I not do for you? 


I will kill bull-brave Bhisma 

in the presence of his soldiers - 
if Phalguna-Arjuna refuses 

to do so. 


If you think killing Bhisma, O Pandava, 
is the only way to win, 

I will today drive my chariot to him 
and kill the Kuru Pitamaha. 
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O raja! My skill in battle equals that 
of Mahendra-Indra. 

Despite his maha-weapons, I will hurl Bhisma 
out of his chariot. 


An enemy of the Pandavas 
I treat as my enemy. 

Your friends are my friends, 
my friends are yours. 


Your brother Arjuna is my sakha, 
my loved-and-loving friend, 

my relative and pupil. I will cut off my flesh 
for Phalguna-Arjuna. 


Tiger-among-men Arjuna 
will gladly die for me. 

Tata! Dear one! We are committed 
to protect each other. 


O Indra among rajas, 
command me to fight for you. 

The vow that Partha-Arjuna made earlier 
at Upaplavya, 


In the presence of everyone, 

‘T will kill Gangeya-Bhisma’, 
should be kept, 

and I will help wise Arjuna keep it. 


It is my duty to help Partha-Arjuna 
fulfil his vow. 

It seems to me that it is easy enough 
for Phalguna-Arjuna. 


Arjuna can kill Bhisma, 
the destroyer of hostile cities — 
but only if he puts all his energies 
into the task. 


O lord of the earth! Arjuna can kill all the gods 
and the Daityas and Danavas 

if he so wishes. 
He can kill Bhisma too, naturally. 
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Santanu’s maha-valiant son Bhisma 
has lost his judgment. 
He does not have long to live. 
He does not know what he should do.” 


“Maha-muscled Madhava Krishna, 
what you say is right,” 
replied Yudhisthira. 
“The Kauravas are no match for you. 


Since you are on my side, 
O tiger-among-men, 
I can be sure 
of obtaining all that I desire. 


With you to lead us, O Govinda, 
O most valiantly victorious one, 
why only the maha-chariot hero Bhisma - 
we can defeat even Indra and all the gods. 


But I do not wish to have you break your vow, 
O Madhava-Krishna, 

for the sake of my glory. 
Help me, therefore, but without fighting. 


Before this battle, 

I had an agreement with Bhisma. 
He said, ‘I will advise you, 

but not fight for you. 


I will fight for Duryodhana. 
Prabhu! Lord! This is my truth.’ 

He will give me good advice, Madhava-Krishna, 
to regain my kingdom. 


Let us go then to him, Madhusiidana-Krishna, 
~ and you will accompany us — 
and ask Bhisma to tell us the means 


by which he can be killed. 


We shall go quickly ot the finest-of-men Bhisma, 
O Varsneya-krishna, 

and obtain from the Kaurava elder 
this essential information. 
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He is bound by honour to give us good advice, 
Janardana-Krishna — 

and we shall follow it to the letter, Krishna, 
on the battlefield. 


Strict-vowed Bhisma will not only give us advice — 
he will give us victory. 

When we were fatherless as little children, 
he brought us up. 


O Madhava-Krishna, imagine — 
I want to kill this old Pitamaha, 
the father of my father. 
Dhikt Shame! Shame on being a Ksatriya!” 


Maharaja (continued Sanjaya), 
Varsneya-Krishna said to Yudhisthira: 

“You are maha-wise, O Indra-among-rajas. 
J endorse your plan. 


Strict-vowed Bhisma 
is an absolute weapons-expert. 
He can destroy his enemies 
merely by glancing at them 
Let us ask river-born Sagaraga-suta Bhisma 


how he can be killed. 


If you question him, 

he cannot but speak the truth. 
Let us ask the Pitamaha 

the way he can be killed. 


We will go to the old son of Santanu, 
Bhisma, 

and use his advice 
as the basis of our strategy.” 


Having decided on their plan, 
the Pandava brothers, 
accompanied by Vasudeva’s valiant son 


Krishna, 


Leaving behind their armour and weapons, 
went to Bhisma’s tent. 

Entering, they pranama-ed 
the Pitamaha. 
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Maharaja, offering puja-respect 
to the bull-brave Bharata 

by touching his feet with their heads, 
they sought his protection. 


Maha-muscled Bhisma, Kaurava Pitamaha, 
said to them: 

“Svagatam! Welcome, Varsneya-Krishna! 
Welcome, Dhananjaya-Arjuna! 


Welcome, Dharma’s son Yudhisthira! 
And welcome, 

Bhima, Nakula and Sahadeva! 
What is your pleasure? 


Ask anything 
except that I fight for you. 

I will do it gladly, 
no matter how difficult.” 

Ganga’s son Bhisma said this affectionately, 
repeating it, 

And raja Yudhisthira cheerfully asked, 
“You who know all, 

tell us: how can we win 
and enjoy our kingdom? 


Prabhu! Lord! How can this impossible dilemma 
be forever resolved? 

Tell me this. And tell me also 
how you may be killed. 


How can we succeed in overcoming you 
on the field? 

There seems to be no weakness in you, 
O valiant one. 


O maha-muscled foe-destroyer, 

as you annihilate cavalry, 
chariot-heroes and elephant-riders, 

you dazzle like a sun in your chariot. 


As you spread terror among the ranks 
of the Pandavas, 

there is no one with the courage 
to confront you. 
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My massive army is daily 
getting decimated by you. 

Tell me: how can you be beaten, . 
how can we regain our kingdom? 


Pitamaha! How can I save my soldiers 
from further bloodshed? 

Tell me all this.” The Pandavas’ ancestor 
said to the Pandavas: 


“Sons of Kunti, you cannot win 
if I live. 

You know everything. 
You should know this is true. 


When I am killed on the battlefield, 
you will win. 

So if you want a quick victory, 
kill me quickly. 


I give you permission, sons of Kunti: 
attack me! 

It is lucky for you that have realised 
the truth 


That when I am killed, 
the Kauravas also are finished. 
Proceed, then!” “Tell us how,” 
said Yudhisthira. 


“Because you when angered 
are like rod-wielding Yama himself, 
we can kill thunderbolt-wielding Indra, 
Varuna, Yama, 


But you cannot be harmed 
even by gods and anti-gods, 

led by Indra.” “You are right, Pandava,” 
said Bhisma, 

“I cannot be harmed by gods and anti-gods, 
led by Indra, 


so long as I use my weapons 
in the war. 
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But I am easy prey to maha-chariot-heroes 
if I lay down my weapons. 

Anyone who puts away 
his weapons, 

one who stumbles, whose flag is shredded, 
armour destroyed, 


Who runs away from battle, 
who is stricken with panic, 

who says ‘I am yours’, a woman, 
or anyone 

sporting a feminine name, 
or who has only one son, 


Or a low-born scoundrel — 

it does not please me to fight them. 
O Indra-among-rajas, 

listen to the vow I took: 


‘I will not fight anyone 
flying an inauspicious banner.’ 
O raja! In your ranks 
is Drupada’s maha-chariot-hero son 


Sikhandin, who is irascible, valiant, 
and accomplished. 

He was born woman 
but underwent a sex-change. 


You know very well 
how all this took place. 
Tell Arjuna to place Sikhandin 


in front of him, 


And attack me 
with skilfully sharpened arrows. 


Seeing the inauspicious banner 
of the female Sikhandin, 


I will not strike back, 
though I am well-armed with arrows. 
Let Pandava Dhananjaya-Arjuna then 
seize his chance 


The MehatRrate o Vase 
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And pin me down with his shafts, 
O bull-brave Bharata. 

I see no one in the three worlds 
who can kill me 


Except Dhananjaya-Anuna 
or maha-fortune-favoured Kirshna himself. 
So, arrange to have some inauspicious person 
or other, 


With bow and arrow, shielding 
dreadful-deed-doer Bibhatsu-Arjuna, 
who will then assault me — 
and victory is yours. 


Do this, Yudhisthira, O vow-keeping king! 
You will then 

be able to rout all Dhrtarastra’s sons 
in battle.” 


Paying their respects to mahatma Bhisma, 
the Pandavas 

returned to their camp with Bhisma’s advice 
(continued Safjaya). 


Bhisma had made up his mind 
to leave the world. 

Arjuna, depressed and ashamed, 
said to Krishna: 


“Madhava-Krishna, 

how can I fight the guru of the Kauravas, 

an old and saintly man 

of unsurpassed intelligence and discrimination? 


When I was a child, Vasudeva-Krishna, 
I would often climb into his lap, 

and soil the robe of the mahatma 

with my dusty body. 


Gadagaja-Krishna, when I was a boy, 

I would climb into his lap 

and call the father of my mahatma father Pandu 
‘father’, 
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And he would say, ‘O Bharata! 

Not your father, but your father’s father.’ 
How can I kill him now, 

he who treated me so? 


Let him destroy my army. 

I refuse to fight mahatma Bhisma. 
I do not care whether I win, 

I do not care whether I die. 
What do you think, Krishna? 


Krishna! I know Sanatana Dharma. 

How can I, knowing what is Sanatana Dharma, 
kill my own Pitamaha 

who has laid down his arms?” 


“Jisnu-Arjuna,” said Krishna, 

“you made a vow to kill Bhisma. 
How can you back out of it now 
without violating Ksatriya-dharma? 


Topple this fierce-in-battle Ksatriya 
out of his chariot. 

Unless you do so, Partha-Arjuna, 
you will never see victory. 


For the gods have already ordained 

that Bhisma must enter Yama’s realm. 
What the gods have decided, will happen. 
It cannot be otherwise, Partha-Arjuna. 


Not even thunderbolt-wielding Indra 
can humble Bhisma, 

for he is like Antaka-Death himself with gaping mouth. 
But you can. 


Calm yourself 

Kill Bhisma. 

And listen to these words of mine 

which long ago were spoken to Sakra-Indra 
by maha-intelligent Brhaspati: 


‘One is permitted to kill an old man, 
or a man older than oneself, 

or a man who has all the virtues — 
in self-defence.’ 
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This is the everlasting dharma of Ksatriyas: 
to fight, to protect their subjects, 

to perform yajnas — 

without selfish motivation.” 


“Tt must be that Sikhandin took birth 

as the cause of Bhisma’s death,” 

said Arjuna, 

“for why should Bhisma lay down his arms 
as soon as he sees Sikhandin? 


It must be right then, I think, 
to let Sikhandin face Bhisma 


by placing him in front of me 
and so kill Bhisma. 


I will direct my arrows to divert 
the brilliant bowmen of the enemy 
while Sikhandin attacks Bhisma. 


J have heard Bhisma say: 

J will never harm Sikhandin 

who was born a girl 

and only later turned into a man’.” 


This decision of Arjuna’s regarding Bhisma 
so delighted Krishna 

and the Pandavas | 
that they horripilated. 


Their minds made up, the bull-brave Pandavas, 
with Krishna, with Bhisma’s permission, 
returned to their tents, 
where they rested. 


SECTLO@NSONE Cun DRE D-EIGHT 


Dhrtarastra asked: 
“What was Sikhandin’s attack tactic? 
And Gangeya-Bhisma’s against the Pandavas? 
Tell me, Sanjaya.” 
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As soon as the sun rose (Safijaya replied), 
the Pandavas 

with the noise of drums and mrdangas 
and mini-drums, 


With curd-white conches blaring 
all around them, 

stationed Sikhandin in front, 
and marched to battle. 


Their battle-formation was formidable, 
O lord of the world, 

and Sikhandin, maharaja, 
was prominently in front. 


Bhima and Dhananjaya-Arjuna 

were the protectors of his chariot-wheels. 
Guarding the rear were Draupadi’s sons 

and Subhadra’s son Abhimanyu. 


The maha-chariot-heroes Satyaki and Cekitana 
protected Abhimanyu; 

behind them was Dhrstadyumna 
protected by the Pancalas. 


O bull-brave Bharata! Then came raja Yudhisthira 
with his twin brothers 
Nakula and Sahadeva, 


screaming their lion-roaring war-cries. 


Then came Virata with an army 
of his own soldiers, 

and following him, O maha-muscled one, 
was king Drupada. 


The five Kekaya princes, O Bharata, 
and valiant Dhrstaketu 
comprised the rear protection 
of the Pandava force. 


With their maha-battle-array 
systematically laid out, 
the strategically in an, all-or-death attack 
charged at Bhisma. 
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The Kauravas also advarced 
to face the Pandavas 

after placing the maha-chariot-hero Bhisma 
at their head. 


Protected by your sons, 
supremely maha-powerful Bhisma 
marched against the Pandava force. 
Behind him 
came Drona 
and Drona’s maha-powerful son Asvatthaman. 


Next came Bhagadatta with a huge force 
of war-elephants, 

followed by the two heroes, 
Krpa and Krtavarman. 


He was followed by the Kamboja-raja 
Sudaksina, 

Jayatsena of Magadrha, Subala’s son Sakuni, 
and Brhadbala. 


O Bharata! A massive force of brilliant bowmen, 
all of them of royal blood, 

under the command of Susarma, 
protected the Kaurava rear. 


Every day Bhisma re-arrayed his soldiers 
in different battle-formations 

wuch as Pisaca, Raksasa, 
and Asura. 


A gory clash occurred between your soldiers, 
O raja, 

and the Pandavas, swelling the populations 
of Yama’s realm. 


With Sikhandin at their head, 

Arjuna and the other Pandavas advanced, 
shooting fiery arrows 

at Bhisma. 


Many of your soldiers, bleeding profusely 
from the wounds 

sustained by the impact of Bhima’s arrows, 
expireds 
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Nakula, Sahadeva and the maha-chariot-hero 
Satyaki 

advanced against your soldiers, 
expertly harassing them. 


Your soldeirs, reeling under the attacks, 
O bull-brave Bharata, 

were unable to resist 
the fierce arrow-showers. 


Wounded, crushed and humiliated 

by the maha-chariot-hero Pandavas, 
your soldiers fled in all directions, 

in complete disarray. 


There was no one to save them 
from the concerted attack 

of the Pandavas and the Srnjaya bowmen, 
O bull-brave Bharata. 


“But how did valiant Bhisma react, Sanjaya,” 
asked Dhrtarastra, 

“when he saw the Pandava brothers 
decimating my soldiers? 


O blameless Sanjaya! Tell me how 
the foe-crushing hero Bhisma 
replied to the Pandavas 
and killed the Somakas.” 


Maharaja (said Safijaya), listen to me, 
I will tell you | 

what your pita did against the Pandavas 
and Srnjayas. 


The brave Pandavas advanced confidently, 
O elder brother of Pandu, 

convinced of their ability 
to rout your army. 


But it was impossible for Bhisma 
to tolerate 

the massacre of your soldiers, horses, 
and elephants. 
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Deluging the Pandavas, 
the Pancalas and Srnjayas. 

with long-stremmed shafts, 
calf-toothed and crescent arrows, 


Bhisma prepared to fight to the death. 
He repulsed, O raja, 

the five excellent maha-chariot-hero 
Pandava brothers 


Who were assiduously showering the field 
with arrows. 

With various weapons 
and missiles fired with precision, 


He contained their advance 

and killed their horses and elephants. 
Uncharioting chariot-heroes, 

O raja, bull-brave 


Bhisma toppled horse-riders, 
and overthrew foe-defeating warriors 
on elephant-backs. Bhisma spread panic 
among the enemy. 


Like the anti-gods attacking 
thunderbolt-wielding Indra, 

the Pandavas chased 
the elusive maha-chariot-hero Bhisma. 


Bhisma’s awe-instilling presence 
seemed to be everywhere, 
shooting arrows as fatal 
as Sakra-Indra’s fierce thunderbolt. 


His bow, which looked like the rainbow 
of Sakra-Indra, 

seemed permanently pulled 
in a fully taut mandala-circle. 


Your sons witnessed Bhisma’s stupendous feats, 
O lord of the world, 

and marvelled, and profusely puja-praised 
their Pitamaha. 
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Prtha-Kunti’s sons stared at your pita 
As they stood on the field of battle, 


As the gods stare at the Danava antigod 
named Vipracitti, 

because Bhisma looked like gaping-jawed 
Antaka-Death personified. 


On the tenth day of battle, 

Bhisma’s arrows consumed 
Sikhandin’s chariot-heroes 

like fire sweeping through a forest. 


Sikhandin fired three arrows straight 
at the chest of Bhisma, 
who looked like fierce Antaka-Kala 


or a virulent snake. 


Wounded by Sikhandin, 
Bhisma glared at him angrily 

and at the same time condescendingly, 
and smilingly said: 

“You can carry on targeting me. 
I will not retaliate. 

To me you remain the girl Sikhandini 
that the Creator made.” 

These words of Bhisma sent anger 
coursing through Sikhandin 

and, licking the corners of his mouth, 
he replied: 

“Maha-muscled hero, I know you, 
you ruin of the the Ksatriyas! 

I have heard of your duel 
with Jamadagni-Parasurama. 

I have heard much 
about your god-like prowess. 

In spite of that, 
I choose to fight you today. 


Narottama! Finest-of-men! I will today do something 
to please the Pandavas and myself. 
Purusa-sattama! O most marvellous man! 


I challenge you! Fight with me today! 


[VI:108:48-56] 
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I vow before you today 
that I shall kill you! 
Now that you know, 
do whatever you like. 


Always-victorious Bhisma! 
Fight me, or don’t fight me - 
you die today. Take a long last look 
at the world.” 


Sikhandin shot five knotted arrows 
at Bhisma 

who was still smarting 
under his wordy arrows. 


Maha-chariot-hero Savyasaci-Arjuna 
heard the vow of Sikhandin 
and urged his chariot forward, 
and shouted to Sikhandin: 


“Forge ahead and attack fearful Bhisma, 
I shall cover you 

and prevent their warriors 
from reaching your chariot. 


O maha-muscled one! There is no way 


maha-powerful Bhisma can harm you. 


Attack him now! 
Now is the time! 


If you return without killing Bhisma, 
O gracious one, 

you will expose yourself and me 
to the mockery of the world. 


Fight! See that no ridicule falls 
on our heads. 

Fight hard, and see that you kill 
the Pitamaha. 


Depend on me, O maha-powerful one, 
to protect you 
from the chariot-heroes of the Kauravas. 


But kill Bhisma. 


TiS 
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Drona, Drona’s son Asvatthaman, Krpa, Duryodhana, 
Citrasena, Vikarna, Jayadratha of the Sindhus, 


The Avanti princes Vinda and Anuvinda, Sudaksina 
of Kamboja, 
Maha-powerful Bhagadatta, ruler of Magadha, 


Somadatta’s son Bhurisravas, the raksasa Alambusa, 
The Trigarta-raja SuSarma and other maha-chariot- 
heroes — 


J will contain all these heroes, as the shores 
Of the makara-filled ocean contain ocean-breakers. 


J will keep the Kaurava maha-powerful warriors at bay 
Though they attack unitedly. Your task is to kill the 
Pitamaha!” 


5 E Cae IN ON Ew NDR ED - NINE 


“How did Sikhandin, angered beyond control, 
launch his attack 

on Ganga’s son dharmatma Pitamaha Bhisma?” 
asked Dhrtarastra. 


“Who were the maha-chariot-heroes 
who covered Sikhandin 

with brandished weapons, 
anticipating total victory? 


What were the tactics of Santanu’s son, 
maha-valiant Bhisma, 

to combat the Pandavas and Srnjayas 
on the tenth day? 


I cannot conceive of Bhisma 
killed by Sikhandin. 

Did his chariot shatter, 
did his bow disintegrate?” 


O bull-brave Bharata! His chariot did not shatter, 
nor did his bow disintegrate 

(Safijaya replied) as he battled 
with his enemies, 
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Slaughtering them 
with swarms of swift knotted arrows. 
Hundreds of thousands of maha-chariot-heroes 
of your army, 


O raja, countless huge-tusked elephants, 
and glitteringly-caparisoned horses 

advanced to attack under the leadership 
of Bhisma. 


Keeping his vow in mind, O Kaurava, 
Bhisma continued 

his unremitting massacre of the forces 
of the Pandavas. 


The Pancalas reeled under the onslaught 
of Bhisma’s attack, 

and thousands of Pandava warriors perished 
by his arrows. 


On the tenth day, Bhisma spread havoc 
in the enemy ranks 

with his hundreds of thousands 
of sharp arrows. 


Listen, Pandu’s elder brother! 
Impossible for the Pandavas to defeat 
maha-bowman Bhisma who resembled 
noose-carrying Antaka-Death personified. 


Maharaja, then ambidexterous Savyasaci Arjuna, 
Dhanafijaya-Arquna, 

invincible doer-of-dreadful-deeds 
Bibhatsu-Arjuna, 

advanced, to the wide-eyed wonder 
of the chariot-heroes. 


Like Kala himself, 
Arjuna swept through the field, 
roaring like a lion, twanging his bow, 
shooting arrows. 


Stupefied by his war-cries, O bull-brave Bharata, 
your warriors fled in panic, 

like deer fleeing in maha-fear 
from a lion, O raja. 
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Seeing Pandava Arjuna dominating the field, 
and his soldiers scattering in fear, 
Duryodhana worriedly 
said to Bhisma: 


“There they are — Pandu’s son Arjuna 
in a white-horsed chariot, 

with Krishna driving, consuming my soldiers 
like fire a forest. 


See, Ganga’s son, O finest of warriors, 
how my warriors 

are massacred on all sides 
by Pandu’s son. 


Like a herdsman beating 

a herd of cattle in a wood, 
Arjuna smites the soldiers 

in my army. 


Demoralised and mutilated by the arrows 
of Dhananjaya-Arjuna, 

my soldiers are easy victims 
for Bhima’s attacks. 


Satyaki, Cekitana, Madri’s twin sons 
Nakula and Sahadeva, 
and Abhimanyu 


are harassing my soldiers. 


Brave Dhrstadyumna 
and the raksasa Ghatotkaca 

are also spreading havoc in my ranks 
in this maha-battle. 


Bharata! I see no hope 

for my traumatised maha-chariot-heroes, 
who are wavering 

on the battlefield, 


Other than you who equals the gods. 
O tiger-among men, 

challenge the Pandavas, stay the rout, 
and save my soldiers.” 
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Maharaja, your pita Devavrata-Bhisma 
listened to Duryodhana, 

reflected for a while 
before making up his mind, 


And then consoled him with these words: 
“Lord of the world, Duryodhana, 
listen patiently 
to what I am saying. 


Even before the war began, I promised you, 
O maha-powerful one, 

that I will kill ten thousand 
mahatma Ksatriyas 


Every day, after which I will stop fighting 
for the day. 

O bull-brave Bharata, I have kept my word 
without fail. 


Today, O maha-powerful one, 

I will perform a maha-feat. 
Either I die today, 

or I kill the Pandavas today. 


Today I will pay back the debt I owe you 
by perishing in battle for you, 

for | have eaten your food, O raja, 
O tiger-among-men.” 


Saying this; difficult-to-defeat Bhisma, 
finest of the Bharatas, 

shot arrows at the Ksatriya warriors 
of the Pandava army. 


The Pandavas struck back at Gangeya-Bhisma, 
the bull-brave Bharata 

who stood in the centre 
like an enraged, poisonous serpent. 


On the tenth day of battle, O raja, 
O Kaurava descendant, 
Bhisma displayed his Sakti 
by killing thousands of soldiers. 


[VI:109.33-39; 170:1] 
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Like the sun sucking up moisture, 
Bhisma drained away 

the energies of the Paricala 
maha-chariot-heroes. 


Felling ten thousand war-elephants 
of amazing swiftness 

and ten thousand horses and their riders, 
O maharaja, 

And a hundred thousand soldiers, 
finest-of-men Bhisma 

dazzled like a massive conflagration 
with no trace of smoke. 


No Pandava hero had the courage 
to look at him 

as he blazed like the sun 
in the northern solstice. 


The Pandava maha-bowmen then decided, 
in conjunction 

with the Srijaya maha-chariot-heroes, 
to rush Bhisma. 


Battling against huge odds, 
Santanu’s son Bhisma 

looked like the maha-mountain Meru 
ringed by dark clouds. 


Your son Duryodhana rushed to protect 
Gangeya-Bhisma 

within a defensive circle. 
A gory clash resulted. 


SEC 7 LO ONS eu NeDe RE i - T EN 


O raja! Witnessing Bhisma’s display of valour 
on the field 

(continued Safijaya), Arjuna said to Sikhandin: 
“Confront the Pitamaha. 
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Today you have no reason 
to fear Bhisma, 

for I will use my arrows to topple him 
from his chariot.” 


Sikhandin listened attentively to Arjuna, 
O bull-brave Bharata, 

and decided to proceed, as instructed by Partha, 
against the Pitamaha. | 


Dhrstadyumna and the maha-chariot-hero 
Saubhadra-Abhimanyu, 

inspired by Arjuna’s assurance, 
advanced to attack Bhisma. 


The two elderly heroes Drupada and Virata, 
with Kuntibhoja, 

in your son’s presence deployed heavy armour 
against Bhisma, 


O lord of the world! Nakula and Sahadeva, 
and Dharmaraja Yudhisthira, 

and a host of other lesser-known 
Pandava heroes, 


Acting on Partha-Arjuna’s assurance, 
marched against Bhisma. 
Against that force 
of valiant maha-chariot-heroes, 


The Kauravas of your army reacted powerfully. 
Let me explain. 

Maharaja, Citrasena confronted 
noble Cekitana 


Who was irritating Bhisma 

like a tiger-club attacking a bull. 
Maharaja Dhrstadyumna, 

harassing Bhisma, 


Was intercepted by Krtavarman 
on the battlefield. 

Furious Bhima, bursting with passion 
to kill Gangeya-Bhisma, 
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Was checked, maharaja, 
by Somadatta’s son Bhurisravas. 


Brave Nakula, 


who was firing volleys of arrows, 


Was blocked by Vikarna 
intent on protecting Bhisma. 

O raja, rushing towards Bhisma’s chariot, 
Sahadeva 


Was intercepted 

by Saradvat’s angry son Krpa. 
The maha-powerful raksasa son 

of Bhima 


Was blocked effectively 

by alert and powerful Durmukha. 
Satyaki was intercepted 

by your son Duryodhana 
as soon as he charged furiously 

at valiant Bhisma. 


Maharaja, the Kamboja-raja Sudaksina 
successfully foiled 

an attempt by Abhimanyu 
to damage Bhisma’s chariot. 


A$svatthaman, livid with range, O Bharata, 


rushed to contain 
the advance of the elderly Virata 
and Drupada. 


As Dharmaputra Yudhisthira marched 
against Bhisma, 

his deadly advance was intercepted 
by Bharadvaja’s son Drona. 


Maharaja, in his plan of placing Sikhandin 


in front, 
Arjuna, dazzling with the brilliance 
of all ten directions, 


Was challenged by Duh&asana, 
the maha-bowman. 
Many other warriors stopped 
the maha-chariot-hero Pandavas 


WA? 


Te MehatRente f Vyas 


[VI:110:20-28] 


20 


ys 


22 


we) 


24 


25 


26 


27 


28 


As they strove to implement 
their Bhisma-strategy. 

Infuriated Dhrstadyumna_ repeatedly 
addressed his soldiers: 


“Concentrate on maha-powerful Bhisma. 
Do not fear. 

The Kuru-delighter Arjuna 
is also attacking Bhisma. 


Even Vasava-Indra dare not face Arjuna 
in combat — 


and Bhisma, though brave, O my brave men, 


is feeble and on death’s brink.” 


These words of their general cheered 
the Pandava maha-chariot-heroes, 
and they excitedly 
attacked Gangeya-Bhisma. 


The soldiers of your army 
confidently contained 

the Pandava onslaught that rolled 
like a huge ocean. 


It left your bull-brave warriors undismayed. 
Then, maharaja, 

the maha-charot-hero DuhSasana, 
with total fearlessness, 


Eager to protect the life of Bhisma, 
faced Dhananjaya Arjuna. 
But the brave Pandava, 
rushing at Bhisma, 


Harassed your maha-chariot-hero sons. 
O lord of the world! 

We witnessed wonderful happenings 
on the field — 


Reaching near Duhsasana’s chariot, 


Partha-Arjuna could proceed no further! 


Like the shores containing 
the ocean, 


Wee) 
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Your son Duhsasana prevented enraged Arjuna 


from advancing. 
Both were invincible chariot-heroes, 
O Bharata descendant, 


Like the sun and the moon, O Bharata, 
in dazzle and splendour, 

each obsessed with a commitment 
to kill the other. 


Duhsasana was like Vrtra, 
Arjuna like Indra. 
They fought like Sakra-Indra 
fighting the anti-god Maya. 
Maharaja, DubSasana wounded Arjuna 
with three arrows, 


And Vasudeva’s son Krishna 
with twenty. 
Seeing Varsneya- ae afflicted, 


Arjuna in a burst of anger 


Shot a hundred na@raca-arrows 
at Duhsasana 
which pierced his armour 


and sipped his life-blood, 


O raja, as if they were pannaga-serpents 
at a water-hole. 

Duhsasana, not outdone, 
shot five arrows at Arjuna 

which sped fiercely, O excellent Bharata, 
and struck Arjuna’s forehead. 


Maharaja! With the three arrows jutting 
from his forehead, 

Pandava-Arjuna looked like Mount Meru 
with its three peaks. 


Wounded by this feat of your son, 

the maha-bowman Partha-Arjuna 
looked as lovely 

as a flowering flame-of-the-forest. 
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Like incensed Rahu oppressing the moon 

on the fifteenth day of the bright fortnight, 
the enraged Pandava Arjuna oppressed 

your son Duhsasana, 


Who retaliated, O lord of the world, 
by wounding valiant Arjuna 

with stone-sharpened arrows fitted 
with kanka-bird feathers. 


And Partha-Arjuna replied by shattering 
the bow of Duhsasana 

and smashing his chariot 
with exceedingly sharp arrows. 


Duhsasana fitted another bow and, 
standing in front of Bhisma, 

he struck Arjuna’s chest and arms 
with twentyfive shafts. 


This incensed Arjuna so intensely, maharaja, 
that he pinned Duhsasana down 

with arrows resembling 
Yama’s horrendous rod. 


But Duhsasana was not perturbed. 
Though Partha-Arjuna did his best, 
Duhésasana baffled him. 
A wonderful feat! 


Duhsasana again attempted to break 
Arjuna’s attack — 

and this so infuriated Partha-Arjuna 
that he released 


Stone-sharpened gold-feathered arrows 
at DuhSasana. 

Maharaja, the arrows glided into the body 
of mahatma DuhSasana 


Like swans in the waters of a lake, 
O Bharata. 

Grievously wounded by the Pandava mahatma, 
your son 
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Evaded Arjuna, and drove up closer 
to Bhisma, 

who was like an island 
in that ocean of pain and peril. 


O lord of the world! Your son Duhsasana 
recovered quickly; 

with remarkable fortitude, prowess, 
and shrewd initiative, 


Maha-bodied Duhsasana shot arrows at Arjuna 
like Puramdara-Indra blocking Vrtra. 

The shafts pierced Arjuna deeply, 
but he remained calm. 


SECTION ONE HUN DRED -ELEV EN 


As armour-clad Satyaki advanced 
against Bhisma, 
he was opposed by Rsysmga’s raksasa son, 


the maha-bowman Alambusa. 


O Bharata raja! This so infuriated Satyaki 
that, mock-smiling, 

he wounded the raksasa 
with nine sharp arrows. 


O Indra-among-rajas! The incensed raksasa also, 
with nine arrows 

harassed the hero-annihilating grandson of Sini, 
Madhava-Satyaki. 


Madhava-Satyaki, 

the hero-annihilating Sini-descendant, 
reacted with a fresh burst 

of deadly arrows at the raksasa. 


The maha-muscled raksasa Alambusa 
retaliated with sharp arrows 
and, wounding Satyaki, 
screamed his war-cry. 
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Though reeling under the raksasa’s attack, 
Satyaki collected his energies, 

smiled, and shouted his own 
reverberating war-cry. 


His anger roused, Bhagadatta fired 
polished arrows 

at Madhava-Satyaki, like a mahout 
goad-piercing an elephant. 


Ignoring the raksasa, 
the chariot-hero Satyaki 

fired flat arrows at the Pragjyotisa-ruler 
Bhagadatta. 


With a knife-edged broad-head dfalla-arrow, 
skilfully fired, 

Bhagadatta sliced off the maha-bow 
of Madhava-Satyaki. 


But the foe-crushing hero Satyaki 
fitted another tough bow 

and harassed Bhagadatta with a fresh volley 
of sharp arrows. 


Seriously hurt, the maha-bowman 
Bhagadatta, 

licking the corners of his mouth, 
hurled a gold and-gemmed Sakti, 


As swift and fierce as the rod of Yama, 
a Sakti-missile 

which sped, from the momentum 
of Bhagadatta’s throw, 


Towards Satyaki who disintegrated it 
in mid-flight, O raja. 

Like a maha-meteor that has lost 
its lustre, 


The Sakti-missile crashed on the ground. 
Seeing the Sakti shattered, 
Duryodhana encircled Satyaki 
with a chariot contingent. 
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Observing the circular containment 
of the maha-chariot-hero Satyaki, 
Duryodhana said excitedly 
to his brothers; 


“Try your best, O Kauravas! 
See that Satyaki 

does not escape alive from this attack 
by our chariots. 


With Satyaki dead, I will consider 

all the Pandavas as good as dead.” 
“It will be done,” 

said the maha-chariot-heroes, 


And, ranged in front of Bhisma, 
they attacked Satyaki, Meanwhile, 
Abhimanyu, who had driven up 
to kill Bhisma, 
was successfully blocked 
by the raja of Kamboja. 
O raja! O ruler! Arjuni-Abhimanyu 
harassed him with flat arrows, 
and wounded him 
with sixty four shafts. 


Sudaksina, determined to protect Bhisma, 
fired five arrows at Abhimanyu, 

and wounded his charioteer 
with nine more. 


When foe-crushing Sikhandin tried to slip past them 
to attack Gangeya-Bhisma, 

the combat between the two splendid heroes 
intensified. 


The two elderly maha-chariot-heroes 
Virata and Drupada 

angrily mounted a joint attack 
on Bhisma. 


It was then that ASvatthaman, incensed, 
entered the fray, 

and a fierce fight followed between him and them, 
O Bharata. 
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O foe-crushing king! With ten bhalla-arrows 
Virata wounded 

the son of Drona, Asvatthaman, 
the brilliant maha-bowman. 


Drupada also fired three arrows that pierced 
the guru’s son Asvatthaman. 
Continuing his attack 
on the two maha-powerful adversaries, 


ASvatthaman harassed them 
with volleys of arrows — 

but could not check their advance 
against Bhisma. 


It was then that we witnessed 
a maha-marvellous feat 
by the two old warriors — 
they shattered all the arrows of ASvatthaman. 


Saradvat’s son Krpa chose to block the attack 
of Sahadeva on Bhisma 

like one musth elephant blocking another 
in a forest. 


Krpa quickly shrouded Pandu’s son, 
the maha-chariot-hero Sahadeva, 
and wounded him with a volley 
of seventy gold-feathered arrows. 


Madri’s son Sahadeva retaliated 
by slicing his bow 

with sharp arrows, and wounding him 
with nine more. 


Picking up another massive bow 
of flexible resilience, 

Krpa wounded Sahadeva in the chest 
with ten shafts, 


Because he was eager to protect Bhisma 
in battle. 

Pandu’s son Sahadeva, 
equally roused and eager, O raja, 
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To kill Bhisma, in fierce anger 
shot an arrow 

that pierced Krpa’s chest. 
A fearful and gory combat! 


Infuriated foe-tormentor Vikarna, 

intent on rescuing maha-powerful Bhisma, 
fired sixty arrows that wounded 

Pandu’s son Nakula. 


Pierced by the shafts of your intelligent son 
Vikarna, 

Nakula retaliated with sixtyseven 
of his own. 


Those two foe-crushing tiger-like heroes 
fought over Bhisma 

like two snorting bulls 
in a shed full of cows. 


To protect Bhisma, powerful Durmukha 
faced Ghatotkaca, 

the raksasa who was massacring a path 
through your army. 


O raja! Hidimba’s son Ghatotkaca, 
in a fury of anger, 

paralysed foe-crushing Durmukha in the chest 
with a curved arrow. 


But Durmukha only smiled and, 
wounding Ghatotkaca 

with sixty smooth arrows, 
he screamed his war-cry. 


In the same way, maha-chariot-hero Krtavarman 
effectively blocked the progress 

of chariot-expert Dhrstadyumna 
as he advanced to kill Bhisma. 


Krtavarman wounded Parsata-Dhrstadyumna 
with five steel shafts; 
then, firing fifty more, he shouted, 


{» 


“Stop! Stop! 
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Maha-muscled Krtavarman got the upper hand 
on maha-chariot-hero Dhrstadyumna 

who retaliated by attacking Krtavarman, O raja, 
with nine 


Specially-sharpened, kan ka-bird feathered 
radiant arrows. 

They fought a maha-duel 
over Bhisma, 


A duel that resembled the clash between 
Mahendra-Indra and Vrtra. 

Meanwhile, intercepting Bhima about to attack Bhisma, 
the maha-chariot-hero 


Bhurisravas shouted, “Stop! Stop!” 
Saumadatti-Bhirisravas 
wounded Bhima in the middle 
of his chest 


With a long-stemmed naraca-arrow. 
Standing there, 

with the arrow protruding from his chest, 
valiant Bhima 


Looked as splendid as the Krauiica hill 
embedded with Skanda’s Sakti-spear. 
O finest of kings! 
The two heroes shot sun-bright arrows. 


At each other, in a paroxysm 
of mutual bull-brave destruction. 
Planning to kill Bhisma, Bhima battled 
with maha-chariot-hero Bhirisravas 


While Bhurisravas, sworn to protect Bhisma, 
blocked his efforts — 
both outdoing each other 


in heroic feats. 


Seeing Kaunteya- Yudhisthira leading 
a maha-army against Bhisma, 
Bharadvaja’s son Drona 
expertly intercepted him. 
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Hearing the rumble of Drona’s chariot 

that sounded, O honour-bestowing raja, 
like the thunder-cloud Parjanya, 

the Prabhadraka soldiers trembled. 


O raja! Halted by Drona, the maha-army 
of Pandu’s son Yudhisthira struggled, 
but failed to move 
even one step forward. 


O lord of men! Your son Citrasena 
blocked heroic Cekitana 

as he advanced to do battle 
with the Kuru patriarch Bhisma. 


O Bharata descendant! Protecting Bhisma, 
the maha-chariot-hero Citrasena, 
valiant and nimble, 


grappled with Cekitana; 


Similarly, Cekitana fought with equal intensity. 
The duel 

that resulted when they clashed 
was maha-horrific. 


Though repeatedly attacked 

by your son Duhésasana, 
Arjuna routed his soldiers 

and started massacring them. 


But Duhsasana was determined, O Bharata, 
not to let Arjuna harm Bhisma, 

and he continued to repulse 
the attacks of Arjuna. 


Nor did Partha-Arjuna, O raja, 
spare DuhSasana, 

containing him with volley upon volley 
of straight-speeding arrows. 


When your warriors saw Duhsasana 
harassed by those arrows 

of limitlessly energetic Partha-Arjuna, 
they were sorely troubled. 
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Heroic, maha-bowman, strong as a musth elephant, 
Amazingly self-controlled, penetrator of enemy ranks, 


Able to lift, string, and aim a bow with ease, 
The maha-powerful-finest-of-men began harassing 
the Pandavas. 


Such was valiant Drona, able to distinguish 
Auspicious from inauspicious, who said to 
ASsvatthaman: 


“Today, my son, 

the maha-powerful son of Kunti 
will do his uttermost 

to attack and kill Bhisma. 


My arrows are slipping, 
my bow is unsteady, 

my weapons seem to disobey me, 
my mind is not bent on cruelty. 


Birds and animals scream inauspiciously 
around me, 

vultures circle and swoop 
on the Bharata army. 


The sun has lost its dazzle, 

the points of the horizon are blood-red, 
the earth trembles 

and whines. 


Kanka-birds, vultures and balaka-cranes 
screech needlessly, 

jackals howl inauspiciously. 
foreboding maha-disaster. 


Giant meteors 

swirl out of the sun-mandala, 
the Parigha constellation 
surrounds the sun. 


The sun and the moon 

look fearful, 

foreboding the physical ruin 
of the warring rajas. 
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The images of deities in the god-abode 

of the Indra-among-Kauravas king Dhrtarastra 
shiver and dance 

and laugh and weep. 


The planets move in orbit 

keeping the sun inauspiciously to their left, 
and the bhagavan moon rises topsy-turvy, 
horns pointing downwards. 


The bodies of the kings in Dhrtarastra’s army 
have lost their lustre; 

the armour of these Indra-among-men kings 
does not even shine. 


] hear the maha-din of the warring armies, 
the blare of the Pancajanya conch 
and the twang of the Gandiva bow. 


Bibhatsu-Arjuna will ignore the other warriors 
and seek out Bhisma — 
for Arjuna possesses the most remarkable weapons. 


O maha-powerful one! The pores of my body 
horripilate, 

my mind is paralysed with anxiety, 

I keep thinking of the impending duel 

between Arjuna and Bhisma. 


Placing malice-motivated Sikhandin in front of him, 
Partha-Arjuna advances to kill Bhisma, 
Using that crooked Paficala prince as his shield. 


Bhisma’s vow was: 

I will not kill Sikhandin. 

The Creator made him female, 
by chance he turned male. 


Drupada’s maha-powerful son Sikhandin 
sports an inauspicious sign in his flag. 
Bhisma will never strike him. 


My mind is filled with anxiety 
when I see Partha-Arjuna charging angrily 
at the aged Kaurava patriarch. 
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Yudhisthira’s wrath, 
the clash between Arjuna and Bhisma, 


my use of varied weapons in battle - 
these bode ill for all. 


Pandu’s son Arjuna is 
intelligent 
strong 
valiant 
expert in weapons 
nimble 
He shoots arrows straight from far 
He knows what is auspicious and inauspicious. 


He cannot be defeated in battle 

even by Vasava-Indra leading his hosts of gods. 
He is energetic, indefatigable, inventive, 

he is the finest of fighters. 


This Pandava always wins, 

he possesses dreadful weapons. 

Skirt him, O my firm-vowed son, 

and attend directly to Bhisma’s defence. 


You will witness today 
a horrendous maha-massacre. 
The gold-decorated, auspicious armours of warriors 


Will be shattered by knotted arrows. 
The flags, tomaras and bows will be shredded. 


The shining spears, the dazzling sakti-missiles, 
the pennants waving on the backs of elephants 
will be destroyed by diadem-wearing-Kiritin-Arjuna. 


This is not the time, my son, 
to think of one’s own safety. 
Fight for victory! 

Fight for fame! 


Keep heaven in mind. 


You can see Arjuna there 
with his ape-emblemed banner 

Crossing in his chariot the maha-fearful ocean of battle 
the uncrossable ocean | 
whose waves are chariots, elephants, and horses. 
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Respect for Brahmins 

self-control 

charity 

tapasya 

maha-integrity - 

these qualities are Yudhisthira’s 

whose brothers are Dhananjaya-Anuna 


Powerful Bhima 

Madri’s twins Nakula and Sahadeva 

and who has Vasudeva’s son Varsneya-Krishna 
as his lord. 


The army of ill-minded Duryodhana 
is being devastated 
by the tapasya-rooted wrath of Yudhisthira. 


There in the distance is Partha-Arjuna 
with Vasudeva-Krishna to guide him, 
ravaging the soldiers of Duryodhana. 


There is the army trembling 
under the attacks of diadem-wearing Arjuna, 
like an ocean under a thrashing tzmt-whale. 


Everywhere chaos and confusion 

and agonised cries of ‘Hai! Hai!’ — 

listen to them! 

Go, my son, confront the Pancala Dhrstadyumna. 
I will fight Yudhisthira. 


Defended by atiratha-chariot-heroes, 
Raja Yudhisthira’s army-formation 
is as difficult to pierce and enter 

as the depths of the ocean. 


Satyaki, Abhimanyu, Dhrstadyumna, wolf-waisted 
Bhima, | 
Nakula and Sahadeva are covering lord-of-men raja | 
Yudhisthira. 


Blue-skinned like Upendra-Visnu, tall as a maha-sala- 
tree, 

There is Abhimanyu, a second Phalguna-Arjuna, 

leading his troops. 
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Prepare your weapons. 
Grasp your maha-bow 

And rush into battle against the rajas 
Parsata-Dhrstadyumna and Vrkodara-Bhima. 


Who does not want his dear son 
to live for ever? 

Yet, with Ksatriya-dharma in mind, 
I order you to fight. 


There stands Bhisma 
equal on the field 
to Yama god of death 
or Varuna 
as he busily devastates his maha-fearful foes.” 


Giving this advice to his son, maharaja, 
Bharadvaja-Drona 

drove out to do battle 
with the army of Dharmaraja Yudhisthira. 


SECT TON ONE HUNDRED-THIRTEEN 


Bhagadatta, Krpa, Salya, Krtavarman, 
Vinda and Anuvinda of Avanti, Jayadratha of Sindhu, 


Citrasena, Vikarna, Durmarsana — 
These ten warriors concentrated on Bhimasena. 


They were supported by soldiers from many lands, 
All eager to protect Bhisma and win the war, O raja. 


Salya wounded Bhima with nine arrows, 
- Krtavarman with three, and Krpa with nine. 


O gracious monarch! Citrasena, Vikarna and 
Bhagadatta — 
Each pierced Bhima with ten arrows. 


The Sindhu ruler pierced Bhima with three, 
Vinda and Anuvinda of Avanti with five each. 


Durmarsana wounded him with twenty sharp arrows. 
Then, maharaja, all those rajas, one by one, 
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All your maha-chariot-hero sons, O Dhrtarastra, 
Were wounded in the battle by hero-annihilating 
Bhima. 


blereW@eened Salya with seven, Krtavarman with eight, 
And with one arrow, O Bharata, shredded Krpa’s 
loaded bow. 


With seven more he severely wounded Krpa, 
And pierced Vinda and Anuvinda with three arrows 
each, 


Durmarsana with twenty, Citrasena with five, 
Vikarna with ten and Jayadratha with five. 


Then, roaring his war-cry, he shot three more at 
Saindhava-Jayadratha. 
Meanwhile, Gautama-Krpa picked up another bow 


And angrily fired ten sharp arrows at Bhima. 
Like a huge elephant gored by a hook, 


Bhima screamed in pain on the battlefield. 
Maharaja, valiant Bhima in a fury of anger 
Wounded Gautama-Krpa with a barrage of fresh arrows. 


Next, Saindhava-Jayadratha’s horses and charioteer, 
with three arrows 
Were despatched to death by Kala-Antaka-fierce Bhima. 


The maha-chariot-hero Jayadratha jumped off his 
chariot 
And shot a swarm of sharp arrows at Bhimasena. 


O must excellent and gracious Bharata monarch! 
With two broad-headed bhalla-arrows, Bhima sliced 
The bow of the mahatma ruler of the Sindhus. 


His bow shattered, his horses killed, his chariot 
smashed, 

Jayadratha quickly climbed into Citrasena’s chariot, 
O raja. 

What marvellous feats were displayed by Pandava- 
Bhima! 

O gracious monarch! He harassed the maha- 

chariot-heroes with arrows, 
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And in front of all the soldiers uncharioted Jayadratha. 
Salya could not tolerate valiant Bhima’s assault. 


With hand-forged and hand-sharpened arrows, 
Salya blocked him, shouting “Stop! Stop! 


Krpa, Krtavarman, valiant Bhagadatta, 
Avanti’s Vinda and Anuvinda, Citrasena, 


Durmarsana, Vikarna, the brave Sindhu-raja, 
All foe-crushing heroes, attacked Bhima to save 


Salya. 


Bhima retaliated with five arrows for each, 
Wounding Salya first with seventy, then with ten arrows. 


Salya replied with nine, then with five arrows, 
And with a broad-head shaft seriously injured his 
charioteer. 


Seeing his charioteer Visoka badly hurt, Bhima 
Wounded Salya first with seventy, then with ten arrows. 


Bhagadatta, brave Krtavarman and other heroes 
Were pierced by Bhima with three arrows each, 
After which he roared his war-cry on the battlefield. 


All these maha-bowmen, with patient aim, wounded 
Bhima, 
Though expert in warfare, with three arrows each. 


Though grievously hurt by their attacks, maha- 
bowman Bhima 
Stood firm as a mountain in a torrential shower. 


Then, roused to anger, the maha-chariot-hero Pandava 
Maha-renowned Bhima pierced Salya with three 
arrows, 


O raja, and harassed the Pragjyotsa ruler Bhagadatta 
With volley upon volley of well-aimed arrows. 


Then, focusing on the mahatma warrior Krtavarman, 

Bhima dexterously splintered his bow and arrows. 

Picking up a second bow, Krtavarman struck 
Vrkodara-Bhima 


Between his brows with a long-stemmed naraca- 
arrow. 
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Wounding Salya with nine steel arrows, Bhima 
Harassed Bhagadatta with three and Krtavarman 
with eight, 


And Krpa and each of the other chariot-heroes with 
two. 
O raja! They retaliated with showers of sharp arrows. 


Though pinned down by the maha-chariot-heroes’ 
weapons, 
Bhima dominated the field, treating them like grass. 


The excellent chariot-heroes assailed Bhima 
With hundreds and thousands of sharp arrows. 


O maha-minded monarch! The maha-chariot-hero 
Bhagadatta hurled a wind-swift Sakti 
Resplendent with a golden shaft at noble Bhima. 


The maha-muscled raja of the Sindhus, Jayadratha, 
Hurled a lance and a battle-axe at Bhima. 
O raja! Krpa shot a fire-dart, and Salya an arrow. 


The other warriors released five arrows each 
At Bhima, all sharpened on stone. 


The wind-god’s son Bhima, with a razor-arrow, 
Sliced Jayadratha’s lance, and disintegrated the axe 
With three arrows as if it was a sesamum stem. 


Bhima pulverised the fire-dart with nine kanka- 
feathered shafts, ; 
After which he shredded maha-chariot-hero Salya’s 


arrow. 


He shattered Bhagadatta’s fakti-missile, 
And pounded the other heroes on the battlefield 


With three arrows each, destroying their weapons. 
Then maha-bowman Bhima shot three arrows more. 


In all that maha-battle’s gory confusion came Arjuna. 
He saw the maha-chariot-hero Bhima 


Slaughtering his enemies on the battlefield with 
arrows. 
Seeing the two mahatma sons of Pandu together, 


2a 
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Your bull-brave warriors gave up all hope of victory. 
Seeing Bhima battling, the maha-chariot-hero Arjuna, 


Who had come with Sikhandin as shield to kill Bhisma, 
Confronted the ten chariot-heroes on the field, 
O Bharata. 


O raja! All who were engaged in fighting Bhima — 
Bibhatsu-Arjuna attacked them in order to please 
Bhima. 


It was then the raja Duryodhana ordered Susarma 
To advance and wipe out Bhima and Arjuna: 


“Hurry, Susarma, with a force of crack soldiers 


And liquidate Dhananjaya-Arjuna and wolf-waisted 
Bhima.” 


Obeying the command, the Trigarta-ruler SuSarma 
Launched an offensive against Arjuna and Bhima, 


Completely encircling them with thousands of 
chariots. 

A gory clash took place between Arjuna and his 
attackers. 


SE CTROGNeO Ee UNmRED-FOURTEEN 


Arjuna deluged the energetic maha-chariot-hero Salya 
With knotted arrows (continued Safijaya). 


He assailed Krpa and Susarma with three arrows each, 
And then attacked Pragjyotisa-Bhagadatta and 
Saindhava-Jayadratha, 


Citrasena, Vikarna and Krtavarman, 
O Indra-among-rajas, 

And Durmarsana and the two chariot-heroes from 
Avanti — 


Each with three vulture-feathered arrows. 
The chariot-hero Arjuna harassed them incessantly. 


O Bharata! Partha-Arjuna was wounded in the battle 
by Jayadratha . 
(Along with Bhima) shooting from Citrasena’s chariot. 
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The excellent chariot-heroes Salya and Krpa 
attacked Arjuna 
With arrows, maharaja, that pierced his vital parts. 


O lord of the world! Your sons urged by their 
brother Citrasena — 
Each fired five swift-speeding sharp arrows 


And badly wounded Arjuna and Bhima, O gracious 
monarch. 

The two excellent bull-brave chariot-hero sons of 
Kunti 


Created havoc in the ranks of the Trigartas, 
But Susarma succeeded in hitting Arjuna with nine 
arrows. 


Afflicting the Pandava maha-army, he roared his 
wal-Ccry. 

Other brave chariot-heroes pinned Dhananjaya- 
Arjuna and Bhima 


With straight-coursing, lovely-feathered arrows. 
Stationed in the centre of these chariot-heroes, 
bull-brave 


Arjuna and Bhima seemed to be playing with them, 
Like two proud lions among a herd of cows. 


Sundering the bows of their heroic opponents, 
The two fierce brothers hacked off heads in 
thousands. . . 


Innumerable chariots shattered, hundreds of horses 
killed; 

Elephants collapsing, their riders toppling in that 
maha-battle, 


Chariot-heroes and horse-riders lying dead; 
The battlefield trembling with a nameless fear, 
O raja. 
Corpses of elephants and soldiers strewn everywhere; 


Mutilated horses, pulverised chariots cluttering the 
field. 
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Shredded umbrellas, tattered flags everywhere; 
Golden-handled yak-tail fans littering the earth; 
Small bells and whips and strips scattered, O Bharata; 


Torn leather-protectors for fingers, buckled armour, 
Necklaces, and armlets, bracelets, ear-rings; 


Blankets of soft ranku-deer skin, bright turbans, 
All kinds of weapons like scrap on the battlefield . . . 


Shorn arms of warriors decorated with sandal-paste, 
Severed thighs of Indra-like heroes lay on the 
battlefield... 


It was then that Partha-Arjuna displayed marvels! 
The maha-powerful warrior killed hundreds with 
his arrows. 


Your son Duryodhana, seeing Bhima and Arjuna’s 
feats, 

Stationed his chariot as close as he could to Gangeya- 
Bhisma 


Krpa, Krtavarman, Jayadratha of the Sindhus, 
And Avanti’s Vinda and Anuvinda did not stop 
fighting. 


Maha-bowman Bhima and maha-chariot-hero 
Phalguna-Arjuna . 

Stepped up their unceasing slaughter of the 
Kauravas. 


A countless shower of arrows was fired on 
Dhanajijaya-Arjuna — 
By the Kaurava assembly of world-lords. 


Neutralising the maha-chariot-heroes’ shower with a 
network 
Of his own, Partha-Arjuna packed off many to death. 


The infuriated maha-chariot-hero Salya 
condescendingly struck Jisnu-Anuna 
In the chest with knotted and broad-head Dhalla arrows. 


With five arrows Partha-Arjuna shredded his bow 
and finger-protectors, 
And with fiercely sharp shafts hit his vulnerable parts. 
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Picking up another, extremely flexible bow, 
The Madra-ruler, excited, harassed Jisnu-Arjuna 


With three arrows, and Vasudeva-Krishna with five, 
maharaja, 

And Bhimasena in his chest and arms with nine. 

Maharaja, Drona and the maha-chariot-hero 
Magadha-ruler, 

Under orders from Duryodhana, hurried to the spot 


Where, maharaja, Pandava-Bhima and Partha- 
Arjuna stood firm, 

Two maha-chariot-heroes slaughtering your massive 
army’s warriors. 


In that clash Jayatsena assailed brutal-in-battle Bhima, 
O bull-brave Bharata, with eight sharp arrows. 


Bhima pinned him down with ten and re-attacked 
with five 

Bhalla-shafts that knocked his charioteer out of the 
vehicle. 


Rushing uncontrolled in his driver-less chariot, 
The Magadha-raja was seen fleeing from the field. 


Seizing his chance, Drona wounded Bhima 
With sixtyfive sharp steel arrows. 


Wonderful-in-war Bhima harassed his father-like 
guru, O Bharata, 
First with five and then with sixty bAalla-arrows. 


Arjuna wounded Susarma with countless arrows 
And routed his soldiers like a storm scattering clouds. 


Bhisma, raja Duryodhana, and Brhadbala of Kausalya, 
Roused to fury, jointly attacked Dhananjaya- 
Arjuna and Bhima. 


The Pandava heroes and Drupada’s son Parsata- 
Dhrstadyumna 

Then attacked Bhisma, who stood firm like gaping- 
jawed Antaka-Death. 
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Sikhandin advanced towards the Bharata Pitamaha 
Without fear; with joy he approached the maha- 
chariot-hero. 


Prtha-Kuntt’s sons, led by Yudhisthira, with 
Sikhandin in front, 
Assisted by the Srijayas, clashed with Bhisma, 


And all your warriors led by strict-vowed Bhisma 
Battled with Prtha-Kunti’s sons led by Sikhandin. 


The clash for victory then between the Kauravas 
And the Pandavas over Bhisma was indescribably 


grisly. 
It was victory or defeat, with Bhisma as the stake, 


It was a game of dice played by two armies, 
O lord of the world. 


O Indra-among-rajas, Dhrstadyumna urged his 
soldiers: 

“Attack Gangeya-Bhisma, excellent chariot-heroes! 
Do not fear.” 


Obeying the command of their general, the Pandavas, 
Reckless of their lives, unitedly rushed Bhisma in 
that maha-clash. 


And the incomparable chariot-hero Bhisma received 
the attack, maharaja, 

As the shores of the ocean receive the pounding 
waves. 


SECTION ONE HUNDRED-FIFTEEN 


“Tell me, Sanjaya,” asked Dhrtarastra, 
“how maha-brave Bhisma 

fought back the Pandava and Sajijaya offensive 
on the tenth day. 


And how did the Kauravas reply 
to the attack? 

Describe exactly how brilliant Bhisma 
tackled the maha-assault.” 
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I shall provide you all the details 
(replied Safijaya) 

of the Kaurava and Pandava confrontation, 
O Bharata descendant. 


Every day, diadem-wearing Arjuna ensured 
that he would despatch 

countless of your maha-chariot-heroes 
to the other world. 


In the same way, 

the foe-conquering Kaurava hero Bhisma, 
true to his vow, . 

killed innumerable Pandava soldiers. 


Seeing Bhisma fighting for the Kauravas, 
O foe-crushing king, 

and Arjuna for the Pandavas, 
we could not tell who would win. 


When Arjuna and Bhisma clashed 
on the tenth day, 

the slaughter that took place 
was maha-gruesome. 


O raja! Santanu’s foe-crushing son Bhisma, 
who knew how to use all weapons, 
killed the Pandava warriors 
in hundreds and thousands. 


They lay anonymous on the field, O earth-lord, 
the soldiers 

who refused to retreat, 
slain by the prowess of Bhisma. 


After decimating the Pandava army for ten days, 
O foe-crushing king, 

dharmatma Bhisma 
lost his desire for life. 


He wanted his enemies should end his life 
as quickly as possible. 
No more excellent human beings 


shall I kill in battle - 


(V1:115:12-21] 


i 


13 


14 


16 


18 


Is 


20 


Zl 


747 


Thinking in this manner, maharaja, 
your maha-muscled, strict-vowed pita, 
Devavrata-Bhisma said to Yudhisthira, 
who was near him: 


“You are maha-wise, Yudhisthira, tata, my child, 
you are learned in all the Sastras. 

Listen to my words. 

They are words of dharma, they will lead to heaven. 


I have had my fill of life, ¢ata, my child. 
O Bharata descendant! I have passed my time 
killing too many men on the field of battle. 


If you wish me well, 
kill me. 

Position the Pancalas and Srijayas with Aruna 
in front of you, 

and kill me.” 


Convinced that this was Bhisma’s desire, 
truth-inseeing raja Yudhisthira 
stationed the Srnjayas in front and attacked Bhisma. 


Acting on the suggestion of Bhisma, O raja, 
Dhrstadyumna and Pandava Yudhisthira 


commanded their forces: 


“Advance! 

Fight! 

Defeat Bhisma! 

You will be covered by Jisnu-Arjuna, 


the invincible, never-failing hero. 


Our general, valiant maha-bowman Dhrstadyumna, 
and Bhima will give you support. 


Srijaya heroes! Discard your fear of Bhisma! 
Place Sikhandin in front — 
he will crush Bhisma.” 


On the tenth day they adopted this plan, 
determined to go to the realm of Brahma 
or conquer and live. 
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In a fury of rage they attacked Bhisma, 
after ensuring that Sikhandin and Dhananjaya-Arjuna 
were at the army’s head. 


Ordered by your son Duryodhana, 

the maha-powerful rulers of different lands 
marched to battle, accompanied by Drona 

and ASvatthaman. 


Your brilliantly accomplished son Duhsasana, 
with the assistance of his brothers, 
formed a protective ring 
round Bhisma. 


The warriors of your army also, 

placing maha-vowed Bhisma in front, 
prepared to fight Sikhandin 

and Prtha-Kunti’s sons. 


The ape-emblemed hero Arjuna 
positioned Sikhandin in front of him 

and, helped by Cedis and Pajicalas, 
attacked Santanava-Bhisma. 


Satyaki combated with Asvatthaman, Dhrstaketu 
with Paurava, 


And Abhimanyu with Duryodhana and his warriors. 


O foe-crushing king! Virata with a large force 
fought with Jayadratha, 
The son and heir of Vrddhaksatra. 


The maha-bowman Yudhisthira with his troops 
attacked Salya, the raja of Madra, 

and Bhima concentrated 
on your army’s war-elephants. 


Dhrstadyumna of the Pancalas, 
assisted by his brothers, 

angrily assaulted the formidable, unbeaten, 
arms-expert Drauni-ASvatthaman. 


Brhadbala encountered Subhadra’s son Abhimanyu 
whose flag-emblem was a lion 

and whose flag fluttered 
like a karnikara flower. 
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Your sons, with the assistance 
of a gallery of rajas, attacked Sikhandin 
and Pandu’s son Dhananjaya-Arjuna, 
with intent to kill. 
When the warriors of the two armies 
clashed fiercely 
in that horrendous conflict, 
the earth shook under them. 


O Bharata descendant! With Bhisma as their target, 
your soldiers and the soldiers 

of the illustrious Pandavas clashed fiercely 
on the battlefield. 


When the two agitated armies collided, 
the cacophony 

filled all the ten directions of the earth, 
O Bharata descendant. 


A colossal cacophony! — conches blaring, 
dundubhi-drums sounding, 

elephants trumpeting, and soldiers screaming 
their leonine war-cries. 


The sun-and-moon-like radiance 
of the bracelets and diadems 
of the Indra-like heroes 
was obscured. 


In the clouds of dust that rose 
on the field 

weapons flashed like lightning, 
bows twanged like thunder. 


Shooting arrows 
Blaring conches 
Thudding drums 
Clattering chariots — 

A maha-stupendous din! 


Spears 

Sakti-missiles 

Arrows 

Lances 

Hurled by the warriors 
Blotted the sky. 
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Chariot-heroes and elephant-warriors killed each other, 
Elephants mauled elephants, foot-soldiers slew foot- 
soldiers. 


O tiger-among-men! Like two hawks swooping 
for a chunk of flesh, 

the Pandavas and Kauravas battled over Bhisma 
in that maha-massacre. 


It was a grisly encounter, 
a maha-horrendous battle, 

with each army murderously fighting 
for victory. 


SECTION ONES RUN DRED SIXTEEN 


Maharaja! In order to kill Bhisma 
(continued Safjaya), 

powerful Abhimanyu battled with your son Duryodhana 
and his host of warriors. 


Duryodhana in a fit of rage wounded 
Karsni-Abhimanyu 

first in the chest with nine knotted arrows, 
and later with three. 


Abhimanyu, also incensed, 

targeting the chariot of Duryodhana, 
hurled a sakti-missile 

looking like Death’s sister. 


Your maha-chariot-hero son Duryodhana 
pulverised the Sakti 

in midflight with a fierce razor-arrow, 
O lord of the world. 


The shattered Sakti fell in fragments. 
Infuriated, Karsni-Abhimanyu 

re-attacked and pierced Duryodhana’s chest 
and arms. 
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The maha-chariot-hero Abhimanyu, 
O best of the Bharatas, 

released ten more arrows straight 
at Duryodhana’s chest. 


The clash between these two heroes, O Bharata, 
was spectacular, 

it pleased the senses and drew the puja-praise 
of the earth-lords. 


Two bull-brave Kauravas — Subhadra’s son Abhimanyu 
and your son Duryodhana 

fought for two objectives: 
death of Bhisma, defeat of Arjuna. 


The bull-brave foe-crushing Brahmin, 
Drona’s son Asvatthaman 
pierced Satyaki’s chest 


with a long-stemmed nNQaraca-arrow. 


Generous-atmaned Satyaki wounded 
his guru’s son ASvatthaman 
with nine arrows, O Bharata, 
fitted with kan ka-feathers. 


Retaliating, A$vatthaman harassed Satyaki 
first with nine arrows 

and then with thirty 
aimed at his chest and arms. 


Pierced by the arrows of Drona’s son, 
the maha-bowman 
maha-illustrious Satyaki 
countered with three sharp arrows. 


The maha-chariot-hero Paurava pinned down 
the maha-bowman Dhrstaketu 

and repeatedly wounded him 
with arrows. 


The maha-muscled maha-chariot-hero 
Dhrstaketu shouted his war-cry 

and shot thirty of the sharpest arrows 
at Paurava. 
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The maha-chariot-hero Paurava 
sliced Dhrstaketu’s bow 

and with a leonine war-cry retaliated 
with thirty sharp arrows. 


Dhrstaketu replied by brandishing 
another bow, maharaja, 

and severely wounding Paurava 
with sixty-three stone arrows. 


The strong-armed warriors, both of them 
brilliant bowmen and maha-chariot-heroes, 
deluged each other 
with arrows. 


O Bharata! Livid with rage; 
they disintegrated each other’s bows, 
killed their horses, and fell upon each other 
with naked swords. 


It was maha-awe-inspiring to see them 
with their shields 

of bull-hide encrusted with hundreds 
of moon-like gems -— 


Two sword-brandishing heroes battling, 
O raja, 

like two lions pouncing on each other 
over a lioness. 


They circled and parried and feinted, 
each pressing for advantage, 
advancing and backing 
with mandala-elegance. 


The infuriated warrior Paurava lifted 
his huge sword 

and struck near Dhrstaketu’s neck, 
shouting “Stop! Stop!” 


The Cedi-raja Dhrstaketu also swung 
his massive sword 
and brought it down hard 
on bull-brave Paurava’s shoulder-joint. 
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Maharaja, the two foe-crushing heroes, 
in that maha-duel, 

hit each other with such tremendous force 
that both fell. 


Your son Jayatsena drove his chariot up 
to Paurava 

and speedily rushed away with him 
in the vehicle. 


Similarly, Madri’s son Sahadeva, 
famed for his prowess, 

infuriated, rescued Dhrstaketu 
in his war-chariot. 


Meanwhile, Citrasena stepped up 
his steel arrow attack, 

wounding Susarma first with sixty, 
then with nine shafts. 


O lord of the world! In a burst of fury, 
SuSarma fired volleys 

of ten arrows that succeeded 
in wounding Citrasena. 


He pressed his advantage, O raja, 
with another nine knotted arrows; 
but Citrasena, recovering, 
retaliated with an arrow-shower. 


He added to the lustre and glory of Bhisma, 
O raja. 

Elsewhere, Abhimanyu continued his attack 
on prince Brhadbala, 


Helping his father Arjuna to concentrate 
on Bhisma. 

The Indra-like Kosala ruler wounded Abhimanyu 
with five steel shafts, 


And harassed him 
with twenty more knotted ones. 
Saubhadra-Abhimanyu struck back at Kosala 
with eight steel shafts, 
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But failed to unnerve Brhadbala. 
Phalguna-Abhimanyu struck again, 
this time shattering the bow 
of the Kosala ruler, 


And wounding him with thirty 
kanka feathered arrows. 

But prince Brhadbala picked up 
another splendid bow, 


And angrily fired countless arrows 
at Phalguni-Abhimanyu. 

So the skirmish proceeded over Bhisma, 
O foe-crushing 


Maharaja, between two agitated heroes, 
both experts in war, 

like the Vasava-Indra-Bali clash 
in the god-antigod war. 


Like Vajrapani-Indra shattering mountains 
with his thunderbolt, 

Bhima felled the Kaurava war-elephants 
on the battlefield. 


The hill-huge war-elephants collapsed 
on the earth one by one, 
screaming and trumpeting 
in agony. 


The hill-huge coal-dark elephants 
felled by Bhima 

dotted the field like so many peaks 
of a range of hills. 


Then the maha-bowman Yudhisthira, 
with a huge army 

launched an attack on Salya, 
the raja of Madra. 


The brave Madra-ruler also, 
pledged to defend Bhisma, 

harassed the maha-chariot-hero, 
Dharma’s son Yudhisthira. 
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The Sindhu-raja Jayadratha 
attacked Virata 

first with nine knotted arrows, 
and later with thirty more. 


Maharaja, the army-leader Virata - 
replied with thirty arrows 

that struck the Sindhu-ruler straight 
in his chest. 


They looked radiant — the handsome rulers 
of Matsya and Sindhu — 

with their war-armour, flags, bows 
and swords. 


Meanwhile, Drona was embroiled 

in a fierce duel with knotted arrows 
with Dhrstadyumna, 

the Pancala prince. 


Maharaja, Drona sliced the bow 
of Dhrstadyumna 

and pinned him down with a barrage 
of fifty arrows. 


Drupada’s son, hostile-hero-crushing Dhrstadyumna, 
fitted another bow; 

then he fired at Drona 
a stream of arrows. 


But the maha-chariot-hero Drona 
smashed them in mid-air, 

and retaliated with five more arrows 
at Dhrstadyumna. 


Then hostile-hero-crushing Dhrstadyumna, maharaja, 
in extreme anger, 

flung a mace that sped like Yama’s rod 
towards Drona. 


O raja! Seeing it whirling towards him, 
Drona fired fifty gold-decorated arrows 
that shattered the mace 
in mid-flight. 
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Disintegrated by the golden arrows of Drona, 
O raja, 

the débris of the mace scattered 
on the battlefield. 


Seeing his mace pulverised, Dhrstadyumna, 
the foe-crushing Parsata, 

hurled his radiant fakti-missile 
at Drona, 


Which Drona neutralised with nine arrows, 
O Bharata; 

after which he launched a terrorising attack 
on the maha-archer Dhrstadyumna 


What a maha-battle it was, maharaja! — 
between Drona 

and Parsata-Dhrstadyumna over Bhisma - 
horrific and fearful. 


Sighting Ganga’s son Bhisma, 
Arjuna charged at him 

like a musth elephant attacking another 
in a forest. 


But maha-powerful raja Bhagadatta 
intercepted brave Arjuna, 

with a musth elephant whose temples streamed 
with three rutting juices. 


Seeing the war-elephant of Bhagadatta 
looming towards him 

like Mahendra-Indra’s elephant, 
Bibhatsu-Arjuna prepared himself. 


But valiant Bhagadatta was successful 
in releasing an arrow-shower 
that forced Arjuna 
to remain immobile. 


However, this did not prevent Arjuna 
from wounding 
Bhagadatta’s elephant 
with sharp, shining, steel arrows. 


[V1:116:60-67] 


“The Mahabharata of Vite 


60 


61 


62 


63 


64 


65 


66 


67 


LEE 


Maharaja, Kunti’s son Arjuna 

kept prodding Sikhandin with the words: 
“Rush him! 

Rush Bhisma and kill him!” 


O raja! O elder brother of Pandu! 
In the meantime 
Bhagadatta, skirting Arjuna, 
suddenly attacked Drupada’s chariot. 


And Arjuna, maharaja, 

with Sikhandin as his shield, 
advanced towards Bhisma. 

A violent clash occurred. 


Your heroic warriors, 
screaming their victory-cries, 
rushed in a body at Pandava Arjuna. 
An awe-inspiring sight! 


O lord of men! Like a fierce storm 
dissipating clouds, 

Arjuna scattered the different divisions 
of your army. 


Waiting for his opportunity, 

Sikhandin patiently faced Pitamaha Bhisma, 
harassing him 

with many arrows. 


Bhisma: 
A raging fire 
Consuming Ksatriyas - 
chariots its centre 
bows its flames 
§aktis and swords and maces its fuel 
arrows its fearful sparks. 


Like a fire 
fed with fuel 
leaping wind-fanned 
from house to house 
So Bhisma 
with divine weapons 
killed warrior after warrior. 
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The maha-chariot-hero Bhisma stopped 
the advance of Arjuna’s soldiers, 


and killed Arjuna’s followers, 
the Somakas 


With gold-feathered 
flat-bodied . 
knife-edged arrows; 

He filled the sky’s 
main quarters 
and subsidiaries 
with his victory-shouts. 
in that maha-battle. 


He slaughtered horses 
and horse-riders 

He unseated chariot-heroes 
from their chariots 

Till the chariot-formation 
looked like palm-trees 
with their tops chopped off. 


The expert-in-all-weapons Bhisma 
deprived chariots, 

and horses, and elephants 
of their brave riders. 


The twang of his bowstring 
and the slap of his arms 
on the field of battle 
to the soldiers sounded 
like the clap of thunder 
swamping the sky. 


O lord of people! Your pita’s arrows 
sped straight to their targets. 


They did not graze or glance off skins, 


they penetrated them. 


O raja! We saw on the battlefield 
many riderless chariots 

dragged by their swift horses 
with the speed of wind. 
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Fourteen thousand maha-chariot-heroes 
of Cedi, 

Kasi and Karusa were ready to sacrifice 
their lives. 


Soldiers who never retreated in battle, 
soldiers flying golden banners, 
with elephants and horses, 
stood near Bhisma, 


Who looked like gaping-jawed Antaka-Kala, 
all ready to lay down their lives. 
Not a single Somaka maha-chariot-hero, 
O raja, 
Believed that he could survive battle 
with Bhisma. 
Seeing all those heroes sent to the realm 
of the preta-raja, 


Everyone applauded the amazing prowess 
of Bhisma. 


No maha-chariot-hero then dared 
to go and confront Bhisma, 


Except the heroic son of Pandu, Arjuna, 
whose milk-white horses 
had Krishna as charioteer, 


and the illimitably valiant Paficalya-Sikhandin. 


SEC@ION OME H UND REDSSEVENTEEN 


In his encounter with Bhisma 

_ (continued Sanjaya), 

Sikhandin hit the chest of bull-brave Bhisma 
with bhalla-arrows. 


Ganga’s son Bhisma stared fixedly at Sikhandin, 
O Bharata, 


as it consuming him with unappeasable, 
fierce anger. 
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But, respecting Sikhandin’s femininity, 
he refrained from retaliating. 
Sikhandin did not realise this, 
O raja. 
Maharaja, Arjuna shouted to Sikhandin, 
“Hurry! Now! 
Rush to the Pitamaha, quick, 
and finish him off! 


What is worrying you, brave one? 
What do you want to say? 

Kill the maha-chariot-hero Bhisma! 
None in the army of Yudhisthira 


Is a match for Bhisma but you, 
O tiger-among-men. 
What I tell you 
is the truth.” 


Sikhandin, following Arjuna’s advice, 
O bull-brave Bharata, 

deluged the Pitamaha 
with multitudinous arrows, 


Which your pita Devavrata-Bhisma ignored 
as if of no concern, 

and concentrated instead on firing arrows 
at Arjuna. 


With his sharp arrows, O gracious monarch, 
the maha-chariot-hero Bhisma 
despatched many Pandava heroes 
to the other world. 


But Pandu’s sons, 

supported by a massive force, 
hemmed Bhisma in, 

like clouds obscuring the sun. 


O bull-brave Bharata! Though cornered, 
Bhisma devastated 

his Pandava attackers 
like a fierce forest fire. 
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We witnessed then the splendid feat 
of your son Duhsasana 

who simultaneously fought Partha-Arjuna 
and defended Pitamaha Bhisma. 


The excellence of your mahatma son Duhsasana 
on the battlefield 

as he wielded his bow 
left people breathlessly satiated. 


He tackled Arjuna and the Pandavas 
singlehanded; 

such was his intensity that the Pandavas 
wilted before him. 


Duhsasana hurled chariot-warriors 
from their vehicles; 

powerful horse-riders and valiant riders 
of elephants, 


Felled by his arrows, fatally collapsed 
on the earth. 

Arrow-mutilated tuskers fled 
helter-skelter. 


Like a well-fed fire scattering 
fuel-fanned flames, 

your son angrily showered arrows 
on the Pandavas. 


None of the maha-chariot-heroes 
of the Pandavas 

dared face, let alone defeat, 
that maha Bharata warrior, 


Except Mahendra-Indra’s white-horsed, 
Krishna-charioted son Arjuna. 

Always-victorious Arjuna, O raja, 
baffling your warriors, 


Once again darted towards Bhisma 
in the presence of everyone. 
Replused, Duhsasana relied 


on Bhisma’s prowess, 
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And simultaneously fought the Pandavas 
and inspired his own soldiers. 

O raja! It was a pleasure 
seeing Arjuna fighting. 


Once again, Sikhandin harassed the Pitamaha 
with sharp arrows, 

that spat fatal poison and hit, O raja, 
like thunderbolts. 


And yet they failed to impress your pita, 
O lord of men, 

for Gangeya-Bhisma stood there calmly, 
with a smile accepting the assault. 


He welcomed them — 
the shower of arrows 
shot by Sikhandin, 
like a thirsty man 
in the height of summer 
welcoming rain. 


Maharaja, he presented an awesome sight 
to the Ksatriyas 

as he stood there 
devastating the mahatma Pandavas. 


It was then that your son Duryodhana, 
O gracious monarch, 
addressed his soldiers: 
“Attack Phalguna-Arjuna from all sides. 


Dharma-knowing Bhisma will cover us 
fully.” 

Casting aside their maha-fear, 
your soldiers re-attacked the Pandavas. 


“You can see Bhisma clearly 

with his golden palm-emblemed flag, 
safeguarding the honour 

of our army. 


Even the gods, no matter how hard they strive, 
cannot defeat mahatma Bhisma. 

How can the mortal Pandavas do so, 
however maha-powerful they are? 
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Therefore, stand firm, 
even if Arjuna attacks you. 
I will summon all my strength 
against the Pandavas, 


And attack with the help 
of all these great earth-lords.” 
This assurance of your bow-wielding 


son Duryodhana, O raja, 


Roused the maha-powerful Kaurava warriors 
of Videha, 

Kalinga, Daseraka and other territories, 
‘to furious rage, 


In that maha-war. The Nisadas, Sauviras, 
Bahlikas, Daradas, Praticyas, Udicyas, Malavas, 


Abhisahas, Surasenas, Sibis, Vasatis, 
Salvas, Sakas, Trigartas, Ambasthas, and Kekayas 


Swooped on Partha-Arjuna like insects into a fire. 

O Indra-among-rajas maharaja! Valiant Arjuna 

Wrought havoc in the ranks of the maha-chariot- 
heroes. 


The celestial missiles of maha-powerful 
Dhananjaya-Arjuna’s bow, 
Propelled with the velocity of a gale, 


Consumed his adversaries like fire devouring flies. 
With the thousands of arrows speeding from it, 


His Gandiva-bow shone with fierce incandescence. 
Maharaja, with all their maha war-flags shredded, 


The Kaurava rajas dared not confront ape-bannered 
Axjuna. Their flags, horses, horse-riders, chariot-heroes, 


Elephants and elephant-riders succumbed 
to diadem-wearing Arjuna. 
As a result of his numerous arrows, the earth 


Was filled with rajas fleeing for their lives. 
Routing the ranks of his enemies, maharaja, Partha- 
Arjuna 
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Diverted his arrows now towards your son Duhésasana. 
The steel-tipped arrows penetrated his body, 


And entered the earth like snakes slithering inside 
ant-hills. 
Next, Arjuna killed Duhsasana’s horses and charioteer. 


With twenty arrows he demolished the chariot of 
VivimmSati, 
And wounded him with five knotted shafts. 


Krpa, Vikarna, and Salya were next wounded with 
arrows 


And deprived of their chariots by white-horsed Ayjuna. 


O gracious monarch, deprived of their chariots, 
Krpa, Salya, Duhsasana, Vikarna and VivimSati, 


Humiliated by Savyasaci-Arjuna, fled, O excellent 
Bharata. 
After defeating the maha-chariot-heroes at noon, 


Partha-Arjuna shone on the field like a smokeless 
flame. 
Like the sun shooting its rays in all directions, 


Arjuna fired his volleys of singeing arrows, maharaja, 
Killing many chariot-heroes and earth-lords. 


O Bharata! On that field of battle a massive river of 
blood 

Began flowing between the Kaurava and Pandava 
armies. 


Chariot-heroes killed 
elephants 
horses 
and other chariot-heroes 
Elephants crushed 
chariot-heroes 
Foot-soldiers slew 
horse-riders 
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Bodies collapsed 
bifurcated 

Heads of heroes 
toppled 

Corpses lay scattered 
of cavalry 
chariot-heroes 
and elephant-riders 


battlefield O raja 

was littered 

with fallen bodies 

and falling bodies 

of royal chariot-heroes 

radiant with bracelets and earrings 


The battlefield 
was littered 
with bodies pulped 
under chariot-wheels 
with bodies trampled 
by elephants 
Foot-soldiers 
and cavalrymen 
and horses 
scattered in panic 
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Elephants and chariot-heroes 
toppled 

Chariots lay on the field 
wheels smashed 
yokes splintered 
flags shredded 


The battlefield 
bloodied 
with gore of elephants 
and horses 
and chariot-heroes 
was as beautiful 
as an autumn sky 
flecked with red 
sunset clouds 


[VI:117:57-61] 


rinsed by # lee 


57 


58 


He) 


60 


61 


Dogs 

crows 

vultures 

wolves 

jackals 

and other beasts 
shrilled in delight 

seeing the feast 

in front of them 


Raksasas 
and spirits 

screeched 

and howled 
Various winds 

blew 

from all directions 


Gold necklaces 
unclaimed 
on the ground 
Maha-expensive flags 
tattered 
fluttering faintly 
with each stray gust 


White umbrellas 
thousands of them 
And maha-chariot-heroes 
thousands of them 
With their flags 
thousands of them 
scattered 
on the field 


Huge elephants 
with war-flags waving 
wandering in a daze 
Ksatriyas 
with maces 
Sakti-missiles 
and bows 
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62 Lying on the ground 
as far as the eye could see... 
Then, maharaja, 
Bhisma invoked his divine weapons 


os And, in front of all the assembled bowmen, 
_ attacked Kaunteya-Arjuna. 
Sikhandin in heavy armour 
confronted him. 


64 Immediately Bhisma withdrew his fire-missile. 


Meanwhile, O raja, 
the third Pandava brother, 
white-horsed Svetavahana-Arjuna, 
eluding Bhisma, started decimating 
your Kaurava army. 


SECTION ONE HUNDRED-EIGHTEEN 


1 Both armies re-grouped (continued Sanjaya), 
and the never retreating heroes 
prepared themselves, O Bharata descendant, 
for the realm of Brahma. 


2 It was a disorganised battle, 
not fought as it should: 
chariot-heroes did not combat chariot-heroes, 
nor soldiers, soldiers; 


3 Horse-riders did not fight horse-riders, 
nor elephant-riders their counterparts. 
They fought indiscriminately, O Bharata, 
and blindly. 


4 It was a maha-gory massacre on both sides, 
and countless men and animals 
could be seen sprawled dead 
on the battlefield. 


© No soldier seemed to recognise another 
in that maha-grisly clash. 
Then, O Bharata descendant, 
Salya, Krpa, Citrasena, 
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And DuhSasana and Vikarna, 
mighty heroes all of them, 

made the Pandava ranks 
tremble on the battlefield. 


Buffeted O raja 

by these mahatma heroes 
the Pandava army 

tossed and wheeled 
like a small boat 

on a tempestuous sea. 


Like wintry chill 

piercing the hides of cows, 
Bhisma injected fear 

in the hearts of the Pandavas. 


Many huge cloud-like elephants 
of your army 

were destroyed by mahatma Arjuna 
on the battlefield. 


With his darts and naraca-arrows 
released in hundreds and thousands, 

Partha-Arjuna crushed and decimated 
the leaders of your soldiers. 


Maha-elephants collapsed, 
trumpeting in agony. 
The battlefield, littered 
with the corpses of mahatma-heroes, 


Radiated an eerie grandeur, 
strewn with ear-ringed heads. 
Maharaja, that battle 
that devastated maha-heroes, 


Had Bhisma and Dhananjaya-Arjuna 
locked in fatal combat, 

while your sons watched 
their Pitamaha struggling, O raja, 


And rushed with their soldiers 
to his defence. 
Resolved to die fighting, 
seeking heaven as their goal, 
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‘They swooped on the Pandavas 
in a fury of destruction. 

The Pandavas, maharaja, 
recalling their days of misery, 


Inflicted on them by you and your sons, 
forgot their fear, O lord of men, 
and eager to achieve on the field 
the realm of Brahma, 


Confidently continued battling 
with the army of your sons. 

The maha-chariot-hero Pandava commander 
ordered his soldiers: 


“Somakas, unite with the Smijayas, 
and attack Bhisma.” 

Commanded by Dhrstadyumna, 
the Somakas and Smijayas 


Braved a hail of arrows 
and rushed at Gangeya-Bhisma. 
Your pita, Santanu’s son Bhisma, 
though under pressure, O raja, 


Battled with the Srnjayas, 
in cold fury. 
In the distant past, 
wise Parasurama had tutored Bhisma 


In the art of wielding 
foe-annihilating weapons. 
Utilising that knowledge, 
and decimating his attackers, 


The Kuru Pitamaha 
a crusher of heroic foes, 
daily liquidated 
ten thousand Pandava soldiers. 
On the tenth day of battle, 
concentrating on the Matsyas and Pancalas, 


Bhisma, singlehanded, 
O bull-brave Bharata, 
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Killed countless elephants and horses 
and seven maha-chariot-heroes. 

Later, Prapitamaha Grancestor Bhisma 
wiped out five thousand chariot-heroes; 


And, as the battle progressed, 

he killed fourteen thousand soldiers, 
one thousand elephants, 

and ten thousand horses. 


Your pita killed them, O lord of the world, 
by virtue of his special war-skills, 

in this way decimating 
the armies of the earth-lords. 


Valiant Bhisma killed Santanika, 
the dear brother of Virata. 

Having killed Santanika, 
Bhisma, 


Maharaja, vanquished thousands of rajas 
with bhalla-arrows. 

All the warriors started screaming for help 
to Dhananjaya-Arjuna. 


All the Pandava raja warriors 

who were reinforcing Dhananjaya-Arjuna 
were despatched to Yama’s abode 

the moment they neared Bhisma. 


Embracing all the ten directions 
with his network of arrows, 

Bhisma harassed the entire army 
of Prtha-Kunti’s sons. 


On the tenth day of battle, 
displaying maha-splendid feats, 
bow-brandishing Bhisma remained as buffer 
between the two armies. 


No earth-lord dared look at him, 
O raja, 

because he resembled the sun 
at its blinding summer peak. 
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As, in the distant past, 

Sakra-Indra routed the Daityas, 
so Bhisma routed the ranks 

of the Pandavas, O Bharata. 


Seeing Bhisma’s unique feat, 
the slayer of Madhu, 
Devaki’s son Krishna 
said happily to Dhananjaya-Arjuna: 


“There you see Santanu’s son 
between the two armies. 
Attack him! Kill him! 


— and victory is yours. 


Go where he stands, 
harassing your warriors. 
Immobilise him, O radiant one! 
Only your arrows can do this.” 


Urged by Krishna, O raja, 
vanara-emblemed Arjuna obscured 
Bhisma’s flag, chariot and horses 
with his swirling arrows. 


But bull-brave Kaurava Bhisma 
with a counter-shower 
neutralised the swarm of arrows 
that Pandava-Anuna had poured on him. 


And with sharp, knotted arrows 
as deadly as thunderbolts 
he recommenced his extermination 
of the Pandava maha-chariot-heroes. 


The Paricala-raja Drupada, heroic Dhrstaketu, 
Pandu’s son Bhima, Parsata- Dhrstadyumna, 


Nakula and Sahadeva, Cekitana, the five Kekaya 
princes, 


Maha-muscled Satyaki, Abhimanyu, Ghatotkaca, 

Draupadi’s sons, Sikhandin, heroic Kuntibhoja, 

Susarma, Virata, and the maha-powerful Pandava 
walTIl0rs, | 
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Under the onslaught of Bhisma, 

were plunged in an ocean of grief — 
but fortunately 

rescued by Phalguna-Arjuna. 


Using his splendid weapons, 

and covered by diadem-wearing Arjuna, 
Sikhandin 

again attacked Bhisma. 


All-weapons-expert and never-defeated 
dreadful-deed-doer Bibhatsu-Arjuna 
killed Bhisma’s followers 
and targeted Bhisma. 


Satyaki, Cekitana, Parsata-Dhrstadyumna, 
Virata, Drupada, and Madri’s twin sons by Pandu 


Rushed in a body at Bhisma 
under cover of Arjuna. 

In that clash, Abhimanyu 
and the five sons of Draupadi 


Also rushed at Bhisma, 
brandishing their weapons. 

They were all brilliant bowmen 
and never-retreating heroes. 


The earth-lords fired foe-crushing arrows 
to harass Bhisma, 

but Bhisma remained unperturbed 
and repulsed their attack, 


And succeeded in penetrating 
the Pandava ranks. 

The generous-atmaned Pitamaha playfully 
baffled the Pandavas with his arrows. 


Only the femininity of Sikhandin 
prevented him piercing further: 
he would smile and turn away 
and refuse to shoot arrows. 


The maha-chariot-hero Bhisma 
killed seven 

of Drupada’s finest chariot-heroes. 
Suddenly, kilakila-shouts and confusion, 
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As the Matsyas, Pancalas and Cedis, 
O foe-crusher, rushed at Bhisma 

with horses, chariots, foot-soldiers 
and swarms of arrows, 


Like massive clouds 
shrouding the single sun. 
Bhagirathi-Ganga’s son Bhisma, 
though alone, retaliated fiercely. 


That clash between Bhisma 


and Sikhandin-shielded Kiritin-Arjuna 


resembled the war 
between the gods and antigods. 


SECTION ONE HUNDRED-NINETEEN 


The Pandavas with Sikhandin in front 
(continued Safijaya) 

encircled Bhisma 
for the final assault. 


With fire-belching pipe-guns, 
clubs, battle-axes, mallets, 
spears, heavy bludgeons, 


and other weapons, 


With golden-winged arrows, 
Sakti-missiles, kampanas, 

long-stemmed shafts, calf-toothed arrows, 
bhusundi-rockets; 


The Srijayas launched 

their attack on Bhisma. 
His armour pierced 

and he himself wounded 


In many vital parts — 

yet Bhisma remained calm. 
Yet a flaming fire too — 

whose flames were 

his arrows and bow 
Whose fanning wind 
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His arrows’ vibrations 
Whose heat 
the clatter of his chariot-wheels 
Whose lustre 
his varied maha-weapons 
Whose fuel 
the dead soldiers — 


A yuga-end fire 

at the dissolution of the universe! 
Swerving his chariot 

in that mélée, he emerged 


And suddenly plunged back 

into that army of Indra-brave warriors. 
Evading the Paricala-raja 

and Dhrstaketu, 


Bhisma slipped inside the Pandava-centre, 
O lord of the world. 

Satyaki, Bhima, 
and Pandu’s son Dhanafijaya-Arjuna, 


Drupada, Virata and Parsata-Dhrstadyumna, - 
With fierce, maha-swift, armour-penetrating arrows 


Bhisma assailed these six 
maha-chariot-heroes. 
They retaliated 
against his ferocity 


By pinning him down 
with ten arrows each. 
The arrows fired 
by the maha-chariot-her Sikhandin, 


Golden-winged and stone-sharpened, 
smoothly pierced his body. 
Diadem-wearing Kiritin-Arjuna 
wrathfully rushed at Bhisma, 
With Sikhandin as cover, 
and splintered his bow. 


The Kaurava maha-chariot-heroes 
resented Bhisma’s humiliation: 
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Drona, Krtavarman, Jayadratha of the Sindhus, 
Bhurisravas, Sala, Salya, and Bhagadatta. 


These seven, brandishing 
supernatural weapons, 
furiously rushed 
at diadem-wearing Arjuna, 


Grazing him with an angry barrage 
of arrows, 

screaming fiercely as they swooped 
on Phalguna-Arjuna’s chariot. 


A cacophony like that 

of the multitudinous ocean 
overflowing its limits 

during a yuga’s dissolution! 
“Kill, seize, bind! 

Chop him to pieces!”- 


These tumultuous shouts were raised 

as they neared Phalguna-Arjuna’s chariot. 
Hearing these dreadful cries, 

the Pandava maha-chariot-heroes 


Rushed to Phalguna-Arjuna’s defence, O bull-brave 
Bharata: 


Satyaki, Bhima, Parsata-Dhrstadyumna, 


Virata, Drupada, the raksasa Ghatotkaca, 
And Abhimanyu — seven anger-inflamed heroes, 


Brandishing their magnificent bows, speeding like 
wind. 
The horripilating tumultuous encounter that followed, 


O bull-brave Bharata, resembled the clash 
between the gods and Danavas. 

Protected by diadem-wearing Kiritin-Arjuna, 
Sikhandin 

Wounded bow-less Bhisma 
with ten arrows, 


and with another 


shredded Bhisma’s flag. 
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Ganga’s son Bhisma 

picked up another flexible bow, 
and with sharp arrows 

began harassing Phalguna-Aruna 
who splintered the bow 

with three keen shafts. 


Pandu’s ambidexterous foe-crushing son, 
Savyasaci-Arjuna, 

in a fury of rage, smashed every bow 
that Bhisma picked up. 


Licking the corners of his mouth 
in frustrated anger, 
Bhisma aimed a Sakti-missile 
capable of sundering a mountain, 


And hurled it at the chariot 
of Phalguna-Arjuna. 

Seeing it speeding like a thunderbolt 
through the sky, 


Pandu’s son Arjuna fitted 
five bhalla-arrows, 

and split the Sakti neatly 
into five fragments, 


Though it was hurled 
with all the strength of Bhisma. 
O bull-brave Bharata, 
shattered by Kiritin-Arjuna’s arrows, 


It fell like jagged lightning 
from a cloud-cluster. 
The sight of his shattered Sakti 


infuriated Bhisma, 


And that hostile-foe-city conqueror 
argued intelligently with himself: 
I could kill all the Pandavas 
with my bow 
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If Krishna were not on their side 
to protect them. 
I know that none in the three worlds 
can defeat maha-powerful Krishna. 
There are two reasons 


I will not fight the Pandavas: 


They are Pandavas: 
50 Twill not kill them; 
besides, Sikhandin is female. 
When my father married Kali-Satyavati, happily 


He gave me two boons: self-willed death, 
and unslayability in battle. 

I think the time has come 
to will my death. 


Realising that illimitably powerful Bhisma 
had made up his mind, 

the rsis and Vasus in the sky 
spoke to him: 


“What you have willed, maharaja, 

is also our will. It pleases us, fata, dear one. 
Do then what you have willed. 

Withdraw from battle.” 


Immediately a soft, fragrant, pleasing breeze 
began to blow from all sides, 
gently moist with soothing water particles. 


O Marisa! 
O honour-bestowing 
monarch! 
Divine 
dundubhi-drums 
sounded. 
Flowers 
rained 
on Bhisma. 


O king! The celestial voice 
was heard by none 
but maha-muscled Bhisma 
(through muni Vyasa’s radiant grace). 


[VI:119-:41-49] 


Teaser by Plat 


4] 


42 


43 


44 


45 


46 


47 


48 


49 


775 


O lord of the world! That Bhisma, 
beloved of the worlds, 

was willing his own. death, 
created maha-panic among the gods. 


Hearing the words of the gods, 
Santanu’s son Bhisma, 
performer of maha-tapasya, 
‘refrained from attacking Bibhatsu-Arjuna, 


Though Arjuna harassed him 
with armour-piercing arrows. 
It was then, maharaja, 
that the Bharata Pitamaha by Sikhandin 


Was grievously wounded in the chest 
with nine sharp arrows. 

Though assailed by the arrows, 
the Pitamaha of the Kauravas 


Remained, maharaja, as firm as a hill 
in an earthquake tremor. 
Smiling, and pulling taut 
his Gandiva-bow, Bibhatsu 


Dreadful-deed-doer Arjuna fired a volley 
of twentyfive arrows at Gangeya-Bhisma. 
Then another burst of a hundred arrows. 
Dhananjaya-Arjuna 


Fired arrows that penetrated 
Bhisma’s vital parts. 

Other warriors grazed Bhisma 
with hundreds of shafts, 


But maha-chariot-hero Bhisma baffled them 
with his own counter-showers. 

Truly valiant Bhisma repulsed 
the arrows of his a adversaries 


With volley upon volley 
of sharp knotted arrows. 

The gold-winged, stone-sharpened arrows 
that maha-chariot-hero Sikhandin fired 


[V1:119-50-58] 


“The Mahkatharala df Vata 


50 


5 


Sy 


53 


54 


55 


56 


a7 


58 


779 


Did not seem to produce 
the least effect on Bhisma. 
Attacking Bhisma in a burst of anger, 
diadem-wearing Kiritin-Arjuna, 


Placing Sikhandin as shield, 
sliced Bhisma’s bow, 
shredded his flag with one, 


wounded him with ten arrows, 


And harassed his charioteer 
with ten more. 

Ganga’s son Bhisma’s lifted 
another formidable bow 


Which Kaunteya-Arjuna sliced in three pieces 
with three bhalla-arrows. 

In that great battle, 
Arjuna systematically 


Shattered each bow 

that Bhisma picked up and fitted. 
Finally, Bhisma stopped 

his offensive posture, but Bibhatsu- 


Arjuna continued his attack 
with a twentyfive arrow volley. 
Wounded, the maha-bowman Bhisma 
said to DuhSasana: 


“The maha-chariot-hero Pandava-Arjuna 
in a fury of rage 

continues his arrow-attacks on me — 
hundreds of arrows. 


Even thunderbolt-wielding Vajra-bhrta Indra 
cannot defeat him. 

As for me, the brave gods, Danavas 
and raksasas together 


Cannot humble me; 
show can human maha-chariot-heroes?” 
Even as Bhisma was saying this to Dubhsasana, 


Phalguna-Arjuna, 
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With Sikhandin as shield, 

shot sharp arrows at Bhisma. 
Bhisma smiled, 

and said to DuhSasana: 


“Arjuna is shooting 
deadly thunderbolt-arrows at me 
from his fierce Gandiva-bow. 


They pierce me deeply. 


They fly in a continuous stream. 
They cannot be Sikhandin’s. 

They cut through my armour 
and strike my weakest parts 


As heavily as bludgeons. 
They cannot be Sikhandin’s. 
They are swift as thunderbolts, 
They are like adamantine thunderbolts. 


They oppress me, 

they are messengers of Yama, 
they suck my life-breath, 

they cannot be Sikhandin’s. 


They hit like maces, 

they bite like venomous snakes 
hissing balefully, 

they cannot be Sikhandin’s. 


They drain my vital energies, 
they cannot be Sikhandin’s. 
They are Arjuna’s arrows, 
they cannot be Sikhandin’s. 


Like baby-crabs emerging 

after cannibalising their mother, 
they are devouring me. 

No ruler of men can hurt me so, 


Except the brilliant ape-emblemed 
Gandiva-bow-wielder Jisnu-Arjuna.” 
Saying this, Bhisma stared fiercely 
at the Pandavas. 
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O Bharata! He hurled a fakti-missile 
at Partha-Arjuna, 

who sliced it in three fragments 
with three arrows. 


O Bharata! In the presence 
of all the Kaurava heroes, 
Ganga’s son Bhisma picked up 
a burnished shield 


And a dazzling sword, 

and prepared for victory or death. 
Ayjuna shattered the shield 

into a hundred fragments 


Before Bhisma could descend from his chariot. 
An incredible feat! 
Raja Yudhisthira ordered 


his own soldiers: 


“Attack Gangeya-Bhisma. 

You have no cause to fear him.” 
From all sides, 

arrows, darts, spears, 


Battle-axes, dazzling swords, 
sharp long-stemmed arrows, 
calf-toothed shafts and bhalla-arrows 
converged on that single hero. 


The Pandava ranks raised 

fearful leonine victory-shouts. 
Your sons also shouted 

for the victory of Bhisma, 


And concentrated all efforts 
on Bhisma’s defence. 
A gory clash took place 


between them and their enemies. 


O Indra-among-rajas! On the tenth day of battle, 
when Arjuna and Bhisma clashed, 

the field was like the confluence 
of the Ganga with the ocean. 
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The field was a sheet 
of blood of soldiers 
locked in mutual slaughter. 
A gruesome spectacle. 


High and low levels merged 
in a straight line of gore. 
On the tenth day, 


the killing of warriors continued 


By Bhisma, 
though he was critically injured. 
The brilliant bowman Partha-Arjuna, 
at the head of his soldiers, 


Wrought havoc in the ranks 
of the Kauravas. 

The Pandavas and their royal allies 
afflicted your soldiers 

with well-aimed arrows 
shot in never-ending volleys. 


An unbelievable sight! — 
their arrows succeeded 

in spreading panic among all 
the followers of Bhisma. 

Kunti’s son Dhananjaya-Arjuna 
in his white-horsed chariot 


Harassed us so effectively 
that we fled helter-skelter. 
But the Sauviras, Kitavas, Pratyas, 
Praticyas, Udicyas, Malavas, 


Abhisahas, Strasenas, Sibis, Vasatis, 
Salvasrayas, Trigartas, Ambasthas and Kekayas, - 


All these brave mahatma heroes, 
though bleeding and in agony, 
did not abandon Bhisma 
to diadem-wearing Arjuna. 


Encircling the solitary Bhisma, 
hordes of Pandava heroes 
smashed the Kaurava defence 
and pinned him down with arrows. 
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Near Bhisma’s chariot, O raja, 
could be heard confused cries: 
“Topple him!” “Seize him!” 
“Cut him to pieces!” 


And Bhisma, O raja, kept slaughtering 
hundreds and thousands of warriors, 
though his arrow-pierced body 
did not have two-fingers of exposed skin left. 


And so, your pita Bhisma, 

riddled with Phalguna-Arjuna’s arrows, 
toppled from his chariot, 

his head facing the east, 


Just before sunset, while your sons watched. 
As he fell, O Bharata, 

cries of “Hai Hai!” from gods and earth-lords 
rent the air. 


“Bhisma has fallen from his chariot!” 
A maha-uproar! 

With the fall of the mahatma Pitamaha 
from his chariot,’ 


The hearts of all who witnessed it 
fell also. 

Maha-muscled Bhisma was the bravest 
of brilliant bowmen - 


And he fell 
like Indra’s shredded war-flag 
thudding on the earth 
and making it tremble, 
so riddled with arrows 
his body did not touch the ground. 


That bull-brave hero, 
that maha-bowman Bhisma, 
chariot-toppled, lay on his arrowy bed, 
divinely effulgent. 
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The rain-cloud Parjanya 
sent showers 
the earth 
trembled 
Falling 
Bhisma saw 
the sun 
in its southern solstice 
O descendant 
of Bharata 


The time being 
auspicious 

Bhisma controlled 
his senses 

He heard 


a divine voice 


Saying: 
Mahatma Bhisma 
Son of Ganga 
Finest of arms-experts 
Disciplined and virtuous 
Careful-about-Kala - 
Tiger-among-men 

Why should he die 
With the sun 
In its southern solstice? 


Bhisma heard 
And whispered: 

“I am still alive.” 
The Kuru Pitamaha 
Grancestor Bhisma 


Willed not to die. 


Until the arrival 

Of the northern solstice 
He willed to live. 

Respecting his desire 

Himavant’s daughter 
The sacred Ganga 
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Sent maharsis disguised 
As hamsa-swans to Bhisma 
To attend on him. 

In the forms of swans 
Of Manasarovara 


Flying in the sky 


The rsis proceeded 
To the field where Bhisma 
The Kuru Pitamaha 
Finest of men 
Lay waiting for death 
On his bed of arrows. 


The swan-rsis 
Respectfully approached 
The Kuru Pitamaha 
The enhancer of the glory 
Of the Kaurava dynasty 


On his bed of arrows. 


Eyes fixed on mahatma 
Gangeya-Bhisma 

They did pradaksina 
To that best of the Bharatas 
When the sun was still 

In its southern solstice. 


They looked at each other 

And wisely wondered. 
How is it possible 

That mahatma Bhisma 

Should will his death 


In the summer solstice? 


Saying this the hamsas 

Flew to the south. 
Seeing them depart 

Maha-wise Bhisma 

O Bharata descendant 
Reflected briefly 
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And addressed them saying: 
“It is not my will 
To give up my life 
So long as the sun 
Still lingers in its 
Summer solstice. 


When the sun enters 
Its northern solstice 
I tell you truly O swans 
Only then will I enter 
The ancient abode 
Where I must go. 


Till then I shall 

Check my prana-life-breath 
For I have power 

Of mind to decide 

When to surrender 


My hold on life. 


Till then my prana 
Is in my control, 
Till the northern solstice. 
My mahatma father 
Gave me this boon 
A long time ago 


That I should depart 

When I will to do so. 
Till that time comes 

Of prana-surrender 

My breaths are fully 


In my control.” 


Saying this to the swans 
Bhisma lay motionless 
On his arrowy bed. 
With the maha-radiant 
Kaurava crest-jewel 


Bhisma toppled, 


The Mahabharat of Vyas 
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The Pandavas and Srnjayas 
Burst into maha- 

Paeans of victory. 
With their superhuman 
Mahasattva Pitamaha 

Toppled, 


Your sons, O bull-brave Bharata, 
Stood bewildered 

Not knowing what to do. 
All the Kauravas 
Were trapped 

In perplexity. 


Duryodhana and Krpa 
And others stood still 
Sighed and wept 
Numbed with grief 
Their senses paralysed 
On the battlefied. 


No more, maharaja, 
Did their minds turn 
To thoughts of battle, 
No rushing the Pandavas — 
Their thighs were locked 
In a steel vice. 


Unslayable maha-radiant 

Santanu’s son Bhisma killed! 
It was apparent O raja 

That the end 

Of raja Duryodhana 


Was imminent. 


Battered and butchered 

By the arrows of ambidexterous 
Savyasaci-Arjuna, 

With all our finest 

Warriors killed, 
We despaired. 
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Meanwhile the Pandavas, 
Victors in this life, 

Were assured of heaven. 
Bludgeon-strong heroes, 
They stood on the field, 

Shouting their delight. 


O lord of men! 
The Somakas and Pancalas 
Shouted joyous victory-cries. 
Hundreds of drums 
Suddenly sounded, 
And maha-muscled 


Bhima slapped his arms 
And screamed his joy 
With leonine roars. 
With the destruction 
Of radiant Gangeya-Bhisma 
The warriors 


Of both armies 

Laid down their weapons 
And were lost in thought. 

Some wept and wailed 

Some roamed aimlessly 
Some lost their senses. 


Some denounced 
The Ksatriya code 
Some puja-praised Bhisma 
The Bharata rsis and pitrs 
Revered the glory 


Of maha-strict-vowed Bhisma. 


The Bharata elders 
Honoured valiant Bhisma 
As he lay on the arrows 
Absorbed in the yoga 
Enshrined in the sacred 
Maha-Upanisads — 


Santanu’s son invoking the japa-incantations 
And waiting for his time to leave this world. 
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“Tell me, Safijaya,” asked Dhrtarastra, 
“how did my army fare 

without strictly-celibate, brahmacari, god-like 
powerful Bhisma? 


When I realised that Bhisma was refraining 
from harming Sikhandin, 

I became convinced the Pandavas 
would overwhelm us. 


What greater loss could befall me 
than my pita’s death? 

He is dead — and | live. 
Such is my sorry state! 


It must be, Safijaya, that my heart 
is made of stone, 

or would it not burst hearing 
of Bhisma’s death? 


Tell me everything, strict-vowed Sanjaya. 
What really happened? 

How did the Kuru-lion Bhisma, 
hopeful of victory, fall? 


It pains me to even think 
of Devavrata-Bhisma’s slaughter. 

A man whom Parasurama’s divine weapons 
could not harm — 


Such a man, killed by that petty Paricala prince, 
Draupada-Sikhandin!” 

Safijaya replied: At evening, when Bhisma fell, 
desolated were your sons, 


And the Paricalas celebrated the killing 
of the Kuru Pitamaha. 

He lay on the ground, 
his body not touching earth. 


When Bhisma was toppled from his chariot, 
when he fell, 
all around broke into such a tumult: 


“Hai! Hai!” 
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When that noble example of the dynasty, 
that stma-orksa, 
that boundary-tree, O raja, 
of the Kauravas and Pandavas fell, 
the Ksatriyas of both armies 
were gripped by fear. 


The Pandavas and Kauravas saw Santanu’s son 
with his flag shredded, his armour shattered; 


they stopped fighting, O lord of the world, 
and encircled him. 


Darkness 
shrouded 
sky 
Sun 
shed 
splendour 
Earth 
screamed 
in pain 
When Bhisma 
Santanu’s son 


fell. 


All there saw bull-brave Bhisma 
supine, and said: 

“He was the best of the Brahma-knowers, 
surely thesbesi: 


To please his kama-gripped father Santanu, 
this bull-brave mortal 

transformed himself into an urdha-retasa 
semen-sublimating celibate.” 


These were the praises spoken by the rsis, 
Siddhas and Caranas 

to the glory of the Bharatas, Bhisma, 
on his arrow-bed. 


Your sons were in a dilemma, 
O gracious monarch, 

not knowing what to do, when Bhisma, 
the Bharata Pitamaha, fell. 
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Their faces became pale, they looked dispirited, 
O Bharata, 

they stood silent and ashamed, 
with downcast eyes. 


The Pandavas, however, 

victorious lords of the battlefield, 
blew loudly on their splendid 

gold filigreed conches. 


While thousands of instruments sounded 
on the field 

expressing their delight, maharaja, 
we saw maha-powerful Bhima 


Leaping and dancing in joy 
over the manner in which 
that maha-powerful hero had killed 


countless Kaurava enemies. 


A profound gloom spread 
over the Kaurava camp. 

Karna and Duryodhana breathed deep 
and prolonged sighs. 


When Pitamaha Bhisma was toppled 
from his chariot, 
cries rose in a welter of despair, 


“Hai! Hai!” 
Seeing mighty Bhisma killed, 


your son Duhsasana rushed 
as fast as he could 
to the ranks of Drona. 


Tiger-among-men Duhsasana was specially ordered 
by your son Duryodhana 

to protect Bhisma — but now the Kaurava ranks 
were demoralised. 


Maharaja, seeing DuhSasana advance, 
the Kaurava soldiers 

gathered round him, 
curious to hear him. 
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O bull-brave Bharata! 

He gave the news of Bhisma’s death. 
The shock made Drona fall in a faint 

in his chariot, 


But he soon recovered consciousness. 
O gracious monarch, 

Bharadvaja-Drona ordered his soldiers 
to lay down their arms. 


Seeing the Kauravas retreating, 
the Pandavas 

sent messengers on swift horses 
ordering a cease-fire. 


One by one the different ranks 
laid down their weapons; 

the kings doffed their armour 
and approached Bhisma. 


Hundreds and thousands of soldiers 
laid down their arms 
in homage to mahatma Bhisma, 
like the gods venerating Prajapati Brahma. 


The Kaurava and Pandava soldiers 
respectfully ringed 

bull-brave Bharata Bhisma 
on his arrow-bed. 


The Kaurava and Pandava warriors 
pranama-ed him, 

and the dharmatma son of Santanu 
said to them: 


“Maha-fortune-favoured heroes, 
You are welcome. 

You are welcome, 
Maha-chariot-heroes. 

I am pleased to have your darshan.” 


He said this, 

and his head fell back again. 
Head slumped, he said: 
“My head droops. 

I need a pillow.” 
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The kings hurriedly fetched 
soft 
comfortable 
elegant pillows — 
but Pitamaha Bhisma refused them. 


Tiger-among-men Bhisma smiled 
and said to the kings: 
“Lords of the earth, 


these pillows are not for a hero’s head.” 


He looked at Arjuna, 

finest of men, 

finest of all maha-chariot-heroes in the three worlds, 
long-armed Dhananjaya-Arjuna, 

and he said: 


“Maha-muscled Dhananyjaya, 
tata, dear one, 
my head droops. 
You will know the best pillow for me. 
Get me one.” 


Arjuna revered the Pitamaha, 
strung his maha-bow 

and said, 

with tears filming his eyes: 


“O greatest of all the Kauravas, 

foremost of all weapons-wielders, 

what is your will? 

O invulnerable one, command me! 

How can I be of service to you, Pitamaha? 


Santanu’s son said: 

“Tata! Dear one! My head droops. 
Phalguna-Arjuna! Finest of the Kauravas! 
I need a pillow. 


Fetch me a pillow quickly 

that goes with this bed. 

Only you can do this, Partha-Arjuna, 
for you are the greatest of all bowmen. 
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You know a Ksatriya’s dharma, 

you are intelligent, 

honest and many-talented.” 

Saying “It will be done”, 

Phalguna-Arjuna prepared himself for the task. 


He pulled taut the Gandiva-bow 

fitted knotted arrows in it, 

chanted mantras, 

obtained the maha-chariot-hero Bhisma’s permission, 


And shot three swift arrows 

that propped up Bhisma’s head. 

Seeing that ambidexterous Arjuna 

had correctly understood him, dharmatma 


Best-of-the-Bharatas Bhisma, 

who knew the essence of dharma-and-artha, 
was pleased with Arjuna; 

he praised Dhananjaya-Arjuna 

for providing the pillow. 


He looked at all the Bharata warriors, 
and said to the finest of them, 

Kunti’s son Arjuna, 

the enhancer of the delight of his friends: 


“Pandu’s son, 

this is indeed the pillow 

that goes with my bed. 

Had you provided anything else, 
I would have angrily cursed you. 


O maha-muscled hero, 

a Ksatriya who sleeps on the battlefield 
lies on a bed of arrows: 

such is his dharma.” 


Having spoken to dreadful-deed-doer Bibhatsu-Arjuna, 
he turned his head 

towards the assembled rajas and princes 

and said: 
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“Look - 

here is the pillow 

Pandu’s son has given me. 

I will lie on this bed until the sun 
arrives in its northern solstice. 


The kings who then come 

to see me, 

when the day-making sun 

proceeds to the northern regions of Kubera 


On his swift seven-horsed chariot, 
will see me bid farewell 

to my life-breath, 

like a friend bidding farewell 

to a dear friend. 


Dig a trench all around me, kings. 
Riddled with arrows, 

I will lie here 

and offer my homage to the sun. 


Lords of the earth, cease fighting, 

forget your hatreds.” 

There came to the field 

(continued Safijaya) 

trained surgeons skilled in removing shafts, 


Bringing with them soothing lotions 

and the finest medical appliances. 

Seeing them, Jahnavi-Ganga’s son Bhisma 
said to Duryodhana: 


“Welcome them, 

and honour them with puja-respect, 
pay them well, and let them go. 

I do not need surgeons. 


I have attained the ultimate goal 
recommended in Ksatriya-dharma. 
It is not my dharma now 

to get these arrows extracted. 
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When I depart, O rulers of men, 
I will take these arrows with me.” 
Hearing this, 

your son Duryodhana 


Honoured the surgeons with puja-respect 
and requested them to leave. 

The rulers of the various territories 

were struck with wonder 


At supremely-disciplined Bhisma’s 
firmness in dharma. 

Offering the pillow to your pita, 
all the kings, 


Along with the maha-chariot-heroes 
of the Kauravas and the Pandavas, 
again approached mahatma Bhisma 
as he lay on his shining bed of arrows. 


They revered him by thrice 
doing pradaksina, 

and returned to their camps 
after arranging for his security. 


Their bodies were stained with blood, 
and they looked preoccupied and depressed 
at that sunset hour. 


The Pandava maha-chariot-heroes 
were gathered in one place 

discussing and celebrating 

the fall of Bhisma, when maha-powerful 


Madhava-Krishna arrived and said 
to Dharma’s son Yudhisthira: 
“You are fortunate to have won, 
fortunate that Bhisma has fallen — 


Bhisma, the never-failing impeccable bowman, 
the unexcelled maha-chariot-hero, 

master of all Sastras, 

incapable of being defeated even by the gods, 
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Bhisma who could destroy others 


has been destroyed by a single fierce glance from you.” 


Dharmaraja Yudhisthira listened and replied 
to punisher-of-people Janardana-Krishna: 


“Your grace brings victory, 

your displeasure brings defeat. 

You are our refuge, Krishna, 

we are your grateful fear-free bhaktas. 


Why should victory come as a surprise 
to those, Kesava-Krishna, whom you protect, 
whose welfare is your constant concern? 


With you on our side, 

nothing comes to me as a surprise.” 
Janardana-Krishna smiled. 

He said, “Excellent earth-ruler, 
these words are expected from you.” 


SECTION ONE HUNDRED TWENTY-ONE 


The night passed, maharaja, 
(continued Safijaya) 

and the Pandava and Kaurava earth-lords 
went to Pitamaha-Bhisma. 


O unexcelled Kaurava! The Ksatriya heroes 
honoured the bull-brave Ksatriya 

who lay on a hero’s bed, 
and stood near him. 


Thousands of young girls covered the body 
of Santanu’s son 
with sandalwood powder, paddy grains 


and garlands of flowers. 


Women, old men, children and others 
approached the son of Santanu, 
like the world’s creatures facing 
the rising sun. 
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‘Trumpeters, mimics, actors, dancers and artisans, 
in thousands, 

flocked to the respectworthy Pitamaha 
of the Kauravas. 


They cast off their armour 

and relinquished their weapons, 
they left off fighting, 

the Kauravas and the Pandavas, 


And together approached the foe-crusher, 
invincible Devavrata-Bhisma. 

As in the past, they conversed freely 
and as friends. 


That congregation of Bharata kings, 
with Bhisma gracing it, 

looked as enchanting 
as the mandala of the sun. 


And the gathering of kings 
paying homage to Ganga’s son 
was as beautiful as the gods venerating 
Pitamaha Brahma himself. 


O bull-brave Bharata! Bhisma lay there, 
patiently enduring the agony 

of his arrow-riddled body, 
breathing heavily like a snake. 


His body was on fire with the pain 
of the arrows. 

He felt faint. He saw the rajas. 
He whispered, “Water.” 


O raja! All the assembled Ksatriyas 
quickly placed 

excellent food before him, and, O raja, 
jars of cool water. 


Santanu’s son Bhisma looked 
at the jars of water 

and said, “No more human food for me, 
not from today. 
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I have left human society, 
I lie on a bed of arrows, 
waiting for changes in the courses 
of the sun and the moon.” 


Saying this, he looked at the earth-lords, 
O Bharata descendant, 

as if rebuking them, and said, 
“I wish to see Arjuna.” 


Maha-muscled Arjuna approached 
and did pranjalt; 

palms pressed in humble respect, he asked, 
“What is your desire?” 


O raja! Dharmatma Bhisma looked 
at Pandava Dhananjaya-Aruna 
standing with folded palms, and, pleased, 
he said: 


“My body is riddled with your arrows. 
It hurts. 

My mouth is dry. 
Terrible pain afflicts my vital parts. 


Such pain in this body, Arjuna! 
I need water. 

Only you, O maha-bowman, 
can give me what I need.” 


Valiant Arjuna said “Yes”, 

and climbed into his chariot. 
He strung his Gandiva bow, 

and pulled it taut. 


The twang of his bow 
and the slap of his arms 
thundered. The soldiers and earth-lords 
shook in fear. 


The unexcelled chariot-hero Arjuna 
did pradaksina 

around prostrate Bhisma, finest of the Bharatas, 
finest of weapon-wielders, 
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And, fixing a radiant arrow, 
charged with mantras 
the Parjanya-shaft 
in the presence of everyone there, 


And pierced the ground 
to the right of Bhisma, 
A clear jet of pure, auspicious water 


gushed up, 


Sweet as amrta-nectar 

and scented with sacred rasa. 
With that cool jet of water 

Pandu’s son Partha-Arjuna slaked 


The thirst of illustrious god-like Bhisma, 
finest of the Kauravas. 

Observing that feat of Partha-Arjuna, 
who resembled Sakra-Indra, 


The whole earth was wonderstruck. 
That superhuman feat 

of Bibhatsu-Arjuna, 
the doer of dreadful deeds, 


Made the Kauravas shiver 
like cows in severe wintry cold. 
In amazement they began flapping 
their body-garments. 


Dundubhi-drums sounded, conches blew: 
the tumult was tremendous. 
Santanu’s son Bhisma, O raja, 
pleased with Bibhatsu-Arjuna, said, 


Puja-praising him in front 
of the assembled earth-rulers: 

“From you, O maha-muscled delight of the Kurus, 
this is no great feat, 


For Narada has equated you to an ancient rsi, 
O illimitably radiant one! 

You have Vasudeva-Krishna as your ally, 
your maha-karma 
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Is beyond the powers of even Devendra-Indra 


and his gods. 


Those who know, see you, O Partha-Arjuna, 


as the Exterminator of all Ksatriyas. 


You are indisputably the most brilliant 
Bowman among the world’s humans. 


Among created beings, 
man is supreme; 
Among birds, 
Garuda; 
Among water-bodies, 
the ocean; 
Among four-legged animals, 
the cow; 


Among the luminaries, 
the sun; 
Among mountains, 
the Himalayas; 
Among castes, 
the Brahmin; 
Among bowmen, 
it is you. 
The counsels I offered, 
with Vidura, Drona, 
Parasurama, Janardana-Krishna, 
and Sanjaya, not once 
but again and again, 
were ignored by the Kauravas. 


Deprived of his reason, 
like a conscience-less man, 
Duryodhana refused 
to listen to me. 
Now, mangled by Bhima, 
he will sleep on this field.” 


This verdict of Bhisma 
disheartened the Indra- 
of-the-Kurus Duryodhana. 
But Bhisma said, 
looking at him “O raja! 
Discard your anger. 
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You saw, Duryodhana, 
how intelligent Partha-Arjuna created 
the jet of cool, fragrant, amria-sweet water. 


No one else in the universe can do what he did. 
The Agneya, Varuna, Saumya, Vayavya, Vaisnava, 


Aindra, PasSupata, Brahma, Paramesthya, Prajapata, 
Dhatu, Tvastu, Savitu and Vaivasvata 


Are weapons known in the world of men 
to Dhananjaya-Arjuna only, 

And to Devaki’s son Krishna — 
and no one else. 


Tata! Dear one! 

Pandava Arjuna cannot be vanquished; 
the mahatma who displays 

such superhuman qualities, 


Whose patience and valour 
are only too well-known, - 
O raja, with such a man 
you should immediately make peace. 


So long as maha-muscled Krishna keeps aloof, 
you have a chance, 

tata, dear one, to make peace 
with Partha-Arjuna. 


Tata! Dear one! Till such time 
as Arjuna targets your army 
with his fierce knotted arrows, 
you can still make peace with him. 


Your brothers are still alive, 
these kings are still alive; 
they have survived so far, O raja, 

so do not delay the peace. 


So long as Yudhisthira 

does not angrily destroy your army, 
tata, dear one, 

there is scope for peace. 


[V1:121:49-54] 


The Mahabhavala of Vyasa 


49 


50 


al 


a2 


eye) 


54 


803 


So long as Nakula and Sahadeva 
and Pandava-Bhimasena 
do not devastate your army, 
maharaja, there is scope for peace. 


Nothing will please me more than peace 

between your heroes and the Pandava heroes. 
I have fallen. Let the war end too! 

Tata! Dear me! Make peace with the Pandavas. 


May my advice find favour with you. 
O faultless one! 

Peace will be fruitful for your future 
and the future of your dynasty. 


Renounce your wrath! 
Make peace with the Pandavas! 
Enough is enough! 
Enough of killing 
by Phalguna-Arjuna! 
Be happy for once! 
Let the fall of Bhisma 
be the basis of peace! 
Let your soldiers live! 


Let half of your kingdom 
go to the Pandavas. 
Let Dharmaraja Yudhisthira 
return to Indraprastha. 
Let no one despise you 
for evil designs. 
Let no one accuse you 
of fomenting hatred 
between friend and friend. 


And when I depart, 
let peace be enjoyed 
by your people. 
Let kings embrace kings. 
Let father make peace 
with son, maternal uncle 
make peace with nephew, 
let brother make peace 
with brother, O raja. 


[VI:121:55-57; 122:1-4] 
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If, influenced by folly 
or wicked misjudgment, 
you reject my advice, 
you will regret it later, 
All, all will perish! 
I am speaking the truth.” 


Inspired by affection, 
Bhisma offered Duryodhana 
this advice before the rajas, 
and lapsed into silence. 
He was dying, slowly, 
but he kept calm. 


Your son heard these words of dharma-and-artha 
(continued Sanjaya) 

but he rejected themng 
like a dying man refusing medicine. 


SECTION ONE HUNDRED TWENTY -I1 WoO 


Maharaja, after Santanu’s son Bhisma 
finished speaking 

(continued Safijaya), the earth-rulers returned 
to their tents. 


Hearing that Bhisma had been toppled, 
bull-brave Radheya-Karna, worried, 
hurried to where the grandsire lay 
on his arrowy-bed. 


He saw mahatma Bhisma 
on his bed of arrows, 

like prabhu Kartikeya lying on a bed of reeds 
after his birth. 


Valiant Bhisma’s eyes were closed. 
Maha-radiant Karna approached him; 

his voice choking, his eyes filled with tears. 
“Bhisma! Bhisma! O maha-muscled one!” 
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He said. “I am Radha’s son Karna. 

O most excellent of all the Kauravas! 
Whenever you looked at me, 

you looked at me with contempt.” 


The venerable elder Kaurava Bhisma heard, 
slowly opened his eyes, 

dismissed the guards, 
and said tenderly, 


Embracing Karna with one arm 
as a father embraces a son, 

on that desolate field of battle. 
Gangeya-Bhisma said: 


“Come near me. You have always dared me. 
We must get to knew each other. 

It is good for you that you have decided 
to come here. 


Radheya! You are not Radha’s son. 

You are Kunti’s son, Kaunteya. 

Your father is not Adhiratha. 

You are the son of Surya. 

O maha-muscled one! Narada has told me all, 


So has island-born -Krsna-Dvaipayana-Vyasa. 
This is the truth then. 

Tata! Child, I have never disliked you. 
Believe me, this is true. 


Holy-vowed one, I spoke to you harshly 
only to keep you in check, 

for you needlessly 

used to harass the Pandavas. 


You and raja Duryodhana provoked the Pandavas. 
Your birth was a departure from dharma. 
Your understanding is therefore warped. 
You think you are a charioteer’s son, O Suta-nandana. 


You mix with the mean, 

you are jealous of the noble. 

That is why I spoke harshly to you 
in the gathering of the Kauravas. 
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I know you are a terror to your foes. 


I know you honour Brahmins and are supremely 


generous. 


O god-like hero, there is none 

in the world of humans 

to equal you. 

I spoke harshly to you 

because I wanted to prevent dissensions 
in the family. 


In bowcraft, 

in fixing and aiming arrows, 

in dexterity, 

in the impact of your weapons, 

you are the equal of Phalguna-Anuna 


and mahatma Krishna. 


Karna, 

in Kasi, singlehanded, 

with just a bow, 

you humbled the other rajas 

when you were seeking a bride 
for Kuru-raja Duryodhana. 


Even never-defeated raja Jarasamdha, 
an immensely powerful hero, 
had to concede victory to you. 


You respect Brahmins, 
you fight fair. 
In skill and strength you equal a god, 


and are superior to men. 


The bitterness I felt for you Prater 
I do not feel now. 
Human effort must accept the inevitable. 


Maha-muscled hero, if you wish to please me, 
make peace with the Pandava heroes. 
They are your own brothers, O foe-crusher. 


Son of the sun! Aditya-nandana! 
Let all rancour end 

with my death! 
Let the rajas of the earth 

be free from fear and pain.” 


[(V1:122:23-31] 
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“Maha-muscled one,” Karna replied, 
“I am aware of all this. 

I do not disbelieve you, Bhisma. 

I am not the son of a charioteer, 

I am Kunti’s son. 


But Kunti abandoned me, 

a charioteer brought me up. 

I have been friendly with Duryodhana. 
‘Whatever difficult work is to be done, 
I will do it for you’ - 


This promise I made Suyodhana-Duryodhana. 

I have received his favours — 

I cannot betray him in crisis. 

Like Vasudeva’s son Krishna 

who is vow-determined to help the Pandavas — | 
my wealth, my body, my sons, my wife, my honour, 


I will sacrifice them all if necessary 

for Duryodhana’s sake. 

O Bhisma, you who offer large daksinas, 

it is in order to save Ksatriyas from dying of 
doddering disease | 


That I have chosen to serve Suyodhana-Duryodhana 
and angrily oppose the Pandavas. 

What will happen, will happen. 

Who can stop it from hess 


Who overcomes fate 
by struggling against it? 


_O Pitamaha! Many omens indicating 


the desolation of the world 


Were seen by you — and described by you 
in the gathering of the Kauravas. 

I know that Vasudeva-Krishna 

and the sons of Pandu 


Cannot be defeated by others — 
that is why I chose 
to fight against them. 
I am determined to defeat them 
on the battlefield. 
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This is a bitter fight to the end 
between us and the Pandavas. 

My sva-dharma is sweet and simple: 
I will fight Dhafanjaya-Arjuna. 


My mind is made up: I will fight. 
Tata! Respected one! 
That being so, favour me 
with your permission. 
O valiant hero! 
I need your permission to fight. 


Also, favour me with your forgiveness 
if I have spoken any harsh word 
against you, 
if | have harmed you deliberately 
or carelessly.” 


Bhisma said: 
“If you cannot cast off 
this terrible hatred 

of the Pandavas, 


608 


very well, then: you have my permission, Karna. 


Fight, hoping for heaven. 


Carry out your orders, 
without anger or malice; 
do the best you can, 
employ all your Sakti, 
consistent with your conscience. 


You have my permission. 


May you attain what you seek to attain. 


With Dhananjaya-Arjuna as agent, 
you will achieve the realm 

that is the reward 

of a Ksatriya who follows his dharma. 


But discard your ahamkara-arrogance. 

Rely on your own power and skill - 
and fight! 

What is more desirable to a Ksatriya 
than a war of dharma? 


[VI:122:39-40] 
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I tried maha hard and long enough 
to bring about peace. 

I have failed. 

This is the truth, Karna.” 


Ganga’s son Bhisma said this (said Safijaya). 
Radha’s son Karna honoured him, 
mounted his chariot 
and galloped off to the tent 
of your son Duryodhana. 
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CANTO VI 


Bhismaparva 
The Chronicle of War : Book One 


Jambukhandavinirmanaparva(n) (Chap. 67 in Cal. 
Ed.) : The composition and features of Jambudvipa. 
Sec. 1-11 [Cr. Ed.]; 1-10 (Cal. Ed.) 
Bhumiparva(n) (Chap. 68 in Cal. Ed.) : Relating to 
the nature of the Earth. Sec. 12-13 [Cr. Ed.]; 11-12 
(Cal. Ed.) 
Bhagavadgitaparva(n) (Chap. 69 in Cal. Ed.) : The 
sermon of Krsna to Arjuna prior to the battle of 
Kuruksetra. 
Bhagavadgitaparva(n) (Chap. 70 in Cal. Ed.) : 
Relating to the slaying of Bhisma. Sec. 41-117 [Cr. 
Ed.J; 43-122 (Cal. Ed.) 
i) Prathamayuddhadivasah: The first day of the 
battle. 
ii) Dvitiyayuddhadivasah. The second day of the 
battle. 
iii) Triyayuddhadivasah: The third day of the battle. 
iv) Caturthayuddhadivasak The fourth day of the 
battle. 
v) Pancamayuddhadivasaak: The fifth day of the 
battle. 
vi) S asthayuddhadivasak: The sixth day of the battle 
vii) Saptamayuddhadivasak: The seventh day ofthe 
battle. 
viii) Astamayuddhadivasah : The eighth day of the 
battle. 
ix) Navamayuddhadivasah : The ninth day of the 
battle. 
x) Dasamayuddhadivasah : The tenth day of the 
battle. 
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Samsad Companion to the Mahabharata 
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The Mahabharata of Vyasa isa cornucopious treasure house 
of stories. WRITERS WORKSHOP is bringing out a series of 
kathas from the maha-epic, in the Sloka-by-Sloka English 
transcreation by P. Lal. Each volume will carry a brief 
(around 800 words) Synopsis of the tale and information 
about its protagonists. Most of the volumes will also have a 
preface by Pradip Bhattacharya (again brief, around 1,000 
words) on the “deeper meaning” of each katha, concerning 
its symbolism, myth and metaphoric interpretation. The 
Scaffolding and the Significance — in this two pronged 
presentation WRITERS WORKSHOP plans to explore, through 
Vyasa’s imagination and itihasa-retelling, the riches of the 
ancient Indian tradition of Suta story-weaving. Story and 
history, tale and detail, vision and revision coalesce in this 
entertaining and illuminating journey through a civilisation 
that communicated lasting values and ideals by vivid oral 
means. All the volumes are scheduled for publication in 2007. 
_ Special Advance Subscription for all 12 volume: Rs 2400. 
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his English transcreation of Vyasa’s Mahabharata 
on 2 July 2006 at G. D. Birla Sabhagar, Kolkata. 
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A solo exhibition of paintings by Sanju Manna 
will be on from December 25 to January 1 


READING SESSION 


O05 Birla Sabhagar 
Professor P Lal reads 
Sanjaya's report to Dhrita- 
rashtra of deeply distu- 
rbed Yudhisthira ordering 
Bhima to reinforce Arjuna 
and Satyaki on Kuruksh- 
etra, Bhima’s slaughter of 
eleven sons af Ohritara- 


shtra, and the retreat of a 
eleven other sons, in the : s Decerniber 24 a G. D. Birla Sab- 


354th weekly Sunday hagar; 11 am: Professor P. Lal 
session of his sloka-by- | reads Sanjaya's report to Dhritaras- 
sloka English transcreation tra of Yudhisthira ordering Bhima to 
of the complete Mahab- ! inf eG ds ki. Bhi 
harata of Vyasa, presented reinforce Arjuna and Satyaki, Bhi- 
by Sankriti Sagar on ma’s slaughter of 11 sons of Dhrita- 
December 25 at 11 am. rastra and the retreat of 11 other 
sons, in the 354th weekly session 
of his sloka-by-sloka English tran- 
screation of Vyasa’s Mahabharata. 


Wea Bu aS ae 


m Prof. P Lal reads Yudhisthira ondenng 
Bhima to penetrate the Kauravaranks on 
Kuruksetra in the 354th session of his 
vanscreaton of Vyasa’s Mahabharata at G.D. 
Birla Sabhagar, 11-00 
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The evolution of wrap-around title-flaps of P. Lal’s monthly 
Mahabharata fascicules of the Sabha Parva that appeared from 
WRITERS WORKSHOP in 1969-1970 as hardbound volumes 27-37 
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Appearing in single-volume format from WRITERS WORKSHOP 
| The Complete Mahabharata transcreated by P. Lal 


Book | : The Adi Parva (2005) 
Book 22aiversaoh alee men 2005) 
Book 3 : The Vana Parva (2005) 
Book 4 : The Virata Parva (2006) 
Book 5 : The Udyoga Parva (2006) 
Book 6 : The Bhisma Parva (2006) 
Book 7 : The Drona Parva (2007) 
Book 8 : The Karna Parva (2007) 
Book 9 : The Salya Parva (2007) 
Book 10 : The Sauptika Parva (2007) 
Book 11 : The Stri Parva (2007) 
Book 12 : The Santi Parva (2007) 
Book 13 : The AnuSasana Parva (2008) 
Book 14 : The Asvamedhika Parva (2007) 
Book 15 : The Asramavasika Parva (2008) 
Book 16 : The Mausala Parva (2006) 
Book 17 : The Mahaprasthanika Parva (2006) 
Book 18 : The Svargarohana Parva (2006) 


Appearing from WW in 2007 
Prefaces & Notes to Vyasa’s Adi Parva 
Prefaces and Notes to Vyasa’s Sabha Parva 
Vyasa Mahabharata Sakuntala Katha 
Vyasa Mahabharata Yayati Katha 
Vyasa Mahabharata Mandapala Katha 
Vyasa Mahabharata Draupadi-Svayamvara Katha 
Vyasa Mahabharata Savitri-Satyavan Katha 
Vyasa Mahabharata Nala-Damayanti Katha 
Vyasa Mahabharata Sisupala-Vadha Katha 
Vyasa Mahabharata Yaksa-Yudhisthira Katha 
Vyasa Mahabharata Ramayana Katha 
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An interesting exchange between Dr. Pradip Bhattacharya, Sri A. 
Harindranath and Sri Purushottaman Avaroth on the internet 
Mahabharata website is concerned with my transcreation of an 
important éloka in the Adi Parva. (Since mine is the “ragbag” complete 
all-recensions edition, the section and Sloka reference is different from 
the Poona and Bengal). 

The Poona Bhandarkar Critical Edition: 


adadd waanraeata qantal 
ad: GY atheuht arash gars) wait 


(Adi | 114:65) 
The Bengal (Calcutta) Devanagari Recension (1834-39): 
Tdgdt weaaIeala dead 
aa: of BRA eng aerst gan weal 
(Adi | 123: 77) 


The wise do not sanction 
a fourth conception, even in crisis. 
The woman who has intercourse 
for a fourth is a loose woman. 
The woman who has intercourse 
for a fourth is a prostitute. [123:83] 
(P. Lal. Adi, p. 627) 


There are four key words here. Carini means “walking, wandering 
about”, svairint means “going one’s own way”, so “headstrong” or 
“self-willed” in the sense of “loose” seems to be a reasonably satisfactory 
English equivalent. Bandhaki has only one meaning: “unchaste woman, 
harlot, courtesan, prostitute.” Prasava means “conception” or “giving 
birth” which permits, surely, of my using “intercourse”, since that is 
clearly what Pandu has in mind when he addresses Kunti. The error is 
in the last line, where the unambiguous Sanskrit paricama (five) has 
mysteriously became “fourth”. The correct version should be: 

The woman who has intercourse 
for a fifth is a prostitute. 
(Kunti has only four “conceptions”: Karna, Yudhisthira, Bhima and 
Arjuna.) 
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The Bhagavat Purana is traditionally attributed to Vyasa, the 
compiler-cum-composer of The Mahabharata. The focal figure of 
The Mahabharata is Krishna on Kuruksetra; the focal figure of The 
Bhagavata Purana is Krishna of Gokula, Mathura and Vrndavana. 
The Iuhasa and the Purana together complete the personality of 
Krishna: baby Krishna (Krishna-Gopala) romantic and mystic 
Krishna (Krishna of the Rasa-Lila) and Krishna on the battlefield 
of life (Parthasarathi in the Bhagavad-Gita). 


The sweetness of bhakti, compassion and divine grace is the rasa 
of this Purana, and the essence of this rasa is in the Tenth Book, 
whose core is the magical, mystical moonlit dance of the 
Rasa-Lila in the garden of Vrndavana. Lyricism, in fact, pervades 
all of Book Ten, which is why the major postion of this transcreation 
is in verse. The vers is libre, but the melodic line is given emphasis. 
The lyrical beauty should emerge from the heard not the read word. 


So should the philosophy, the ethics, the theology. The Bhagavata 
Purana has all of these—and much more. The ninety cantos of 
Book Ten are a wonderful feast of the values, beliefs, and rituals of 
Vaisnavism. There is no more inspiring blend of story, poetry and 
dharma in the literature of Hinduism. 


This two volume transcreation by P. Lal & Nandini Nopany 1s 
a limited collector’s edition. Itis a Sloka-by-sloka transcreation. 
Each page has a silk-screened five-colour decorative floral 
design in the margin symbolising the lyrical beauty of the text. 
There are 45 pat-citra colour paintings in each volumeby 
anonymous folk artists of the Jagannatha Temple in Puri. These 
illustrate each canto. Each painting is an original — nora copy. 
The book is printed on extra-thick Executive Bond paper and 
bound by hand in gold-embossed silk-screened raw silk. 
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On the following pages are facsimile reproductions 
of pages from different Mahabharata fascicules 
(#85-132) of the Bhisma Parva, showing the Sanskrit 
notes and extensive revisions and additions by 
P. Lal. These were prepared for the reading 
sessions of the transcreation, presented under the 
auspices of the Sanskriti Sagar in the Library of 
Dharma and Culture at the G. D. Birla Sabhagar in 
Kolkata. Started in October 1999, P. Lal has so far 
(April 2007) read 370 one-hour sessions, followed by 
question-and-answer periods of up to half an hour. 
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16 (V1: 2] 13-20) The P. Lal Transcreation 
© bull-hrave ut ee aloe oe 
i the glory o@be 


of He Pandavas and the Kauravas senpuneshIT 
So do not grieve. 


brave hevel S 
14 O tiger- amowgemen, Such i is destiny. G d 


So a not grieve, 


ORG _ di} aq A Cdl Iti inevita ble. As es victory — bictory i > S&S 
nce dharma i is.’ 
S iP: Ww 


Me) Having said this (continued Vaisamf payana) 
[Remah a-eee fortune-favoured hAA4 wan, 
lantavan, 
Fehr me Kon grandfather of the 
earl tn Dhrtarastra : 


“RISA dpa araja, there will be a Mande « carnage Held _ 


~~, 


Otid Pd Fe Tal” the battlefield. e Ay 


seen many omens that indicate 


culty T ay Ay ott ‘rrible disaster. 
, uw € = ui wt E , vullures, crows, cranes, and kankas 


in be seen 


are ng on tree-tops everywhere G ° 
h o) rge numbers. 


ie Ceo : 
jules - Aeon ci ot Hane ee 


stare at the field. 


Plesh cating creatures will feast Gaia 


elephants and horses, 


ye Fea fy) battaerbisdeotiLamedt ral 
the Cegtue 


Co eld-and fly southwards ~seccatting) 


~as they aed MI 
20 O gerat Bharata, at the saridhya-twilights Wwe i 
of morning and evening re 
I see the rising and setting sun obscured 
by headless trunks, 


Og 
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The Mahabharata of Vyasa (V1: 2] 21 - 26] Ng) 


2l 


mn 

The sun at both sampdhyas 
is obscured 
with three lightning-charged clouds 
that look like bludgeons : 

their edges aa 


are white and red, 


Conloay their nike black. 


hs 


I see the sun and the moon and the stars 
ablaze ! 

I see them at night 
equally ablaze ! 


I see all this in the day, HUY l {cl 


I see all this at night. 


O froaful Salary! 


23 


24 


26 


On the fifteenth full-moon night of the bright fortnight 
in the month of Kartikeya, wpe 

I sce the moon splendourless, “ql ore} 

It is invisible, 


Or else it blazes in the lotus-blue sky. U 4 c| Tic | <ul wv 


_ 


They will all be killed, the Rerces. 

They will sleep like a shroud on the earth — 
all the lords of the earth, 
the rajas and the sons of rajas, 
the brave ones with arms like maces. 


Every day, at night, I see in the sky 
wild boars and wildcats 
screaming and fighting, 


geds N x 
I see the icons of gadtcseas ida saa 
trembling i 
smiling mul ed 


vomiting blood oa 
disintegrating a 4 [ol CO 

. ———— 
toppling. ated a Cyl + a 
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14 (Vi: 8 { 5-12] The P. Lél Transcreation 


5 South of the Nisadha is the territory 


eae known as the» 
( Hiranmaya through which flows the river 


called Hairanvati. 


6 Maharaja, that is where Garuda, rajfyoh 
Ady «& - o - birds, lives, 


The people there are handsomé and wealth 


yaksa-followers. 


- 


7 O raja, they are, powerful and contented, — 
reinid, D CoPagiacicay sletl! a 
that the life-span of each person there 4 
¢$ eleven thousand i y 
ae? aad 
8 And five hundred years. O lord eftren, 


there is a ees ees 


Pele Page the Srifgavaty that has thrée rfgavaty that has thréc ah at has shy 
lovely peaks. SUT ft 
9 One is made of gold, anoth risanade 
“of precious stones, 


and the third consists of magnificently 
v constructed mansions. aaater gi) HAS 


— 


10 The self-luminous devi named Sandili 
lives there. | Ld oy ey 
" / North of the Srfigavat,and_as far as far a 
( ine ocean, O Lind 1 Ties men, 


I] Is the territory known as Airavata, 


superior to all, 


he_sun_does not heat it men do npt 


suffer decay. ° 


Ws It is Jit by the light of the moon 


ae stars, 
le areflotus- -skinned, sex 
Urtns- Lely, Its peop 


and lotus-qped,- eii oe 

” Q 
Aa at 7 ru it ata gdidd:/ 
Gg yr. ee qoy Ate Tapa: | 
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The Mahabharata of Vyasa {[V : 8 | 13- 19] 15 
YSU AA 217 : 
13 They have the fragrance of lotuses. 4H Veh, | je 
They cat nothing, 


they roam, fragrant, self-controlled wit 


unblinking eyes 


14 They are the descendants of the gods, O king, va 
they ase-defestless, fowe nw rajas- guna : T9 AE 


Mor ord of-the {cis said thirtee 
years. 
/ ta Hat rgion, 


15 Is the average life-span abeact( person 
inethatregion, O 4xce (lent Bheale -HidYday 
North of the ocean of sweet-milk 
lives the lord, prabka , 


Varkuntha- Hant=) I coor |Visnuwho-rides om his 
a peor chariot. 


16 It has eight wheels, and supernatural beings 
ride in it;  ga- 
ak dazzles like fire ; sos swift, and ornamented 
L-with jambi-gold. 
-hrave x 
UZ, O bull ¢Mthe Bharataf ! 
He is the lord of ath. talento! 
Far 


<anfieele He is the preeperots onc | j 
2 rad / He is nite, and he is nfnteest bx ma bess | 
sat, : He is the doer, and he is the instrument ! 


S ae \ wy 
18 He is earth of forex QS Saar A dltdsya 


water 
~¢ 4 {_: 
A - cth 
Seni Se A Ug: Aare ume | 
Dy SA 
fire dty Sdlbf: ] 
He is the yajina of all creatures , Oealh - £457 


ulisane-/The sacre ‘fire is his mouth.” i 
Orbit ocr n 
19 O an fee to these-words,of Sathjaya 
~) ™ | (Vaisampayana continued), 


a A: Ha Yaa) 1449] HEA > / 
afar Mrxatyaa i, mane cla |) 
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[Vi:9]71-76] Phe P. Lal Transcreation 


ae 


Xb DECEMBER QovY 
ee 


ides P lel YLAAS Sempaua's ocunnt off the 
Ane Span of, Pacem in Pe [Kncta, Treta, Dua porn 
aml Kak isl’: am A the eforachemshies ul Fhe 
2 ACL Comtory of Shaka U6 Cond , ON Gara nan 
Diniteradhtin of the titer dulinction of 
Bhanrala-varsa <f Ke Kurmleselye battle telu, place, 
in ee v8 KR weelty Sumloy Settton uff tus s&rka- 
-sbrhe Ungh'th Promurotim uff He mahobtarat« 
Vyasa, or 4.D, Birla Sob hega, on 
aL Deemy Qool ot llasm: =e 


75 And they cannot be satisfied. 
The Kauravas and Pandavas will employ 


Negotiation, trickery, placation through gifts, and war 
To achieve their ambition. 


76 But if this earth is graciously treated, 
O best ebony, bull. brave Rao, 
She is the father 
the mother 
the children 
the sky 
the heaven 


Malecawres SAQEIT Q ITT 
WHA RA HE arama Fe @ RTA 
af any GTed: iH CELAYZN Cs SLAG A_ i 7 
ud. eye aya HI Uesa: | 
ital Wad Sad TRIG F HT I 751 
fa Arla Gad ta Bhoe Age | 


21h xara TET LLM EY S Shr I 76 ff 
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The Mahabharata of Vydsa [V : lO} 1-8) 23 
Ce ssven 2 os 
SECTION 10 or 
= as 200% 
. 4h 9EC 
I Dhrtarastra asked : 


“The dwellers of Bharata-varsa and Haimata-varsa — 
Their merits and defects, : — 


Their span of life and their capabilities, tat ie Gis 


Z Their past, present, and future — paps 
Explain everything to me, Sashjaya. m/f 
And explain everything about the dwellers of Hari-varsa as 
well.”’ 


a © 

3 Senge panied’: “O enhancer a4 ae g lng: SIG) 
#0 bull #StheBtoratas, - brane Bharata ! 3 ” 
Four yugas domm«ste Bharata-varsa : HoH 
Krta, Treta, Dvapara and Kali. 

Frebha! hora! 

4 g The first is Krta-yuga ; 
Then comes Treta, followed by Dvapara, 
And, finally, Kalli. 


5 O Bxcellent Kaurava, finest of rajas, NAUdH 
The Adeal life-span in the Krta-yuga 
Is(four thousand years, 


sag to be 
‘ coos tobe 
6 In Treta it is three thousand. 
- \ 
In the present yuga, the Dvapara, ‘on = 
It is two thousand years. c Y«d5 7 
Cc 
brew  ——— 

7 O bulltegehe Bharataf, Jf He2/ bars 


There is no fixed life-span in the Kali-yuga. eee 

Wm, Children dicfin wombs, sald! Hoa Zi 
gems pais : =7 

Oc immediately after birth. 


Hundreds and thousands of human beings, 


8 
; Maha- powerful Prtmesrdastslesivong and/good and wise, beh i 


Possessing all the gunas, are born 
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46 (VI: 21 [6-12] The P. Lal Transcreation 


What chance have we of victory 
against Bhisma ?”’ 
— 


VHA \ 6 Foe-amiiet’ Iariuna said confidently 


to Yudhisthira, > 
lost in grief, 


° se 
reassuring him ; 


\ 


SS 
7 “A handful of men, if they emnpley aan ud 


the right quna- slat egy : 
can rout hordes of enemies. D Wn of the world | 
Lo m<« cxploun. 


ol 
TT > ¢ : Ja, Yaya. 
5 ba lr FR ea Goal A 


SGN is_> 
“UHnva ea Il A advised 
Wa TH Zi aot a Are 2 Geb 
aon Gyai | ® 


Ama. 
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GAYA SF: POT TEAS aa ATTA | 
Tq Ae 1 Aausaey Utada eT: || 


The Mahabharata of Vydsa (VI: 21] 13- 17] 47 


13 f Victory is Krishna’s very first guna ; 
Fy 
rae? rrr) it follows Madheva- Kei'shne 


a 


wherever he € goes ; ( ‘his second guna) 


ae eee eter 


~ is is humility. 


— Govinda- 


wer. (s] 
AAA si] mila Sh ae 
aT AY fewer | ie 
; x invincible Krishna 
es UA dT ATT aes 
Td: PO Sddl sty: jj  *Weosmone 


A ae you leading, 
HY FI AAA ae = 
Indra-led gods io) 
axe wh a7 at sta | 
alta) Sire Sare ou have no reason 


pat sraeRE NT: Ate | fee Kens 


are dt aly 
UAT G8 eae! Us I ater-formation 


pape a FATE ©) m with [hese words, 


faray friedsat il 


| the strategy 
advised in the gastyas. 


Cnbanesasf heme glory (igh fat) 


Vocn Aewen.?? 
<| 


sgh 
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50 (VI: 28 [ 1-4] The P. Lal Transcreation 
Gudalecsa-> 
looking at soldier-surrounded Arjuna, 
said to him : 


15 ‘Whose anger is fiery, 
who attacks like a lion 
from his army’s centre, 
who has singly performed 
three hundred horse-yajiias — 
there he is — Bhisma. 


16 Innumerable soldiers 
surround him and guard him, 
like clouds the sun. 
O here of Ares! 
Destroy them, and challenge 
but-brave BRisma. " 


SECTION 23 


1 Observing the army of Dhrtarastra’s sons 


marching for battle fem ay 


m | (continued Sarfjaya), Krishna gave Arjuna 


thr's beneficial advice : ae H qj a 
2 “ O waha- muscled. hero, the battle, 


(is-aboutto-begin. 
To defeat your foes, purify yourself — Bis 
pray to Durga.” Pt 
VN asudwe- oO | 
3 Advised by wise pen en the €vey C aut Unt 
lof ‘battle, * 1 ow 
Pav the-Arjuna alighted from his chariot, did onjaile \. ED 
and chanted Ku's stolva; Veet 
ee 
4 ‘“‘Namaste ! 


Lady of the Mandara forest ! ! 
Leader of —_ mortals ! 


AD fa car Hemel BATA ye eee: | 


= ea 
TA A ay AUT if gate [| 


A) 
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THES | (Se 4A ©) 
af eee | 

AUC aa TAT OT 3 
aan le a — 


guet AA | 
Ag oy nee 


Ow ret 4 
lt ralyid RAT al 
PIM | Fay Ser] 
SCAT YL 


9] 5] 


a 
Orbe Press 
Feu EA 
Appald ob 


LAT 


res | 


mer tee tt eee ef 


Variedly conenenba lady ! ! 


da Goddess of the fearful spear ! 
Wielder of sword and shield ! 


Younger sister of the cowherd chief ! N 
Goddess of the race of Nandagopa | 1 qie : 
off, Cuckoo, 


Teepe hay Ft mi all csi ” 
cera sya ; _ 
~" ' afiyt watts! ie 


Namaste : a We Ktomsbarariticak anim Lf 


Nh GNC Ay Visnu . 


( Kobemuthes wef feed ove ) 


(m8) 


cakyav alia- “4 voit, 


) 
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sy quasohy gaa ger Se rare | 


E38 


Vey | Xa gT YAM al ot el tial 


Ae Het AEGON Aes TAIES | 


Mr HEh-eag fare Marea | coi 


cd Feige Ler Ae al a a tea_| 
SHEET MTA Gat TRAM Tey UU 


ATEN: AUT da Seal BT ATA | 
erin JENA aA Tar Fated ZeAK | vi 


gi 


P) 


| 
' 
e 


. Se 
You are Sruti! ore 
You are the highest virtue Mah a-punya! 
You bless Brahmins ao 
You know the Yiteyeda Li el 
You dwell in the jambi, Kataka and caitya trees ! 
Of Knowlelges, bas 
Il x you are knowledge of Brahman ! 
Jn b owlh'<s, Jou the deep cosmic sleep yew ee 
O Durga ! . 
Auspveatons ‘mother of Skanda ! yee 
You who dwell in inaccessible regions ! le 
ne You who are Svaha ; 
Rea duy ee Hr]: Mrarure of time + 
Kala” hs . : 
eae \ aro Fay oF O-8 mins, 
Sgrasvati a Laman hely ( (eS; phtes m, 
avitri (Reoh, blova , wine bi fe 
Veda Mother an Stmen 
Vedanta ! 3) am atom: 301s Kalas 
13 Maha-devi ! sanermest in he six Ahatus, awl 
With my purest dtman Coming the vara, - 
I sing your praises ! 2 Oe 1 Q 090 
Grant me your grace ? 


To be victorious in battle ! 
Always, goddess ! 
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SGM ot HT Gly 


(abe tie icaaT | 


O39 


SU AGH rep caepetad OMSL [13 


rate 


orerat aay FT| 


Ger aetar Oa Catlet 5% wate Gio lA 
ch Are Aliza” = nor & sit ta a | 


eal moat Sa entrar cuit TAT |] 1ST 
Plo: hie A Sa 


ad ra LE % drat PERU] 1o/| 


16 


"| 


I7 


Govind a | 


18 


ah. ] Saghdhya 


-—You are Fulfilment 


Prosperity 

Radiance 
You are the strength 

of the Sun and the Moon 
You are the radiance 

of the Sun and the Moon 
Perfected mértals and Caranas 

se¢ you in meditation.” 


Impressed by the bhakti of Arjuna 


(continued Sarhjaya), F ve / 
boon-conferring Durga, in in. Krishna's presence, 
said to Arjuna : A 
“Pandava } 


You will soon defeat your enemies. 
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ao FEBRUARY QYUUS” 266 


fer © Leb centres He Blogante by 
Adwling He Csmc Mueh-Renttiin the 
Vi'sVetrufpra- dorshar urlf, who Kashne Aq33lv, 
Araume , fol ow ek by bhakti -yuya, and fhe Bedy 
(shelve) and the Body -Knower C the Aman) my the. 
266 1h weelely Sunmay ECON y fut SEM a - by . fee 
ingle h lroxs Crictiim the. Mohobharel a af 

Vy agen af GD, Biv€e! Sabhos av om 


ao Fehruay Qos af [farm es 


@ 8084 Fe Bere £1 Eres RO 


Of your inexhaustible maha-magnificence. 


3 O Parameshvara! O Supreme Lord! 
Indeed it is so about your Atman. 
But, O Purushottama! O finest of men! 
Grant me a revelation of your divine form. 


4 Lord! Yogeshvara! If you think me worthy, 
Grant me a darshan of your imperishable form. 


5) Sri Bhagavan Krishna said: 
Behold, O Partha-Arjuna: 
My divine forms, various-coloured, various-shaped, 
Hundreds and thousands of them. 


6 O descendent of Bharata! 
Behold the Adityas, Vasus, Rudras, 
The twin Ashvins and the Maruts. 
Behold many marvels never seen before. 


7 O Gudakesha-Arjuna! See the entire cosmos, 
All moving and unmoving life, centred in my body. 
See whatever else you wish to see. 
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GM ala 
FSA 2a | 
er Ga TAR: a 
AY ais tort 
(1128) 


Q 
HFe hjefd] 
. : 10) 


Wielding many uplifted divine weapons; 


ute. 


il Divinely garlanded and dressed, 
Divinely scented and anointed, 
The all-wonderful, universe-faced infinite Divinity. 


12 Were a thousand suns to explode 
Simultaneously in the sky, 
Their brilliance might approximate 
The splendour of that Maha-Atman. 


“ gods, 


> COSMOS 
d in one. 
Ie i ap [ty 
/ 


nd, 
abo 


ina, 


ined his palms in anjali, 
A, at: we 


PAG UTETEY 
TeCHT : Il 


(1172) 
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The MahabhIrats 
13 MARCH 2008 — 
i CYoy ’. lel nea ah Viubhu's hevas Pegs 
puja-veop ect to Blusma, Drona , Saby or and 


Kache om he Lurmlese fre baltle fried sec keng Ker 
blessings be frre he dizhtr hem, and 


é : ty ie 
Lf ey Co Karna thet Ae defect Temporewly 
Lt pes Side, in He 21649 Hy we tink ¢ 


° veces on 
b's shrka- bey -sCrks Feylith brew cre 
Seisum S ; ne : (eee 
a Vga Mehobpha,oCa al S. D. Ry s 
m 13 Marck govs of Ewa 


Star HAT ele 
Raat BEART: | 


WAY WEA ALF 


BRAgle Fare TAT | +f 


ee 
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i, 
Sac aren (Gila lt P 2813) 
The Bhigsmavadha Parva in the Bhisma Parva 


SECTION 43 ’ 


i What is the need of studying the sAstras 
(continued Vaisan{payana) ? 
One needs sing only the Gita, because it came 
ae ana bha ( frompVigaus lotus lips. 
2 The Gita is the sum of the Sastras, 
H cu-Uisnu the sum of the gods, 
Ganga the sum of the firthas,@ 
ithe sum of the Vedas. 


3) Gita, Ganga, Gayatri, Govinda — dfanyone 
ake, Co heart 


these four “ga”’s, that person 4s never 


m again. 


4 ; Six hundred and twenty slokas are spoken 
(Ce sava-f by|Krishna, 
fifty-seven slokas by Arjuna; sixty-seven Slokas) 
bby Saphjaya, ry 


Barton .)\. 
ITA Jest a maar wider IG Lyd | 


Siena Sie ees 
aVanayar wistdy @t Tae ll 
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DHRSTADYY MA ~ bets [ae. SYyey ng 
Orqamted hy Dred, a, Aa fee d™ A SN, 


Whe re kite Drma. Kelle ss) The P. Lél Transcreation 
A ivatthiman btcmws he hed dccapulal 
VUNG. 


Be N tnree pieces uic tancase prince’s . 
4 ard -to-pierce bow. 
aa gha-D He fired a/terrible arrow fesembling) 
fe rod of Kala — 
$3 An arrow that pierced the body « 
of, Dhrstadyumna, - : 
uRo nevertheless lifted another bow génd shod) 
tourteen arrows 
oe In the direction of Drona, wounding him. 
Drupada’s son.» 
Cand Drona) both tempestuously angry, €ontinued ) 
=the duel, 
RK Bhim shaves, 


0) Maharaja, irresistible Sankha attacked 


oa nara a ne RT 


“son of Somadatta, 
equally irresistible, shouting, “Stand your ground } I 
Stand your ground | We 


36 Brave Sankha rendered the right arm Pf ) 
Y Bhirisravas useless, | 


but Somadatta’s son was able to wound 


Sankha’s shoulders. 
0 bent é, Wald! 7 


The duel between these on) 
Uthat battlefield ' 
resembled the ancient clash 5etween 
ee and Vrtra. 3 
38 0 dia fof ie wata! dae fot of r- “ 
he Self -imfaidint 
pveha- Chutret- Were Daas bake Ce 
oKac ked aa Cr Q eer. We 


39 Raja, valiant Bahlika Jet out a leonine Aow Le 

, and shot a shower 
that debilitated the {unis 
fre yx Dhrstaketu. 


oad 
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Yala [ASimba— “He war ie Hed fey 

Keane —= ALAMBUSA Ja'nd : 

fo ave Gn py Nea 10247) 33 
AAKA o Bama. 


nt attacking another, 
the Cedi raja-, 


‘nine arrows. 


ec. \\ 
41 The two combatants roared and howled l 
== re of 2 


in their anger. 


gf be 
Merarty Their wrath made them like the planetyBudhy y 
and Angaraka. — 
M 42 Cruet- Kaima-cr cating GhakcCkaca, 


Men Concealed ard ottacteed 
the J a Abambusc 
Gra courme zidaame -creabing raksosa J 
Icke Sakre-Indyaattarking Bala. 
Incensed into an incontrollable anger, ‘6 Bhor ata } 
Ghatotkaca succeeded 


in shooting ninety arrows into the body 
of maha - powerful AlarAbusa. ny) 


44 But Alambusa rallied and was able tS) 
to shoot a valley 
of; hooked and knotted arrows that wounded 
on & [powartnl fe ~thefson of Bhima. 


45 Both Ghatotkaca and Alarkbusa looked & ™ / 
radiantly wounde 
a6 Gok; a ee [Indra and Bala in the war- 
bdween gods cond onkigods, 


Then, O raja, powerful Sikhfadin attacked yi 
the son of Drona, .. 


ioamaanene ef 


(Asvatthaman, who grievously wounded Sikhandin 
with a sharp arrow. 


43 


46 


47 Similarly, O raja, Sikhandin was able 
to wound ASvatthaman, 


the son of Drona, with a sharp 
ard accurate weapon. 


ya Spwait HEM Tewa | 
Br Fae Wepre Ue tet 31% {dled ff 
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a2 . 

O ra\4 \ 
[ He was deeply upset by his defeat 

and by the glory» 


(VI: 50[3-10] The P. Lal Transcreation 


bs 


r 


of Bhismia; so he said to the chief, Gal 5 
cof the Visn is Krishna: g < . 
4 “Krishna, look at theterrible and powerful 4 14 YA fa q 


mcha- anchor Bhisma — 


his arrows consumes my soldiers as flames consume 
dry grass 4n Summer. 


§ That mahatma consumes my soldiers as fire 


‘-éonsumes ghee. 


How will we ever dara en lngk him 

\ NV aS 
wt Faq sil 2H: y 4 an es 

rotate sz AAA | en ke 
AW: Aap ana 9 ea 
SS) Sat ~~ ” t-wielding Indra, Ata 

a A | ae 
ra‘Can be ally 

a TH deald gl : 


2 powerful Bhisma 
2a] st Feige: | er 
—_—_—_—E——EESS itles 


Se 2. 
da sea cael nan Kesavad 
HAA TA SAGA [a] = Verzmegertolng, 


ee 


4 


Se oe Bh A lens 
Davart Asaiond adsl: ieee 


WHI g cll: ED 
S ©) 


Gor st Aaa tah 
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The Mahabharata of Vyasa [V : 50] 11 - 18] 33 
I] Like insects ae to perish (in 
a fierce fire F 


ne ee 
O Ang a- ze, 
Iz °°~ Krishna, battling for my kingdom, 
4 perish, slowly. 
For my sake, my brave brothers 
ante arrow-wounded. 


od 


RMT SA 


NS They suffer for their eldest brother, he a 
ingdom is lost: A dg Als 
Titers b nvreeles — and now, it seems q 
so dferky useless, —F if 2m raya 
Atiad 124 Seat 


14 I will spend the rest of my life 
practising tapasya. 


I will not be responsible, esava-lei'shna , a eic{iey Gem 
> 
for butcheninsmy foxiends. 3 COT Tey] 
15 Mah é-bowerful Bhisma has killed, 
with super-weapons, 
thousands of my finest and bravest 
chariot-heroes. 


Ina Shava— R 
16 Tell me,)Krishna, what is good for me. 
What do 3 do now? 


@ EAC It seems to-me/Arjuna noe) C) 
an uninvolved-spectator. HULYAIH 


17 Maha belieg Bhisma alone is full 


Fe alot st: of, Ksatriya dharma — 
4 he alone seems to be fighting @ith ful 
strength and conviction. 


18 With his hero-annihilating mace, 

mahd-minded BRime (s volo 
in combats with soldiers, horses 
and elephants. 


=e 
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18 [VI : 54 | 27 - 34] The P. Lal Transcreation 


twp gh eee 
Cs proceedenine sow H Glu a 


a large sword whieh 4 


= 
O bull. a dy he flourished ¢ogether} { GO a 
a bull-hide shield 2 
A shield decorated with gold stars A ealabare : 
and half-moons. ail / ye . 
Enraged, the Kalinga ruler caressed 
his bow-string 


8 
29 And fitted a vicious snake-arrow CATH 


to his bow, 


2 \ 
and fired it straight at Bhima re q| dt} bud 4 
=~ 


wit fatal strength. 


30 Even as the poison- -arrow whistled 
towards him, O Yaje, 


a= sliced it in mid-air With) Sawai Hell 
is huge sword, Ayn ( a 


31 And roared such a laughter that LC) 


enemies trembled. 
Futher angered, the ruler of Kalinga 


decided to bin BR 


Bed Down with fourteen stone-shanbtned tomar Comareeans 
. but mahe- muce le ( 6 


add tne 
Vandava. Oe du sinteg rath thes ok QI allel 


Mh, in Yd - unr. 4 ne 
33 Having pulverised those fourteen stone- £ eases 12 ~ 
Co mora «mrss ila nr 
( Obie SjarOkinastno Seabed to enenlyale 
Anis ene gies elsewhere 
34 By launching a direct attack on Bhcnuman 


who Success fully Sehende AL Hvis ff 
DL oung the buee- bvav2z Warn eA Ele 


Me 
work an arrow-shower. 
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The Mahabharata of Vyasa (VI: §4] 35- 2). 19 


35». And he roared with sky-shattering | q § of Ic 


stentorian resonancc — 


amo a-{ a lion-likefshout (hat grated. Elda 
—> 


ima’s Nerves. OS 
: = lef. 
5S Bhima countered with an ae 


mat shattering]roar, 
which spread alarm in the ranks 


of the Kalingas. eet 
37 ~~ O bull- brave Bharatal ¢ no | =i ie 
was no human being. (Stilt shouting; 
an akaemuccled Bhima, 


38 Brandishing his sword, ran towards fhe Lephant y 


ams, O rerectertty monarch , | 
gripping one tusk, swung himselfon ary 
{>} the elephant’s back. 


39 The Kalinga ruler desperately wielded 
his Sakti-Lamce, 


but, with a single stroke, a slice 
him in two. 


40 After killing the Kalinga prince, i 
Roe cructan: Bhima swept st! dF] 
Chis sword up and struck it 2 


om. Re elephant’s neck. 


41 The severed head of the elephant \ \ 
hit the ground [ Z ach dJ [o 
with a heavy thud, like Mae peak 


ra walker rete, oR Meld otq 
42 ° |; in Oa his armour, sword in hand, add: 


0) Bharata Jucendent, 
Bhima leapt nimbly off the elephant 
onto the ground. 
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20 (VI: 59 | 36-43) The P.LGl Transcreation 


36 As they broke ranks in vetvor, so greatly 
were they afflicted 
with Bhisma’s arrowsy Bhisma’s feat equalled 


Nokendva-2 / that eines: | 
37 Maharaja, so complete was the rou (had 


“two Soldiers 


om 
could not be seen together ; fforses, elephants) 
\e humans perished ; 
tee 


38 The Pandava survivors could only wail 
“Hai! Hai’ 
tépattofather struck son/Gorp 
\@struck father, —— 
Calo. S wes a \ ‘ 
39 ——" Rriend Kiliea te riend, € Ad Aled dA: 
lDoy fate. = 
Abandoning their armour, dhany _sofdkws) 
oh Pendls Sons 
v es y) 
40 Dishevelled and fear-stricken, flea 


O bha rekon 
\ the chariot-heroes stood bewildere 
Tee deAocile cows. : 
C2 
4] 


Secing the Pandava army overwhelmed, 


el Krishna, delighter p 
DIG Adal (of the Yadavas,}took stock of the situation ; 
—_—— 
he brought 
s nord 


42 The chariot to a dead stop, and See 
to Advent ml- due -d0er Bi bbolsu- Pry wee: 


‘The time you waited for is now. 
- = 0 Lene ne 


eis your chance, {ata .- 


43 Take it, unless you have ise your FOnOe , 
oe cr-amuns men! 


crolA lon ee ago you said(to they —— 
J - * 3 at ~ ' a 
C: SG ee, 
Aig Wz Gt rey LTA _/ 
oe 7 ee ON a 
BY Bi bled: TEGICH : Ure FEAT hl ge als 


Go) 
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44 ‘J will kill alr sea soldiers 
wits are led iy Bhan and Drona, 
on the battlefield.’ 


45 © Son of Kunti, punisher of enemics, ( Sidd 3] 


be frue te your word ! 
Look, 0 Arend ful -deed- doer es | ao 
Hone ney us fleeing! 


16 Look, the jeaders of Yudhisthira’s army 
have panicked 
secing the All-Destroyer Anioka- Bhisma 
with his all-swallowing mouth. 


47 Terrified, they scamper like small creatures 


; from a lion.” Vasudure- 
DReanemjaya-Arjuna listened : ' to Krishna, 
J “J and replied | : A 


48 “Urge the chariot horses prs acres ' 
Ko the occan- army of Bhisma. 
Be I wah peeves the revered elder 


49 


where Bhd il 


50 _ Seeing the maha-maycleds son of Kunti 
rushing at Bhima, Si 


the maka-army of Yudhisthira recovered a 
ts confidence. 


51 Finest-of-Karus Bhisma roared repeatedly 
like a lion, 

and released a shower of arco 

g cies s chariot. 


jatterg TaSTH | 
GA cq Ul cnrey rt AC GET gt ST If 


=e 


4 
: 
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34 (V1: 59] 124-129] The P. Lal Transcreation 


124 They dropped on the field 
like picks, O Agya, 
numbed by the impact 
of Arjuna’s arrows, 
The- Atndyva m'sst be. 
killed hundreds of thousands. 


125 The arrows of Kimtin- 
: hay uma crtatelL 
OAV of berod j 
its waters the gushing 
wounds of the dying, 
thrashing feet its froth. 


126 A fear-filled river 
A broad-flowing river ! 
Carcases of elephants 
and horses its banks ! 
Its mire the marrow 
of humans and rakgasas. 


127 Its moss the hair a 
on decapitated heads ; 
its sandbanks, bodies ; 
its waves, floating armour; _ 
its pebbles the bones- 
of humans and animals, 


128 Its banks were infested 
with jackals and wolves 
and cranes and taraksxs aR eT 


mah a- and hyenas — sad 
Vaitarani, cutting 


this world from the next ! 


£29- The Cedis, Paficalas, 
130 Karisas and Matsyas, 
observing the slaughter, 
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Tha Mahabharata of Vydsa [VI : 59 | 130 - 134] 35 


victoriously cheered 
with war-cries that frightened 
the rest of the Kauravas. 


The victory chants RAs) . 
7129 ke Rout of the Kanraves 

by PRak, una- Arjuna, 
much as a lion 


terrifies creatures 
by the strength of his prowess. 


Live a lien Corotating deer 
did - Kur Ern - Arjuna 
humble fus enewr'ed. 
Sfaricken with feo , 
He tntmy enctrnly 
Saw thar arnuto Mh cstaeyese 


Duryodhana-lIed Kauravas, 
including Sfablika, 
and Drona and Bhisma, 


——— 
all yuga-end victims ah () % | Ch el + : 


of the Mahendra-weapon’s 


proliferating horrors. weed oTPUn 
134y- And s0, achieving / mS 
renown, and observing 
the wan sun and sardhya, a 


eiiae Dhamerj aya! 
ew) ite ee - Karshma sted. 
part lke Ganliva-we ir 


; UM Gene PHI CAG 
am 


Then Key saw Ke Sun 


p- » 
inputting ha’s ae a CAA oan 
e t Taw) gund a 
aa ee by W e SErEEC ; . 
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18 (VI: 61 | 24-31] The P, Lal Transcreation 


oA 
24 D bull-brave Bhoratal Theson ol Sala , 
Prim Bais Rorceless chamot, 
stared helplessly at the maha-atmaned 
Pajicala prince Dhrstady umMmna,. 
4 
Galla's SON, ‘ 


25 Then that bull- -brarchero , 


lifte he=fean ee 
as coun eee 
Dhbrstadyumna’s-chariot: 
26 He came like a maha~ut a-seapert 
falling from the sky. 
He came like a huge wave 
overrunning the beach. 
He came like the doom of Kala 
in the world of man. 


27 He changed bhon Krom , 
and he shone like the sun. 
s Astounded, the Pandavas and-Dhretadyumna 
saw him charge ie elephant. ey muath / 
28 He came with his glittering sword, 
in his dazzling armour. 


The prince of Paficala, Dhr stad yumna, 
saw him descend 


29 And, roused to anger, [waited € EY 


till he neared the chariot, 
beyond arrow-range. Then, lifting his ma Ta Uld: 
he smashed his enemy’s head, 
0 raya! > Be oy as Hy 


30 raya k “He fell down dead. 
His shining sword and shield T OAT THI A 
slipped and fell. (QI 
His body fell, and they fell. 


ALE 
31 The powerful mahatmi ae of Paficala 
added lustre 


ea AAT SEATS ha eyUdG IEA 


SSS 


o(oy8) 
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arena 21 WEST aaT ATHY HEML 2-/ 
em eee HAY me I 


( O vere worthy memnarch 


XX 


The Mahabharata of eat {VI : 61 | 82 - 36) 


> ~ to his renown by killing his foe With on 
blow of his mace. ee 


| The soldiers saw 
He maha-howman re laeeenet hoo p™ nce 
Gale sm, killed , Hey Aauceb a maha -ubwor , 
SELEY, “Hail Hal” 
33 Witnessing his son killed, . *Samyamane- Sal, 
bursting with anger, 
launched a fierce attack on the ba Hil - fas Sened 
‘PancalaDhas Cady UMNa. 


oH All the rajas of the contending armies 
of Kauravas A Wah -Scarrecd 


Gnd ind Pandavas saw the two heroes \\ 
locked in combat. A S } 
O 


Aoic- 


35 Destroyer-of-foes Sala, wildly enraged, 


shot three arrows 
Parsata]~ at[Dhrstadyunina, Ro Aeeinn ee ee 


n 
a make + clephant, 5 


(ee 
46 And Saf, te-macy of assemblies, 69) ET SPAT. 
ounded Dhrstadyumna_» 
1 | Goi chest With that, another horrendous 


SECTION 62 
I “Fate is stronger than human effort, Sagijaya, Kn 7 
said Dhrtardastra, 


‘or why is it my sons are always losing 
to the Pandavas ? 
Ww 


2 To believe you is to — 
“ny soldiers = 
\\ 


craig Go Ae axe re as] 
aa Mer sea ge TORT ATT 
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14 (V¥L2 05 [ 56-4tf 16 F. Lat £ ransereaiion 


you can still please your relatives and ofken, 
at actrers. O oo 


38 [ kept insisting —but you never 


cared to listen. 
Now you suffer for the wrongs(you did) did 
the Pandavas. 


39 0 pee muscled ruler, Bala 
Loin why the newer - 
Gll-doing P Pandavay wil never come fee H OTA 


to any harm, 


40 There was not, is not;and there wil} 
é not be anyyy 
< 


o defeat the Pandavas, protected 
m oe = fe Sdrnga-bow wielder, 
Ww jom_neith er gods, anti-gods, nor meg(ca 
tully know. 


You who (Know gper tata, Seer one, 


me me fell you(whabd 
the serene-atmaned  sereneuaned Yay (ou 


eee ae on. Ramis | 


a2 In the aN" Mr 
\¢ rsis assembled 
on, Gandhamadana mountain to revere) 
B 


rahma Pitamaha. 


43 , Sitting in the centre, lord. of. Creatures 
Pr<jSpebi-Brahmsno nati- Brahma.not oticed 
hariot.as if aflame’suspended) 


in space. —— a 
adic 
44 Obtaining insight through meditation, Brahma, 
with ecstottecc :atman, 
did a7jali and namaskéra to Purusa Vasraune5Vorn , 


i the Supreme Piivinity. 
ie ey de Yel Mae Higeutel / 
a L 
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The Mahabharata of Vyasa (VI: 65/ 45- £9] 15 


45 The gods and rsis also Iso saw(the mehr) 4S9% “=r eee dd] 
Limarvellous vision 
and, standing with Brahma , Offered, 
(anes anyalt. 


46 Knower-of-prime-dharma, best-of-Veda-knav 4, 


, creator- 


; € 
eiihewortds Brahma} chanted this Bee ae 


of the vision ? 


47 ‘Glory of the universe ! ! | Hirinw, 


[A saTau a saat feat 

sas Pisses atl 

Ppsasatr ages erie, - 

sort at arg (4 

S4 Taq 14d st 1a | a <] 

AF AVA Bot ATT, 

WF ll 

UG Tar CoCr Re 
SF atich 3AL 9A | 

Aft Het Ma eal Uf . 
SH ARTS Hay oe 


Ire, 
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ay 5) sr Goat @ 1 The P. Lal Transcreation 
Ca Ped AAA: | 
wea eeta TAT Hay 

onter fara stare = | 


ing abode 


id prospeity 


qagues aa * = @ 

Tom¢qz aya HLA | 4 Tamzrbane 
ATCA! FLA Gaya, 

oaSer wae INAH | ie Ae 
y, quad: TUT {Ista vorlids 

ERICA Gua ALA |_| : God.” 


68 


d “Maharaja, 
Listen to My . song,” said Bhisma, ot pracse / 
“Sung by Brahma hémself in the past 


And repeated before humans 
By gods and Brahma-fsis. Bees AS fa kad 


2 ‘Lord of the gods and Sadhyas, — Ay 
ROSS ce God above all other gods, 4 GAN 
Ss asa 
AN G Knower of the inuernost heart, A 
Protector of people — yay oy 


So Narada st™e« your praises. 
$ 
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The Mahabharata of Vyése [VI : 67 [3-9] 33 


8 You are the past, present, and future, 
Sings Markandeya, 
You are the Yajia: of alk yoynas, 
The Tapasya above all tapasyas. 


4 You are the God above all gods, A al U| 


Bhegevark” Sings|Bhrgu, - . : sige 
You are the Ancient and Shining Visnu, Gln Kai 


5 You are the Vasudeva of the Vasus. pare agi ZA 
a A cg bf DESC g/ ae 
Sakye-}: The strength behind]Indra, 
— The God of gods. 


6 You were the lord of creation Daksa 
In the distant past 
- oN 
When creation commenced ; 
You are the creator of all, 
Sings Angiras. 


7 You are the Form Unmanifested, 
You are the Concept Manifested, 
Sing Devala and Asita ; 
You are the Creator of the gods. 


8 Your head 
covers sky and space 
Your arms 
sustain the earth 


‘ee 
Your stomach Tay ee as 
holds the three worlds ~e) 


You are the Eternal Purusa personified. Halt cial. 
9 Purified by tapasya, 
People know you as such. 


To the rsis who have darshan of the atman, 
You are the only Reality. 


eS a 
MAG kta Tea 
Aa YH: 
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HeareaT Gey eT AA TA 


26 


13 


I4 


0 vay, 


i 


17 


18 


{VI : 72 [12-18] The P. Lal Transcreation 


It was high noon, and the sun 
beat down 


It was enchantment to see D 
iz pennant-Hy ings, 


a 
And the noise ! “Che Tumnlt! [A> <oqf | 


The screams of bloodthirsty warriors - 
Bent on slaughter ! | H S Ind 4g 


Their lion-like roars ! 
Ne 
= -~ 7 oF Kal 
We could clearly see the vicious parrying SS 


and lunging 
| ne 
p{in that) 


between the Srmjayas and Kaurava 


\ 
* Then, suddenly, the sun and the points 


of the horizon 
were blotted by a cloud-thick volley 
of arrows. 


on 


\ 
And Sakti-missil}es with glistening heads 8 
flashed 
And keenly tempered swords 
flashed 


Like blue lotuses 


in the sunlight Gor: 


And polished armour 
flashed 

Bracelets and other ornaments 
flashed 


saami Grant yoTaT fatae4 | 
a Peat: gfenteang HreUusrgzr sia lf 
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The Mahabharata of Vyasa (VI: 72 | 19 = 25] 


Dazzling the sky 
and the points of the horizon. 


27 
19 0 nag ech, the ornamented corpses Awe 
of .Judre- Klee Kings i Mie S G 


lay scattered on the field like suns ve 
te 
20 0 vaya | Chanotherces tigers among men, 


careened on 


Eta vs pies TATE THR 
in space. 7] a a : _ 
oO GEE es 


21 The mjha-powerful super-excelling chariot= Ck 
cro Bbisma - it Yet} 


angrily clashed with Bhima in the presence) 
lof all the troops. In S\ 


Ze Bhisma fired stone-whetted, golden=winged, mera an 
_oil-smoothed and cen ee. 
lenergetically-strung arrows at Bhima, wounding, 
ae a se 
him seriously. 


. *: Bhima was able also to hurl 
his moaha- sec a7 
Gakti-missil ‘which hissed sowards Bhisma 
~ like a fierce snake. 


24 Bae fired straight arrow at thy, 
“ gold~ . 
whistling towards him, atid pulverised) 
it midway. 
bhaliar 
25 i a broad-tipped arrow, superbly, 
whetted and» 
7 polistred, IE : wis 


Bhisma’s bow cw five , 
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KO) Gl LMS) WOE 


Hii P. Let reads Sanjaya's axpwe ts Dri tenah 
Soe h Seu tS bettte , a i hailey He see 
Aa ‘ drome os arpa Se clas hur 
palk Bhima, Whe ref & Farge and 
Aue Dory I iy ee an ae Ss, 
(Gunde ay seem me slotha by rhe a 
Henperted m of OV ones Mokod har <b 
(4 -d. Arv&& Co$ Agar m [0d July Qos” 


eg WIEN a) ac Ch 
a It is your own fault that has Ied ca HG | | a" 
" to this “Wan wh, Ke Seems) aay ar a 
Ee, {~ You are merelyfreaping the fruits & cal eA an cal 
of your own misdeeds. 
4 You do the karma, you taste the fruit, A Ga Ce | 
O Naa: 


eae life, me later —(you reap exack by) 


what you sow. 


AAR 
gi But be calm, be patient, EN Srvc AN 
moha+]  though|calamity hoa suck. | Yd 2} cA] 


O One ci isten to my account # 
_— ; 
(UU the day’s battle. 
ah 
mahe~ 


6 Slicing through the ranks of your army 
with sharp arrows, A 


vatranty Bhima launched an attack 
a7 uryodhana’s brothers. 
7 Duhsasana, Durvisaha, Duhsaha, Durmada, Jaya, 
Jayatsena, Vikarna, Citrasena, Sudarsana, 


8 Carucitra, Suvarman, Duskarna and Karna — 
These and many other maha-chariot-heroes, 


ona pat Hh sretaaysyn | 


a YO a asta wor yaaa 
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19 


The Mahabharata of Vyasa [VI : 77 | 9- 16] 


9 Who were near Bhisma,(énr % wr infumoted’ 
anc Pee Ch By. Son 


were tricked by Bhimawho. sucece: norecde Oat 


ar penctrating their ranks. 


10 Yar Carts ch menspotted him in their mids¢ 
and resolved : 


“Now is the time to tra hint aa aia 


Zé ort work of him.”’ 


eee 
il Kunti’s son Bhima, ringed by cousin - brcthua 
of2 resolved to kill him, ieee 
looked like the sun ringed by inabignanl gage? 


at the driselubim , the uncverre, 


L2 Though right in the centre of the Kauravas, 
he did not fear, 


Mohtndre i ae did not fear in the centre 
of the Danava moti vac. — 


13 Pb Rat Load Hundreds and thousands of chariot: 
eee a a = = % ee 
\eroes rained missiles 
on that sole hero who stood for battle 
in their midst. 


id Valiant Bhima ignored the assault/(o 5 
hrtarastra’s sons, 
and killed chariot-heroes, elephant-riders, 
cavalry and others. 


15 Realising that his cousin/ were inten 


“€apturing him, : ; 
oki +-minded Bhima decided , O ray a, 
ty kill them first. 


: : F = 8 
16 Jumping from_his chariot, Pandu’s sons) 


Bim ay mace Wpafted 
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10 [V1 :80[ 5-10] The P. Lal Transcreation 


a Confounding our plans, 
. and gathering fame. 
I am wounded all over 
by the death-mace of Bhima C F Us 
whose thunderbolt shattered 
our makara-strategy. 


be tai 
CHENEY Wat Usd oe 


o% 


ae a es: wand. 
WTA 4 of 21 Brad | 


Ay / | Al Gla dey ayy andavas.”’ 
AME SL TOR SG ere TE “3 
® eee es . 
son of Ganga, Bi +7) Mi 


i: smilingly said : 


8 “For your victory and joy, 
I shall make all efforts 
to scatter the ranks 
of the formidable Pandavas. a 
I shall not conceal 


2g * 5 
myself in your need. j NG 
- SASS AGA 


9 The maha-chariot-heroes 
on the side of the Pandavas 
are countless and famous, 


® 


untiring, accomplished 


in weapons, and spewing 
2 forth venom it eee tata aA 
10 It is far from easy 


to rout them in battle. ; 
They hate you | 0 fae 


Re, 
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The Mahabharata of Vyasa: (VI: 80 | 11 - 15] 1] 


Age 


12 


13 


14 


£5 


they are proud of their prowess. 


But fight them [ will, 
with all my 4tman. Al¢ Hof | 


I will offer my life 
in the cause of your victory — 
I promise you this. 
For your sake I will battle 
the gods and the Daityas, 
let alone your enemies. 


I will challenge the Pandavas 
and in doing s0 achieve 
the success of your hopes,”’ 
This assurance of Bhisma 
revived Duryodhana ; 
his spirts rejoiced. 


With a heart full of joy 
he ordered the kings 
and soldiers — “AdVance]” 
The army of chariots 
and elephants and horses 
and soldiers obeyed. 


Wheat an army, 0 aise 
What extensive equipment ‘| 
What ashow of confidence | 
What elephants and horses s 
and soldiers, O Aa, z— 
a beautiful sight ! 


The elephant division 
with expert mahouts = 
appeared from all sides ; 
the soldiers were led 
by experts in offensive 


and defensive weapons. 
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SF The Mahabh5rats 


© 1979 by P. Lal 


IN THIS FASCICULE 


On the seventh day of battle, various 

duels take place between Srutayus and 

Yudhisthira ; Bhitrisravas, Cekitana, 

Dbrstaketu, Citrasena, and Abhimanyu 

[ Section 8¢ ] ; Bhima and Sikhandin, and 

others { 85]; Bhisma and Yudhisthira, 
and others /86 ]. 


3 | Jury QOvs 


Pes P ] ad nods Serge att to 
Dhoutaraalza of the “Te 1 oa gal ie. 
Kuwdstee in hin Manes: nelene sal hy lia 
Srl Colr Fan—[ar'pa, oe Mr rae 
rank fhy<e Sam fe ra. fralun 
pO ae fray me, and ¥ ud bu's Hare 


oo Ccffarden be vow fo lea CE Fa Re 
in’ the 78 Yt wekly UC aes ay Seusrenty PS 


Lider 

A) ae Vy Anat Ma 

by. sks Oe Coyar at ae ae (5 ee 
un 31 Jury ae: -n. 
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Ho Mahabharata 


The Bhisma-vadha-parva in the Bhisma Parva 


SECTION 8&4 
Pa f 
"4 sun was at its height (said Sarhjaya) ay Saubey v4 


when Kaja Yudhisthi 
‘% Ghotted ver Srutayusjand sped towards him 


to do battle. 


2 He rushed at foe-crushing Srutayus 
_and wounde 


ith nine knotted arroy 
° ° —S 
riliant sharpness. 


Maha. how mar, hey a 
Srutayus withstood Re aacla 


Of Diorama's Suen , 
nelehaking with a Pas GOUM ES aaney of seven arrows 


Kosntryeh at “at Yudhisthira, 


4 ey cut through Yudhisthira’s armou 
.fsucked his blood 
as if draining the very spiri 
¢ . 


‘That mahéGaz, 


> ar wae Biel Ty: woTATEeT | 
sepia. fatpragett Fe cer Hercar : 


Ends 
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Vdased) da: ze (Gal daqaced / 
s WaT Fanaa BT Saal 


20 [VI:88 14] - 46] The P. Lal Transcreation 


Devavrata prt] 
41 Your father, stiatsvowed Bhisma Qik) 
a / (sovd Sa jaya), A 
nose_cruel-words-with tears in his eyes 
a and said: 


Total 
42 ““Child, didn’t I, and Drona, and Vidura, 
and noble Gandhari — 
warn you about this earlier ? ,<But-you cq aT 


would-not-listens-—~——"s«= 
; aati 


43 Did I not ask you, foe-crushing Duryodhana, 
not to involv 
and. Zefarya “‘Drena in any way 
(ade thiswar?- 


44 This I can tell you in all truth : =X ocoar 
whichever son C GC 


~ 
of Dhrtarastra-fi its Bhima, : - g 
Cig at t his hands. qn cul} ra 
alll 
45 , Therefore, raja, steady your Sa) 
ao cal CG Gl a firmly_to-fight-——-———--—- 
ee e€ 


thé’sons of Pa odu, aan keeping heaven 


sida We as your goal. 


ard ankig vs 
Na Even the ar led ey Indra egonat, 


| Cait conn ot defeat the Pandavas. 


Fight if you must. First, steady your mind. 
ae Then fight yO Rhayala." 
ran bat 
SECTION 89 
Lyi - 
ia “Vellime Sampjaya, asked Dhrtarastra, 


“what did Bhisma, 
Kabo Katuzand Drona do seeing my sons 
. die one by one ? 


of area: UIegar He, Maoh gadk. 


THT-4,- 38 ort I Hedi [ Id AB ied Il 
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A UAT 2} eed 


The Mahabharata of Vyasa [VI : 89 f2 3) \ 21 


4 ae 
Z Every day, Sarfjaya, my. sons are being) 
iped out. ’ 
i Satalsuch is my fate. va BG 
of misfortune. 
ig Se of 214 
3 They never seem to win, they always) = 


re losing. 
Bhisma and Drona a@af tie 
ond mahatma Krpa, 


4 Somadatta’s son Bhirisravas, and Bhagadatta, 
Asvatthaman, and hosts of other brave warriors, 
T& ta, ALAN Ene 2 

5 Protect them, but still my sons are dying 


on the field. _— Eno er 
Tell me, Eyer. what else can it be but Hod 


but the work of fate ? MTT ep ~ 


6 Fovlisti Duryodhana has always spurned 


Hog " my advice. 
Repeatedly warned by me, by Bhisma 
7 bg By his mother Gandhart weeding his welfare, 
my (CR Mind ed, Son. XC 
his migaoied Let him taste the fruits GH 
OD 
of hi 


s folly, 


8 And watch his brothers, one by one, Fj [< ld_¢ Lek 


day by day, 


ise 
4 a) 
despatched by infuriated Bhima @. q (Caty W % 
(, Yama’s abode.” S ( 
sella. 


{ _~ 
eg Ene, | rn 
iq ne 9 (3 Aadiant ‘ (replied Samyaya), Vidura’s words 
q ave cume true. ie 


They were spoken for your good, 
would not listen. 
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52 (VI: 95 [1-7] The P. Lal Transereation 


SECTION 965 
due- ras hing 
| ne Raja Duryodhana 
vefrsed bo bet'ewe 
a raksasa had routed his soldiers 
in battle, 


He approached Ganga’s son Bhisma, ae 
and respectfully [qarye 


2 Reported all that had taken place — 
the victory 
of Ghatotkaca, and his own humiliation  __ 
(continued SayAjaya). Me! 


3 The hard-to-defeat hero sighed Ae ealedly 
as he reported Hhe Setails, 
O AiG, s and said to the Kaurava 
Pitamaha Bhisma : 


4 ‘sVasudeva’s son Krishna is the strength } Ke ere: ; 
so are you ours — or why would I have begun 
this fearful war ? 


5 I have eleven aksauhinis of soldiers 
under my command, 
and they and IJ are all yours to command 5 


© foe-cruchear- Tle dy 
6 And yet, O Eigen -hraveBhanaks , 


~ Fam defraked Pe] 
hy tiie Pandavas, led by Bhima ete - 
and By Ghatotkaca ! 


7 This flames through me like fire consuming 
a withered tree. 
O meha- fertine = few weet fete- S Rayer ; 
: ; NX 
Y seek Yow gvace. 


BS eT ta Tato | 
ate HEH] THATS ALAA 
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ATS dad ae facia | 
cat ANY gate tay oe ae 


The Mahabharata of Vyasa [VI : 95 | a 16} 


: | Grant that 
P it gma a annihilate 


Hat ebiouous raksasa today — 


with your help. Grant that this wish 
is fulfitled.” 


O ae CA ig request of the raja, HUA dH 


Santanu’ s son 


sine said to Duryodhana(fhes 
were tre words : 


108 oe fee - chaslisey, Oriz a, 0 Kaunava , Lay 
Hater te ie 


about how the strategy has to be 
worked out. » makaraya 3 


uo Tatel My hata! O foe- destruy ct! at df 


i@) defect ess ene | 
Vevey sofety as paramount. You should fight only Siot Cf 


Dharmaraja Yudhisthira, Sltedt 227 


12 Or Arjuna, or Bhima, or even the twins 
Bageens* UY Alad a 
Sahadev raja’s dharma is to 
c Oppose rajas. 
Ta onrel rq Ts aK 

Al ssi 13 You must not stoop to fight}Ghatotkaca. ike bamba- 
I, Drona, Krpa, Asvatthaman, Krtavarman, a 
Satya, Bhirisravas, the maha-chariot-hero Vikarna, 

14 DuhSasana and your other excellent brothers — 


fe will fight thelraksasa on your behalf.- 
" We will fig y 
mehk- how f k Hat Sdro- “ och AAKS Qde4 


HS) Or, since you are so bitterly opposed to atotkaca, 
Allow this wanwar Up baktte at cee. nun ded. ineny = 
“The earlk. bard Poe G- 
16 Bhagadatta, who is the-equal of Indra in war.” 


Saying this to the raja, to Bhagadatta 


Yate aati: TETRA OE 
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creHTe UTR TP gar a dq Wat! 
SETA OL prorreR Fear | 


[VI : 9813-9] The P. Lal Transcreation 
In 


then, after seme Hime y with anger 


and Sorrow, 
O Bharati, 
j fie lifted his eyes as if he could ye§ as if he could> 


<< consume gods, 


gandharvas, and anti-gods ; then, an: ERE Zi qi: 


eG of the wise Bhisma 5. ee 
4 In a calm voice said to Duryodhana, 

your son : Aaggr - Uke 
‘‘Why do you say these words, 


Duryodhana ? 


5 Why to me, who have always struggled 
for your welfare, 
and am ready to lay down my life 


for your good ? ; “ 


6 Don’t you have sufficient proof —7 


Pazados Arjuna’s invincibility TT q] =H) dé i 


”* in the fact that he defected e S akira - nda, 
and gvaki fred Agni in Khandowa 2 


7 Wasn't it sufficient proof, 3) meaha- mag led. hers, 
that Penntu's com Any UA 


freed you after you eee captured - 
by the gandharvas ? 


8 For at that time all your brave -brotherseted ; 
inl Hey wol, prabha: Lad) : 
ave ieee them ee ee Tegack Koma, 
he sm ota Sita. 


9 Don’t you recall the occasion when, 
wh in the kingdom ° 
of Virata, Arjuna singlehanded dared 
\ to attack us all ? L 


HARTUIT SEL vag dd gait i} 
ar toe ATA CL AA 


873 


MAHABHARATA VOL 125 APRIL 1979 


The Mahabharata of Vyasa [VI : 98 | 10 - 17] 27 


I Isn’t it proof enough that 
4s ed / 4 defeatin rona 
ae me in battle, he stripped us: 
of our dresses ? 


11 Isn’t it proof enough that he routed 


Et (Re maha- bavrn Gre 
hs Velth amas and Krpa when they were rustling 
Virata’s cattle ? 


12 Isn’t-it proof enough that he humbled Bel Cs 
abcoys arrogant Karna . 
by snatching his robes and giving them 


to Uttara ? 
Partha 
13 Isn’t it proof enough of jArjuna’ s strength 


that he routed Ve Esavcs 
the Nivatakavacas _ Whom even Indra 
could not defeat ? 


\ 
Tans (ava FO Teal 


14 Which man has power Yo harm i 
who Is protected ‘ 
by the world-protecting wielder of cfiakra, [Of] ill 
mace and conch ? ae ae 
Seuh’ Yegudtva- .- bps: JIGld 
15 Of spfinite is Saunt alfa a ad q ~ 


Sole Creator and Destroyer : 


ea Siivn: = * 


= = ; / and the m« G-ASIS, 
GTEC . Sfhama-D 2 wryedhans, 
ow what ¢ 


> ; e 
aedoar §464 : 1 Sag 
$= Tao 1 mistakes 
eC Aide : || ae 
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34 [VI ; 103 | 35-40] The P. Lal Transcreation 


arrows its whirlpools 
horses its fish 


Oe) Soldiers’. heads its stones 
elephants its sharks 
head-gear its. froth 
bows its currents 
swords its tortoises 


36 Trees on the banks its flags 


t in 


A. amsa-[e flesh-caters its}swans — 


of Yama’s kingdom. 


37 And Ksatriya heroes O ra. res 
crossed this river 
on their rafts of chariots 
and horses and elephants 
with fearless energy. 


32 Like the river Vaitarani 
that carries the spirits 


warriors its banks Ie PT 
suffering crosion C Piel 14 & | l dv ] 
eG 
All adding to the population ATCT dy 
aA 


~ 
of the dead to the realm i Sa 
of the raya of spirits s 


so this river at noon 
transported the cowards 
away in a swoon... 


og The ESS a heroes witnessed the; i at a ae al UL| a 


hcredible bloodshed r 
and said: “Duryodhana's Saas is el 
the Ksatriyas, 


£0 Why did Kish of ment Dhréarastra 
envy the glory 
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The Mahabharata of Vyasa (V1: 103} 41- 47) 39 
guna~ Laden 


of the virtuous/Pandavas ? (He was UTUT cH] 


. swayed by greed.” ee eee 
i mv} oreyt | eal 
41 All over the field such statements, 
could be heard 


praising the Pandavas and condemning 


your sons. 
42 Hearing these sentiments voiced by the) 
your son Duryodhana, Harmer of} ~ 
.Ahé€ world’s people, ho 


@) Bhevola ; 


43 hk Said to Bhisma, Drona, Krpa and Salya: . 
Fight { Fight seth Cesk Do not “de Cay, 


O raya! a s7 
4} (| Then erupted the battle between the> eR 
_Kauravas and Pandavas BTA SATA 2 
whose origin was the dice-game, whose end’ i 


ne 


emma aan ttl ry 4 
4 total doom. 
serio fp rat 
45 Son of Vicitravirya, see now the fruit 


NO) 
of your refusal 3 4 q } d 


to accept the advice of Kour many 
mahatma heroes. 


e 
46 Neither the Pandavas nor the Kauravas 
have the least. 
cna theic lives in this lyn Serve hatte 


c- -_ 


TGA TOG ht 
aa Ear ay | oe ton s 
cae ITFRUG 


TE agg urg 4 | 


x 


ta Parva 
nd here. 
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8 [V1: 106 | 60 - 66] The P. Lal Transcreation 
i ckk! G- 
ai) Flinging aside the reins eure 
y ae, Ve G : itrorsed-chariot; > ‘ 
a ask Wek rishna feofst unt of the sb Cendicl vehs ute 
© ES, yrmmorch, 


61 And shouting war-cries like a Jion, 
radiant and 
swiftand st ‘whip ia hand, 
QCATET ET vands Ohis ma. 


62 World-lord, Ji agadtsvar a- Km'skna 


Lye4 copper-red =. 
arcatipersranrat Bhigma, fid the: 
63 And your soldiers stood petrified wit 
ate 
Mas favo } when they saw Krishna about to pounce ea G 7 


upon Bhisma. 


yeba iY ofCHTa 
64 Suddenly there werejshouts all over the field : <a 


‘‘Bhigma is finished ! 


y 
Bhisma is finished !”’ — your soldiers, maharaja, da Hedi 
Lemifred by Vasubuya-Kaushna. 
65 Blue-skinned Krishna, w sal fon 5 Ck : 
rehorging ae Bhisma, 


lapis lazuli-complexioned Jana i AMO y 


unas Ce 
Pumas ef og bite , 


looked as beautiful as a rain-cloud flashing 
with lightning. 


66 Like a lion attacking an clephant, Atke, 


wi Teader-bu eon i, 
attacking a bull, etbuttcbr sue Votouk f 


attacked Bhiyma. 
Oe — pone Wee beled 
tae 4 Aids. Yet Zdaaia_| 
DEY i: SD San a eee 
SHAS AIT Fe fae UG AS af: } 
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WELT of | 


The Mahabharata of Vyasa [VI : 106 | 67 - 74] rE 
67 Seeing lotus-eyed Krishna advancing, 
nor was Bhisma. maha- 
C dismayed: He stood firm, stretching his bow 
fully taut. 
Ov ind a- 


68 Unpalers ed he spoke to,Krishna : 
“ Lotus-eyed one ! Pindar haksa camel * 


‘maskara ! 
3al4 44 antea, 
\ \ ADA ACHE 
ATE Med a ACH | “atvotes | gee 
es Y you, 
rene Weal Ana, 
ON x ae rood 
G44q TAN Eq base 
Vi Devenda- Kashna. 
(a wthna. s 
mre area ge perce 
UTdaeF Heed | 
pa < é 
(gic td aay ———. 


EAC GATT I 


oe at | 
“pushing ahead, 
ie { draggingjA.juna with him.—Brave, foe? ee 


crushing Arjuna 


Hastkesa- 
74 Then held on to Krishna’s legs See 
stopped him 
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: \ * 
3a 2d oa arm Ba fe oF Breas 
3 


(V1: 108 | 41-47] The P. Lal Transcreation 


Sikhandin’s chariot-heroes like fireSweeping 
3 a 


V~ through a forest. 


41 Sikhandin fired three arrows straight 


\ at the ches Alka - 
col Bhiga » Who looked like Soe ae 


or a virulent snake. 


42 Wounded by Sikhandin, Bhisma ‘qlorecL ig St 
3 im I 


at him angrily 
Gena ] 


and at the same time condescendingly 


Sruting ly | and{said : ; 


43 “You can carry on hitting me. (FT wit} 
not retaliate. 


To me you remain the same Sikhandint 
the Creator made.” 


44 These words of Bhigma sent anger rushing 
into Sikhandin 
and, licking the corners of his mouth, 
he replied : 


& 
45 aft hc-nu Le 


hero, I know you You rui any 
I have heard of your duel cdi H a] did! 


mh Jam adagm -Paragurama. 


46 I have heard a lot 3 | oi | of? < 


about your god-like prowess. 
In spite of that( I choose to fight 
you today. 


a { 
Norettamal Fi'ne,t- of - min, 
47 ra I will today do something + 


to please the Pandavas amd ry se 
: Parusa-sattanal 9 mot masvucllous man { 
9 challenge youd Fright woth me Lod cy | 


aor a yeasy TA eT: YT 
1 EN ‘\ N . pace 
STA Vad a Beer Ay AE / 


ena 
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The Mahabharata of Vyasa (VI: 108 | 48 = 55] 31 


48 I ae 
"ECK you | 


Now that you know, ~ 


PA cine teen yo he. 
49 Always-victorious Bhisma! Fight me, 
or don’t fight me — Heh ; 
you die today. Take a long last look . 


at the world.” 


f 
50 Sikhandin shot five knotted arrows Mio! § Y 


at Bhisma 


who was still arneiicy Hie 


ordy arrows. 
Maha chamot. Qere Sav asau-Ar, a | ell 
Mitard the eae of Sikhandin 


ad urged 
P gcier forward, and shouted 
to Sikhandin : 


52 “Forge ahead and attack fearful Bhisma, 
1 shall cover you 
and prevent their warriors from reaching 


your chariot. / Lf & 
$3 O mehe-murcled me! there (5 ne way ng BRag ma, 
l 
mahe-bower/al Bhisme con treatm yw mockery af oy 


Nak fu acu | A 
Now the free) &) ; AC FED SYE 


ill A PEY 


en fl en€ , 


LY pres reas ow 


> fpom the chimot- Acree ef the Rema od 
Aye kill Bhisma,. 
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PUGH SANG T: 2aear oattear fea. 
aS: aka aattar Fat 
Te Tee ad: FTAA of WERT: 


VI: 112 [7-14] The P. Lal Transcrcation 


7 The sun has lost its dazzle, 
the points of the horizon are blood-red, 
the earth trembles 
and whines, 


- 
- 


& Karka-birds, vultures did cranes 


< \ 
screech needlessly, A mIPaT d / 
jackals how! inauspiciously, [4 af S ed 
- 4 ingee tne dete 
moka K He 2 HY ) 
~N ~ 


9 Giant meteors 


swirl out of the sun-mandala, Guid eat wep: 


_the Parigha constellation 


nurrannde tha -.-— 2 Felis cna 
CAMA IF erage eens 
aieeey GRA ed EGL 
ci at eam: | y IS 
rant A Red eee 


C) sking dhrtarastra 


A [ted a kGled a i 


keeping the sun inauspiciously to their left, 
bA oNan A and the/moon rises topsy-turvy, (* 
a oe horns pointing downwards. o A\ ay Loy) 
Sa, \ 7 
13 The bodies of the kings in Dhrtardstra’s army 
have lost their lustre ; 


the armour of, Hie ¥n dya- among- men ksings 
does not even shine. 


am ohare 


14 I hear the din of the warring armies, 
the blare or the Paficajanya conch 
and the twang c* the Gandiva bow. 
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ACUird Lae Sea aT rT 
Freda wararer Sieg aaraaa I! 


The Mahabharata of Vyasa [VI : 112 | 15 - 237 
Bi bRad: Sue 
15 (Arjuna will ignore the other warriors \ 
and seek out Bhisma — 
for he wet the most remarkable weapons. 
D make. 
aes j The te of my body ave ampclate, 
my mind is poraly sedimn lh an xl ity , 
I keep thinking of the impending duel 
between Arjuna and Bhisma. 


WY Placing the malice-motivated Sikhandin i in front of him, 
Partha Arjuna advances to kill Bhisma, 


Using thet crosked an cbs ae Ce an Ga's chacld. 
18 Bhisma’s vow was : 


I will not kill Sikhandin. oT] 5 al ee ee Uda 
The Creator made him female, 
by chance he turned male. =p erm Io fem aT 
maha- 
19 Drupada’ s powerful son Sikhandin Gade] 24 Yd: 
= sports an inauspicious sign in his flag. 
3 H 3” @-4>- — Bhisma will never strike him. Gale _ 
edi 20 My mind is filled with anxiety 
Parthes] when I sec/Arjuna charging angrily 


ets the <d Kautova poalrrarch . 
21 Yudhisthira’s wrath, 


the clash between Arjuna and Bhisma, 
my use of varied weapons in battle -.- 
these bode ill for all. 


22 Pandu’s son Arjuna is 
intelligent 
strong 
valiant 


expert 1D weapons 
( nimble 


He shoots arrows straight from fac 
He knows what is auspiciou, and inauspicious. 


Hatdl AMTHPL: Haikar - AHlage | 
etal genom Twa TIPS: 
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MAHABHARATA VOL 130 SEPTEMBER 1979 


14 (V1: 115 | 8-15) The P. Lal Transereation — 


O a) fee cvun ka 


esl MeHg 


saeH STE 


HUG FA ca 


Tet ea oe sro 2 


aortic ze dd 


RTA HT 


Gd d Mt HY ATd: augers 


TAgd_ roel "Ore 
a er 
TEHIA Ta GUAM 
TUBA etd AM EA AT | show 


qeag 1 tgp war A 


Pa i (74 


new how > 


= 
8 A Santanu’ nu’s son Bhisma,-who_kn 


hundreds 


he field, O eanth- Coal, A 
(OTST op alla 


aU dif 4 Ta 
Tenn Aas, 
a 


nd his life a Sa 


eeeneengs pi § 


prowess - 


Naa, 

fave garouiel pate gah eff 
VWRnO WA 

Aa, HY Auld, * 

8. 


7 will lead to heaven. 


ap nie Sees 


O Bharata Sesceal ant!I Hive Hee my time 


killing too many men on the field of battle. 


15 If you wish me well, 
kill me. 


Position the Babeeles and Srytjayas with Arjuna in front of you, 


and kill me.’ 
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The Mahabharata of Vyasa (VI: 115 | 16 - 24) 15 
16 Convinced that this was Bhisma’s desire, 
alanine ae cecing (3 3ja Yudhisthira stationed the Sripjayas i in front 


at and attacked Bhisma. 
~ ¢ e 


Acting on the suggestion of Bhigma, 0 vata , 
p 2a Brn Dhrstadyumna and [Yudhisthira 
oa ie commanded ape forces ; 


18 “Advance ! 3d S re | <4 yeysq Ui 2H AHA 


Fight ! Ta | 
Defeat Bhisma ! = dl UCU 
ea ti You will be covered Ree TT _ 


the a never-failing hero. 


OW man of { 
Our general, rei edyumns, e / 
mu support. 
rd your fear of Bhisma ! &® 


AT fe. He 
Zig, ay Fu: 
Sf afreat Farooq; sere nn 
SRSA THA AT 


ittacked Bhisma, 


; Z yi ’ 
MUA CLIULLIR Cosa w.ehandin and Arjuna ManaX, 
were at the army’s head. 


Mes. Ordered by your son Du % ace , ies ae 
f different lands 


Ay x41: marched to battle, accompanied by a 
ae sey and | Raval amaATs, 


i] aoe 0 s 
24 Your bik itty accomplished son DubSasana, 


with the assistance 
of his brothers, formed a protective ring 
round Bhisma. 


oe BACH Cae Urata ABN 


16 


JS 


36 


a7 


58 
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EVE: 117 [55 ~59} The P. Lal Transcreation 


Elephants and chariot-heroes . 
toppled 
Chartots lay on the field 
wheels smashed 
yokes splintered’ 
flags shredded 


The battlefield 
bloodied _ 
with gore of elephants 


and horses . , oO 

and chariot-heroes “EAT a mG us] 
was as beautiful 

as an autumn sky aed : : 

flecked with red a TP lg | jC RIG 


sunset clouds 


Dogs 
crows 
vultures 
wolves 
jackals 
and other beasts 
screamed. in pleasure 
seeing the feast 
in front of them 


Raksasas 
and spirits 
screeched 
and howled 
Various winds. . 
™~ blew 
from all directions 


Gold necklaces 
unclaimed 
on the ground: 
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Weld A gtAlid GdaisdA AHeifei/_/ 
YAld| Habyed eel ATT PCT: I 


The Mahabharata of Vyasa (VI: 117 | 60 - 64] ? 


[Maha- Expensive flags 
tattered 
fluttering faintly 
with each stray gust a 


60 White umbrellas sdavypan CCT 
thousands of them — 
And maha-chariot-heroes Id st | LA FEI Rei! . | 
thousands of them _ 
With their flags fysioi : HARA UAI 
Cc 


thousands of them 


scattered Brags af ees) i} 


on the field 


61 Huge elephants 
with war-flags waving 
wandering in a daze 
Ksatriyas 
"with maces 
sHakti-missiles 
and bows 


62 Lying on the ground cya ag Gg FOr 


as far as the eye could see. ... 


Then, maharaja, yy 
Bhisma invoked his divine weapons 


63 And, in front of all the assembled 
bowmén, attacked Keunleye - 
Arjuna. Sikhandin in heavy armour 
confronted him. 


64 Immediately Bhisma withdrew his 
fire-missile. Meanwhile, O as 
the huivd Pandan bachhe Z 
¢ = 5 ae } 
white-Rased SvetavahanaArjuna, 
eluding Bhisma, started decimating 
oun Kaurava army. 


i hes, 
APG uregar Wat_ AYA: Hdddled +! 
Area da aajagere trang! 


MAHABHARATA VOL 132 NOVEMBER 1979 

CET PRT Hg YET bid TH ET 

Dpr SHAG cd 7 Fer I 
(VI: 119 | 36-42] The P. Lal Transereation 

35 He gave me Cwe boons: secf- wild Jeath, 

and unslayabite le tn battle. 
i think the ime has come 4 Tee lef, ahi S an 
to will my death. 
CCL mi bab 
Realising that power ul Bhisma 


apa M Mf abla] STATA. 
had made up his mind, 
Smee Wace { in the sky 


sata hes Je lem did 


A | 
MIATA, 
Cy 
~_ bt % 
Td LHTg, ay tar ala, glare. 
i TERIA | 
o asing 
Oe DY (cians I/ gp 
oe Divine 


wndubfacr drums 
pmnoup nM 


r particles 


Bic O kK OAS a [ 
sounded 6) Sines abeslivin 
Flowers mMonarck | 
rained : 
on Bhisma Sa 
'@) ened ees 
40 ca The celestial voree: —— 
was heard by nene — 
hut maha - wuscled Bhisma and me 
(tHavugh MUNL Vy a; c's ye Staal grace). 
4] O Lad of, the wata | Tak Bhisma, 
beloved of the Woarkds, 
was willing his own death, created woha Baeve 
among the gods 
$2 Hearing the words af the gods 
Y/ Santanu’s son ae 


@ 


TATA HidaA_ at Wagar TT | 


td dhe warard Hi ay were | 
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The Mahabharata of Vyasa (V1: 119 { 43 - 49] 15 


perfoimer of moha-tipesya, . 
refrained from Asceing Aung, Bi se 7 


43 Though Arjuna harassed him 
with armour-piercing arrows. 
Te was theu, maharaj , 


,. C 
ttreok the Bharata Pita matn hy Sckhan oun 
if \Weo gmevenoby wounded ta the chest 


with nine sharp arrows. 
Though assailed by the arrows, 


the Pitameha of, the iarwrtavas 


45 Remained]as firm asa hill } moahcraya, i 
in an earthquake tremor. 
Smiling, and pulling taut ez 
his Gandiva-bow, Bribhotsu 
Drea but Seed. Sow 
46 pArjuna fired a voiley 


of twentyfive arrows ok G angeya- Bhisma. 
The na another burst of & Aundaedl arrows. 
Damar aya - Anjum 
Sirned 
47 


a Arrows that penetrated 
Bhisma’s vital parts. 


wrens rs / Other | wounded Bhisma with ) 


Ou nee 
hundreds of shafts, 


43 But[Bhismia baffled them ynaha- oud ey 
with his own counter-shower, 
Thntly vatiank Bkisma Achulsed 
He UA ows of “tu's cetackers 
49 Wife volley upon Vo Clery 
1 ote shorp ne Ked arows. 


The goitd-winged, stone-sharpened arrows 


yroha-heurct- hero ag fired 
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50 [VI : 122 | 33-28) The P. Lal Transcreation 


33 My mind is made up : 5 wie froht. 
Tate! Robectea me y 
hat being so, favour me 


with your permission. OG, si Wal HAY! 
(a 


O Valvant hpro! 
$ mced your bassin Y fr'g hk. ATL 


ct 34 Also, favour me with your forgiveness Para sr aby 


c if I have spoken any harsh word 
oe Pee | against you, 
if I have harmed you deliberately 
or carelessly.” 


bo) Bhisma said : p\ (hee a 7 
“If you cannot cast off dLH dg S: 12 VI Ag 
this terrible hatred ~“ = 


of the Pandavas, 
very well, then : you have my permission, Karna ° 


Fight, hoping for heaven. 
— Yeytd CaTrpresyyy 


36 Carry out your orders, 
without anger or malice ; 
do the best you can, Ur Sl tth aa 


employ all your sHakti, 


consistent with your i Ne Sut! P on ml tI 
sai d al q AA Alef 
37 You have my permission. cS ‘3 


May you attain what you seek to attain. 

With/Arjuna as agent, 

you will achieve the realm 

that is the reward 

of a Ksatriya who follows his dharma. 
Your ahanwkava-~ 

38 But discard arrogance. _ 


Rely on your own power and skill — 
and fight ! 


we CAH Att ufeem el cartes I 
AMT Aa arE a La AGI 


Dhenoi aya / 
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fies Uk 
2 
Jp 
3| 
; 
she 
P a“ 
G 
N 
g 
— 


What is more desirable to a Ksatriya 
than a war of dharma ? 


maha 
39 I tried hard and long cumgh 
to bring about peace. 
I have failed. 
This is the truth, Karna.” 


40 Ganga’s son Bhisma said this. saat Samy aya) : 
Radha’s son Karna honoured him, 
mounted his chariot, 
( and galloped off to the tent 
al 


of your son Duryodhana. 


oN [\ \ v 
Baad TU Magen qxay a/ 


era ReATR SA qa. 4 Bat Te I 


TUK rec re amar yerai We : | 


_ reg 1S OTe PeN STA _ GT 
a . a faara 
ri 


Sections 119 - 122 

of the Bhisma Parva 

af the holy Mahébharata 
and here. 


ERECT toy 


VOLUME III : THE VANA PARVA 
James Chapman sends the following list of corrections 
required in the Vana Parva. His list for the Adi and 
Sabha was appended in the Vana Parva (pp. 1157-1160). 


VANA PARVA 
Page Line Read Page Line Read 
[Preface p 6, 4th-from-last line] 434 52 realms. 
truimph triumph 441 114 [delete extra space between 
14 8 venison “his” and “pilgrimage” 
30 58 your 441 114 defect-removing 
4] 12. From 442 118 recites 
54 37 care 448 117 Ksatriya-hood, saying 
27 23 please 460 21 maha-expert 
58 30 murdered 461 23  foe-chastiser 
65 16  In-seeing 473, 21 addition 
80 10 © son, 478 4 angered 
86 3 cremation 515 48 pained 
87 14 among-rajas 519 11 poisonous 
106 11 guessed 528 42  loved-and-loving 
125 13 inexhaustible 561 14 — urinates 
127 Siete! 567 28 will defeat 
130 34 Dmpada’s daughter 572 18 enquire 
138° 32> ne 587 46 — sun-radiant 
141 1 Ordainer 595 21  finest-of men 
144 23 performing 602 4 were 
154 30 responsible 606 3 and said 
162 34 he discards 633 14 [delete extra space 
189 1S traits between “victorious Yama”] 
191.30 dheds 635 12 princess 
262 4 giver 636 18 princess 
300 98 ascetics 639 12  wolf-waisted 
311 62 he 647 57 chaos raising 
3122 Profusely 658 43 as guests 
374 8 “I will tell [this quotation 661 9 she longed for 
mark is never closed] 661 12 stopped in inability 
374 14 Bhisma 663 26 scampering away, 
380 66  foe-crushing 663 32 gone 
381 75 Maha-learned 669 86  hesmiled 
398 98 sesame 681 34 Kesava-Krishna assumes 
405 164 gods 701 5 ashrams 
420 91 [delete extra space after 710 61 deafening 
“bull-bannered”| 712. 13 overcoming 
431 23 {delete space after “wrong-”| 719 98 Canbe 
432 30 recites 722 21 vantage of this 


Page 
743 
75] 
756 
765 
766 
a2 
785 
820 
824 
831 
84] 
850 
878 
905 
914 
O27 
a2? 
931 
930 
938 
947 
Se) 
961 
964 
97) 
97] 
372 
oe) 
989 


039 

996 

1003 
1006 
1008 
1009 
1051 
1053 
1053 
1054 
1057 
1058 
1059 
1064 
1070 
1082 
1088 
12 
BG 


Read 


you destroy 
lightning, [comma] 
Pandavas 

test 

yoked 

heaps 
Brahma 
honour 

It 

When your 
young 

many 

serpents 
horripilating 
up my mind 
horses 

naked 
whether 

by means of 
changed 
many 

Visnu, 

not injure 
venison 

evil 

Men 

superiors 
enormous 
sound, touch, form, and 
taste 

moving and unmoving 
Forgiveness 
one.” 

sOrrow 

bide 

favoured Angiras 
them.” 
foetuses. 

wine 
sacrifices, 
Uma’s yoni 

as the 

[delete dash] 
antigods!” 
Devoted 

will rule 

be squandered 
weapons. 
Samyas. 


Page Line Read 

1123 6 them 

11229 1 Your — 

1130 9 Prosper! 

11313 way? 

1142 2) Bhisma 

1145 19 — east, west 

1145 20 overcame 

1152. 16 Suyodhana-Duryodhana 

1163 10  ~ drona of 

1192 15  chastising 

1201 12 _ intelligent, 

1202 16 raja [delete-to] 

1202 18 Righteous 

1202 18 rather than 

1215 49 firefly 

1217 70 manifestation 

1227, [add space after 
“Bhagavan!’| 

1237 17 ‘into a deer 

1239 37 = Sita 

1246 4 infirmities 

1251 54 consoled 

1253 73 reunion 

1259 21 Sugriva speak 

1260 26 Sugriva, 

1263 55 inspired 

1265 70  oneeye 

1270 41 artificer 

1273 17 ~— anger 

1274 25 ~~ radish 

127355 dwellers 

1281 19 smashed 

1290 30 Ifyou 

1298 32 Scoundrel 

1302 65 he had 

1319 27 her asking 

1324 34 god who is 

1347, 10 when you 

1353 25 lineage 

1378 6 vowed 

1384 46 glimpse 

1392 66 Amrta 

1394 75 wasted?” 

1395 84  Ssraddha is dead. 

1397 98 — thinker 

1397 98 isa fool. 

1398 110 character. 

1398 111 he who, with controlled senses, 

1399 116 Yama. 

1419 6 auspices 
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VOLUMES IV : THE VIRATA PARVA 
‘Once again, I am deeply grateful to James 
Chapman for his meticulous attention to the printed 
text of my transcreation of the Virata Parva. 


VIRATA PARVA 


Page Line Read 


7 dedication & Barbara 

7 dedication [no period] 
brooks 

14 21 — single-handed 

32. 20 Durga [line 2] 

43 20 _loveliest-ever 

44 25  beautiful-creature 

46 5 my name 

47 12 Raja-of-the Kurus 

61 20 between 

64 52. pure-minded 

67 5 evilly. 

78 56 ~ self 

84 108 lost in 

86 123 never-defeated 

97 13 cast into 

130.3 countryside, 

130 4 oppressor; 

149 19 [no period] 

150 21 armour 

154 18 _ tactics 

159 28 [no period] 

160 31 finished. 

168 15 charging. 

183 61 his bow 

185 15 Radha 

197 8 taut 

211 20 The sky 

Zl eZ degrading 

217 23 Gandiva-bow 

223 24) fall 


Page 


225 
229 
22a 
235 
248 
250 
257, 
209 
PISS) 
266 
268 
209 
281 
282 
283 
230 
288 
290 
740) 
291 
208 
305 
307 
310 
JU! 
314 
314 


406 


Line Read 


13. southern 

16 acting on 

16 = gold-caparisoned 
19 far too 

8 other gunas 

25 Sadhu! Sadhu! 

12. maha-powerful 


1 to drag 

10 pompous 

39 that 

16 ‘Terror-stricken 
YD) Arrows 

8 Kauravas. 

11 = delete “sed” 
18 until he 

30 __ to their abode 
24 tothe 

13. fourfold 

18 events 

21 has 

38 you 

19 panegyric 

31 respectfully 
24 ~ ten 


31 enchantingly 
transliteration: Guttural 
transliteration: [Guttural-Palatal 
and Guttural-Labial devanagari 
characters shifted over by 1 column] 
12 odious 


~CRECTe ‘Om | 


VOLUMES V : THE UDYOGA PARVA 
To James Chapman again, my deepest gratitude 


for lynx-eyed spotting of the following typos. 


UDYOGA PARVA 


Line Read 

9 his 

ll savvy 

17 spoken 

24 ~~ let 

4 immaterial 

5 what 

6 Dhrtarastra rejects 

4 Duryodhana 

6 our 

19 will 

1 entrancing 

18 power over 

4 me!” 

6 smiling 

10 ted it 

33 lustrous 

14 horrendous 
Energiser 
guardians. 
dharma. 


No ee 
a la eS 


Noo ON Nw 
meh > 


three-worlds’ 
even Vasava 
bowstring 

black 

war for 
Abandoning 
Dhananjaya Arjuna 
regards. 

acrimony 
artha-and-dharma 
actions 

kama 

anger, greed 
house 
adversity-stricken 
an 

helpers 

it should 


Page 


158 
159 
160 
160 
163 
178 

182 
198 
202 
202 
208 
215 

224 
226 
Ue 
235 
236 
236 
241 

245 
YS, 
283 
316 
326 
345 
351 

352 
354 
359 
375 

380 
380 
386 
387 
593 
397 
406 
406 


Line Read 

24 hands 

40 cows 

43 plans 

46 holy 

74 free. 

30 ___ ill-charactered 
57 futile 

23 praiseworthy 
9 where 

be presence 

62 oppress 

24 appetite 

37 is worse 

5 fledged 

54 outside (line 8) 
5 o Brahmin 

15 gift. 

15 brahmacarya’s 
9 that proceed 
13 in-breath 

35 chariot 

33 ~—s wolf 

20 For maha-doom 
15 his 

3 bull-brave 

52  adharma 

54 ~~ dog eats 

54 = itsown 

19 in front of 

8 charioteer’s 

5 Dhrtarastra’s 

8 this 

8 Krishna, 

23 ~blow 

1 heavily-armed 
3 marvellous 

2 maha powerful 
4 


townspeople 
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Page 


406 
408 
41] 

412 
413 

415 

415 

419 
431 
439 
442 
446 
449 
450 
451 
454 
455 


461 
464 
488 
489 
518 
521 
025 
526 
533 
546 
549 
J00 
560 
560 
G7) 


Line 


6 

20 
24 
30 
44 
55 
58 
90 
vy, 
5) 

31 
62 
26 
40 
50 
17 


Read 


To 

gift, offerings. 
Siva’s, 
self-discipline 
she left 
Kunti 

other sorrows 
grief 

man 
dynasties 
chariot 

sons 
prepared 
greater. 
Pandavas. 
failed 


Varuna 


Yet they 

Sea-of-milk 
thousand-footed 
siddhas 

raja Yayati 

kama 

kama 

{extra space after Not] 
their 

kama 

[extra space after “with” 
Kegava 

rajas 

powerlessness. 
kingdom 


Page 


053 
583 
584 
589 
095 
Os) 
O98 
608 
619 
626 
649 


652 
652 
656 
658 
659 
677 
686 
698 
699 
629 
711 

726 
726 
731 

732 
745 
779 
790 
818 
822 
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Line Read 

14 say this to 

17 hurt me, 

29 ‘ Purusottama-Krishna 

8 good advice 

6 oozed 

13. pursued my 

36 priests 

42 (had 

26 ~—s ruined 

36 Dharma’sson 

27 [extra space bet. “of” & 
“Pandu’”] 

22 for every elephant 

22 for every horse 

28 — cirmsoned 

6 Yudhisthira [fix double ,,] 

15  Dhananjaya 

84  Humiliated 

32 his hair 

28 you boast 

33 blood on 

34 doom of 

14 leader 

27 ~_— and [delete] 

27. ~— asa [delete a] 

20 ~—sibrave 

6 husband 

2 take 

1] an 

13. change 

11 = alongside 

throughout [Guttural] 


8) 


THE STORY’S THE THING 


Pradip Bhattacharya 
a 


The Mahabharata of Vyasa Books 7 and 2: 

The Complete Adi and Sabha Parvas 
transcreated from Sanskrit by P. Lal, 
WRITERS WORKSHOP, Kolkata, 2005, 
pp. 1218 and 499. Rs 1200 and Rs 600 (hardback), 
Rs 800 and Rs 500 (flexiback). 


(A special numbered-and-signed edition has original hand- 

painted frontispieces by a patua-artist of Jagannatha temple, 

thematically appropriate for each volume) 
“Shells were exploding over Leningrad. Enemy bombs 
were falling on the streets stirring up clouds of dust. On 
one of those spring days during the siege, Sanscrit language 
was being heard in the building of the Academy of Sciences 
on the Neva River embankment, in a room overlooking 
the side that was safer during the artillery strikes. First, in 
the original, and then in translation, Vladimir Kalyanov, 
a specialist on India, was reading Mahabharata, a 
wonderful monument of Indian literature, to his 
colleagues, who remained in the besieged city. He had 
started the translation before the war. He translated during 
the hard winter of 1941, with no light, no fuel and no bread 
in the city. Two volumes of books—one published in 
Bombay and the other in Calcutta—were lying on the table 
in the room. In the dim light of a wick lamp, he was 
comparing these two editions of Mahabharata, trying to 
find the best and the most accurate translation of the 
Sanscrit into Russian...The translation of the Indian epic 
into Russian was never interrupted.”! 

What is it in this epic-of-epics, eight times larger than the 
Iliad and the Odyssey combined—denounced as “a literary 
monster” by Winternitz, and as “monstrous chaos” by 
Oldenberg—that appeals so irresistibly to the modern man in 
search of his soul, when the audience for which it was composed— 


896 


the enthroned monarch and the forest-dwelling sage—has long 
sunk into the dark backward and abysm of time? Vyasa, master 
raconteur, weaves together a bewildering skein of threads to create 
a many-splendoured web from which there was no escape for 
the listener of those days and there is none even for the reader of 
today. The thousands of years that separate us from Vyasa have 
not, surprisingly, dimmed the magic of his art that had entranced 
Janamejaya and Shaunaka. 

We find here a storyteller par excellence laying bare, at times 
quite pitilessly, the existential predicament of man in the universe. 
If, later in the epic, Vyasa shows us what man has made of man, 
here, in the very first book, he plumbs the depths of the 
humiliatingly petty pre-occupations of the Creator’s noblest 
creation. Indeed, the dilemmas the characters find themselves 
enmeshed in cannot even be glorified as ‘tragic’. Perhaps, that is 
why we find the epic so fascinating—for, how many of us are cast 
in the heroic mould? We do not have to strain the imagination to 
reach out and identify with Yayati or Shantanu. We need no 
willing suspension of disbelief to understand why the Brahmin 
Drona should sell his knowledge to the highest bidder, or why 
Drupada does not protest too much when his daughter is parcelled 
out among five brothers who had routed him in a skirmish. 
Passions do, indeed, spin the plot and we are betrayed by what is 
false within. Then, as now, there is no need to look for a villain 
manoeuvring without. 

If we resonate in empathy with the sense of tears in human 
things, we also thrill with joy on meeting the indomitable spirit 
of woman in an epic that many misconceive as celebrating a male 
chauvinist outlook. Whether it is Shakuntala proudly asserting 
her integrity and berating the mean-minded Dushyanta in open 
court; or Devayani demanding that Kacha return her love and 
imperiously brushing aside a lust-crazed husband; or Kunti 
refusing to pervert herself into a mindless son-producing womb 
to gratify the twisted desires of a frustrated husband—time and 
again it is woman standingorth in all the splendour of her spirited 
autonomy as a complete human being that rivets our attention 
and evokes our admiration. 

This transcreation by Dr. P. Lal — Padma Shri awardee, 
Jawaharlal Nehru Fellow and Mircea Eliade Professor—allows the 
epic to grow on the reader through 19 chapters without any critical 
paraphernalia, for “the story’s the thing, catching conscience of 
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commoner and king” as he writes so perceptively. A companion 
volume contains the individual prefaces, notes and glossaries to 
the 26 fascicules of the original edition. This is the only English 
rendering that follows the Sanskrit text of the epic verse by verse 
as it is current today (the “vulgate”) in all the recensions —“the 
full ragbag version” as he puts it—eschewing the not very 
consistent text of the Critical Edition that J.A-B. van Buitenen 
translates with its numerous excisions. Unlike the 19" century 
translators K.M. Ganguli and M.N. Dutt, Lal neither omits sexual 
passages “for obvious reasons”, nor Latinises them. It is also the 
sole translation that is a transcreation, consciously aiming at 
providing a sense of the original by effortlessly shifting from 
lyrical verse to trenchant prose as Vyasa’s text demands, while 
preserving the Sanskrit ethos. It is a transcreation that is, above 
all, meant to be heard. After all, that is what the hermits in the 
Naimisha forest were doing. Lal himself has been giving public 
readings of his transcreation every Sunday from October 1999, 
bringing home the oral and aural quality of the epic. How true 
are Vyasa’s prophetic words in the Adivamsdvatarana (“Down- 
comings”) chapter: 
“What is in this epic 
on Dharma, Artha, Kama, Moksha, 
may be elsewhere. 
What is not in this epic, 
is nowhere else... 
It is recited in the present, 
it will be recited in the future.” 

We are not brought up short by jarring medieval turns of 
phrase that are anything but Vyasa as with van Buitenen’s 
“barons”, “serfs”, “chivalry” and the like, nor have we to stumble 
over the archaic Victorian prose of Ganguli and Dutt. Mahaimé, 
pranama, namaskdra, ashrama and similar words, redolent with 
the flavour of Bharatavarsha’s air and earth and water, abound. 
The opening verses describing Creation are some of the most 
majestic compositions of all time, transcreated with biblical and 
Rigvedic reverberations: 

“At first, there was no light, 
no radiance, only darkness; 
then was born the egg of Brahma, 
exhaustless and mighty seed of life... 
Lal’s verse rendering is far better than any of the translations 
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so far; terse yet poetically evocative and mellifluous: 
“She stood, a black- 
eyed beauty on the hill-top, 
statuesque, 
like a golden girl. 
The hill, its creepers, 
its bushes, all flamed 
With the golden beauty 
of the golden girl.” 

Tapati is another Cleopatra indeed in Chitraratha-Enobarbus’ 
glowing description which is immeasurably superior to the 
Ganguli and van Buitenen prosaic translations. Or take the 
unconventional “rakshasan” rhythm he adopts for Hidimb’s 
slavering monologue where one feels as if Vyasa were writing in 
English itself; so natural, unforced and appropriate is the 
transcreation: 

“My favourite 
Food! 

My mouth 
Waters... 
My sharp 
Eight teeth 
Will bite 
Delicious 
Meat. 

Pll crunch 
The throat 
And veins, 
And drink 
Hot 

Fresh 
Bubbly 
Blood.” 

The Astika chapter has Vyasa at his best as the weaver of tales: 
stories spring from within one another in delightful succession 
till the parva becomes a veritable Chinese box of unending 
surprises with Sauti the raconteur weaving a magic web 
spellbinding his audience. 

James Fitzgerald, the translator of the critical text of the Stri 
and Shanti parvas published in 2004 makes an extremely 
important point about the epic: 
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“The Mahabharata argued for a cultural revolution that 
was historically successful in several important ways...I 
have come to see the Mahabharata not simply as an 
ancient monument of bygone times. Many themes and 
motifs in this epic require consideration by the thoughtful 
people of all kinds today, whether they are particularly 
interested in India and its history or not.” 

Looking back at the Adi parva, a multitude of salient features— 
thematic, stylistic and eschatological—swim into one’s ken. Here 
we get to know that the epic has three beginnings: “Some read 
the Mahabharata from the first mantra, others begin with the story 
of Astika; others begin with Uparichara.” There is the recurrent 
motif of Lust in Action with its attendant Quest for Immortality. 
Initially, they emerge as two separate themes in the Churning- 
of-the-Ocean and the Kacha-Devayani episodes, which coalesce 
in the existentially tragic figure of Yayati. Yayati, inheriting the 
taint of lust from his father Nahusha, sums up in himself the 
entire experience of the self-destructive poison of lust, with its 
initial violence of sensual orgiastic bliss, seeking in vain to gorge 
itself to satiation until the body is worn out. Yet, the flames of 
desire continue to lick the spirit into fresh agonies of torment, 
forcing Yayati into the very apotheosis of lust in replacing his 
worn-out senses by the vibrantly youthful body of his son, only 
to discover that lust is insatiable. Yayati’s life, indeed, is an 
interesting study in hubris that culminates in a veritable peripeteia 
as he is flung down from Heaven in a total reversal of situation, 
till he who prided himself on being the most generous in the 
giving of gifts (he even gifted away his daughter to earn 
unprecedented merit) is forced to accept gifts from his own 
grandchildren to win back his place in Svarga. Unfortunately, 
this blood-taint follows his dynasty as its nemesis, virtually wiping 
it out. It kills Pandu. The Pandavas are his foster-children by 
unknown surrogates, veritable parvenus aspiring to the ancestral 
throne. 

Yet another pattern is that of the disqualified eldest son 
beginning, again, with Yayati whose elder brother Yati becomes 
a sage. Of Yayati’s five sons it is the youngest, Puru, who becomes 
the dynast. Next it is Riksha, Ajamidha’s youngest son, who 
founds the Hastinapura dynasty. Of Pratipa’s sons, the Brahmins 
challenge Devapi’s right to the throne because of his skin-disease. 
Like Puru, the youngest son Shantanu becomes king of 
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Hastinapura. Instead of Devavrata, Shantanu’s eldest son, it is 
the youngest, Vichitravirya, who becomes king. 

At this stage, the theme of the disqualified eldest is interwoven 
with an interesting set of parallels: Bhishma-Vyasa and Satyavati- 
Kunti. Both Bhishma and Vyasa are born of Ganga and Satyavati 
respectively before the dynastically crucial Shantanu-Satyavati 
marriage. Both are unmarried and deeply involved with the 
Kurus, one as protector, the other as surrogate-dynast. Kunti, 
like her grandmother-in-law, has a pre-marital son who disappears 
immediately after birth. Here the Parallelism dovetails into the 
Pattern, for Karna, the eldest Kaunteya, cannot inherit because 
of his illegitimacy. In relation to the Pandavas, he stands much in 
the same relationship as Bhishma to the Shantvanas. The parallel 
is stressed deliberately in the repeated confrontations between 
the two, culminating in Karna’s Achilles-like sulking in his tent 
so long as Bhishma leads the armies. All the eight Pandava sons 
are killed and Kunti’s dynasty continues only through Parikshit, 
Arjuna’s grandson via his junior wife Subhadra, a Yadava, thereby 
restoring the throne to the line of Yadu, Yayati’s eldest disinherited 
son. 

An allied motif is the difficulty in begetting successors. 
Beginning with Bharata who had to adopt Bharadvaja, it recurs 
with Shantanu who deliberately discards the eminently eligible 
Devavrata only to have his eldest son by Satyavati die 
prematurely, followed by the death of his second son Vichitravirya 
also without any heirs. The engendering of Dhritarashtra and 
Pandu is itself a traumatic affair and both are physically challenged. 
Pandu, cursed to die in intercourse, cannot beget children. 
Gandhari aborts her inordinately long pregnancy out of sheer 
frustration. The Pandavas lose all their sons. Their grandson 
Parikshit, while in Uttara’s womb, is mortally wounded by 
Ashvatthama and has to be revived by Krishna, just as Gandhari’s 
aborted foetus is saved by Krishna-Dvaipayana-Vyasa. 

From the stylistic view-point, there are such highlights as the 
all-prose Paushya parvaand the dynastic account after Samvarana- 
Tapati; the story of Yayati almost wholly in dialogue-form, and 
the majestic Vedic chants in the Paushya, Pauloma and 
Khéndavadahana parvas, all addressed to Agni, the mystic fire of 
the Rig Veda. The Vyasan technique—or perhaps the raconteur 
Sauti’s—is to weave in skilled unmindfulness: present the pith of 
the matter first, allowing details to be drawn out gradually through 
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answers to questions skilfully interposed at critical stages of the 
narrative. It is not only the professional bards, Sauti et. a, who 
recite the epic, but also Brahmins such as Lomasha, Markandeya 
and, of course, Vaishampayana. It is not, as van Buitenen argues, 
that the baronial-bardic lore was giving way to a tradition of 
wandering reciters of brahminic lore. After all, Vaishampayana 
recited the epic before it was picked up by Sauti. 

The Adi parva, carries Vedic mythology on to a new stage 
where Indra has been reduced just to being king of the gods, 
worsted by the bird Garuda and the men Krishna and Arjuna, 
powerless to protect Takshaka who seeks sanctuary, paying the 
price of arrogance by being imprisoned in a cave by Shiva and 
forced to incarnate on earth. He is no longer the mighty rescuer 
of the celestial herds stolen by the Panis, riving open Vritra or 
Vala to release the celestial streams of light. Even Vishnu does 
not play much of a role here, the accent having shifted to a new 
duo of divine sages: Nara and Narayana. By identifying Krishna 
and Arjuna with them, beginning with the invocatory verses, the 
new myth is given more ‘body’ and appeals more powerfully to 
the popular imagination. As the epic unfolds, it reveals more 
and more of an infusion of a devotional strain orientated towards 
Shiva and Krishna, particularly in the discourses of Bhishma lying 
on his bed of arrows. The day of Vedic Indra, Agni and Varuna 
is past and the puranik Shiva-Vishnu rivalry is implied through 
the strenuous attempts to make each extol the greatness of the 
other in the Anushasana and Shanti parvas. 

How does the Adi Parva leave us where the story of the 
Kurukshetra War and the Pandava-Kaurava conflict are 
concerned? The seeds of the fratricidal feud are sown during the 
childhood sports, culminating in the lacquer-house episode. In 
the meantime, a new figure has been introduced: Karna, who 
will figure prominently in the coming feud. The Drona-inspired 
attack on Drupada has laid the basis of a deep hatred of the Kurus 
in the defeated king that moves him to seek alliance with the 
Pandavas as a counterpoise against the Dhartarashtras and Drona. 
The intervening period, occupied by the Hidimba, Chitraratha 
and Baka episodes, is the training ground for the future inheritors 
of the Kuru kingdom. Simultaneously, these events help to span 
the time-gap and convey the sense of the long duration of the 
exile. The marriage with Draupadi and the coming of Krishna 
provide the Panchala-Vrishni-Pandava triangular set-up to oppose 
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the Kurus at Hastinapura even more effectively with the 
establishment of a new kingdom at Khandavaprastha on the 
Yamuna facing Hastinapura on the Ganga. 

The next book of the epic, Sabha Parva, is concerned with 
these two capitals and their two Halls of Kings. Vaishampayana 
has told Janamejaya that the story of his ancestors is concerned 
with division and loss, battle and restoration. In the Sabha Parva 
the narrative moves swiftly from the Pandavas’ escape from 
Duryodhana’s death-dealing moves to their restoration as heirs 
to the kingdom through the winning of the Panchala princess 
Draupadi in a contest of skill. Draupadi emerges gratuitously at 
the end of a sacrificial rite performed to wreak vengeance, like 
the kritya sent by the Kashi prince against Krishna to avenge his 
father’s death and the fritya invoked by demons to bring them 
the suicidal Duryodhana to restore his morale. Yajnaseni also 
resembles the blue and red (nilalohita) kritya of the Rigand Atharva 
Vedas. Like Janamejaya’s serpent-holocaust ritual performed by 
priests in black robes, the rite draws on non-shrauta tradition, a 
departure from the normal sacred sacrifice and partakes of the 
nature of abhichara (black-magic), death-dealing, because of which 
Upayaja, whom Drupada approaches first, refuses to perform it. 
Here, too, there is a resemblance with Kunti because Durvasa’s 
boon is described as abhichara samyuktam...varam mantragramam, 
invocations linked to black magic. In particular, it is linked to 
Yudhishthira’s birth. Pandu specifically urges Kunti to summon 
Dharma with abhichara rites, upacharabhicharabhyam. 

Draupadi’s emergence is an unintended bonus for Drupada 
who performed the rite for obtaining a son to kill Drona. Her 
birth is accompanied by a skiey announcement that this lovely 
dark (Krishnaa) lady will destroy all Kshatriyas. Therefore, she 
appears to fulfil not Drupada’s purpose but that of the gods 
responding to the Earth’s anguished prayer to lighten her burden 
of oppressive Kshatriyas. Significantly, despite being aware of 
this announcement —or being conscious of it-the gods- 
engendered Pandavas wed her and destroy the Kauravas whose 
birth is entirely human. Her marriage to the son of Yama-Dharma, 
Yudhishthira, reinforces her ominous links with death. Her very 
first appearance is as a mysterious femme fatale in the context of a 
twelve year sacrifice that Yama, the god of death, performs on 
the banks of the Ganga, during which there is no death in the 
world. In Ganga’s waters her tears turn into golden lotuses that 
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attract Indra whom she leads into a nether-world like cave where 
four other Indras lie imprisoned for rebirth as the Pandavas.° 
Like Athena springing cap a pie out of Zeus’ head and Durga 
taking shape from the combined fury of the gods, Yajnaseni 
emerges in the bloom of youth from the fire-altar, which is 
repeatedly cited as a simile for her hour-glass figure. Her 
manifestation does not require the matrix of a human womb, 
ignoring the absence of Drupada’s queen who does not respond 
to the priest’s summons as her make-up is unfinished. “Panchali”, 
as she is called when she first appears, is pregnant with double 
meaning: “of Panchala” and “puppet”. This presages how she 
lives her entire life, acting out not just her father’s vengeful 
obsession, but as an instrument of the gods to bring death back 
to the world, which had halted during Yama’s yajna on the banks 
of the Ganga. 
As the only kanya whose appearance is described in detail, 
the description is worth noting: 
“eye-ravishing Panchali, 
black-and-smiling-eyed... 
Dark-skinned Panchaili, 
Lotus-eyed lady, 
Wavy-haired Panchali 
Hair like dark blue clouds, 
Shining coppery carved nails, 
Soft eye-lashes, 
Swelling breasts and 
Shapely thighs... 
Blue lotus 
Fragrance for a full krosha 
Flowed from her body... 
Neither short 
nor tall, neither dark nor pale, 
with wavy dark-blue hair, 
eyes like autumn-lotus leaves, 
fragrant like the lotus... 
extraordinarily accomplished, 
soft-spoken and gentle... 
She is the last to sleep, 
the first to wake 
even earlier than the early-rising 
cowherds and shepherds. 
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Her sweat-bathed face is lovely, 

like the lotus, like 

the jasmine; slim-waisted like 

the middle of the sacred 

vedi, long-haired, pink-lipped, 

and smooth-skinned.” (1.169.44-46, II.65.33-37) 

Vyasa categorically states that the creator had so fashioned 
her that her loveliness surpassed that of all women (reminiscent 
of Valmiki on Ahalya) and enchanted everyone. The South Indian 
cult of Draupadi sculpts her holding a closed lotus bud 
symbolising virginity, as opposed to the open lotus of fertility 
Subhadra holds. “The parrot symbolizing the principle of desire,” 
writes Archna Sahni, “is poised atop the bud to tease it open, so 
as to begin creation. Draupadi, carrying the two interdependent 
and interactive symbols of desire and creation is none other than 
the goddess as the genetrix of all things.”® The kings in the 
svayamvara hall are described as so tormented by the arrows of 
desire (kandarpabanabhinipiditangah) that even friends hated each 
other ([.186.5). When the brothers look upon her in the potter’s 
hut, they all loose their hearts to her. Noticing this, Yudhishthira 
recalls Vyasa’s prophecy and announces that she will be their 
common wife (I.190.12-14). Kunti’s announcement is by no means 
fortuitous. It is carefully planned. We tend to overlook the fact 
that Yudhishthira and the twins are already with her when Arjuna 
and Bhima return with Draupadi from the svayamvara sabha. Kunti 
is desperately keen that her words do not prove to be false. Vyasa 
turns up at the right moment to persuade the reluctant Drupada 
that having five husbands is pre-ordained for Draupadi. 

Dark like Gandhakali, hence named Krishna, and gifted with 
blue-lotus fragrance wafting for a full krosha like Yojanagandha, 
she “knows”—like her mother-in-law Kunti and great 
grandmother-in-law Gandhakali—more than one man. Like Kunti 
she is also described as an amorous lover in the Brahmavaivarta 
Purana (IV.115.73): Draupadi bhratripati ca pancanam kamini tatha. 
Dr. Nrisimha Prasad Bhaduri’ records an account narrated by 
Pandit Anantalal Thakur in which Duryodhana’s wife Bhanumati 
sneers at Draupadi asking how she manages five husbands, “kena 
vrittena Draupadi pandavan adhitishthas®. Draupadi swiftly 
responds that among her in-laws the number of husbands has 
always been rather excessive, “pativriddhi kule mama’—a right royal 
riposte that encompasses in a fell swoop her mother-in-law Kunti, 
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grandmothers-in-law Ambika and Ambalika (who are 
Bhanumati’s too) and great-grandmother-in-law Satyavati. The 
story shows how the popular memory has treasured Draupadi 
for her acute intelligence and forceful personality that took 
nothing lying down. Yet, hers is an immeasurably greater 
predicament compared to those women of her husbands’ family. 
Where theirs were momentary encounters, Draupadi has to live 
out her entire life parcelled out among five men within the 
sacrament of marriage.® She shares with Satyavati and Kunti an 
imperishable, ever-renewable virginity: 
‘The divine rishi, narrating this wondrous, 
miraculous and excellent event said, 
“Lovely-waisted and noble-minded indeed, 
she became virgin anew after each marriage” 
(I.197.14) 
Is there a link with the Vedic marital hymns where the bride is 
first offered to Soma, Gandharva and Agni and only then to the 
human bridegroom as her fourth husband? 
Somah prathamo vivide gandharvo vivida uttarah/ 
Tritiyo agnishte patisturiyaste manyushyajah// 
“Soma obtained her first of all; next the Gandharva was 
her lord. 
Agni was thy third husband: now one born of woman is_. 
thy fourth. 
Soma to the Gandharva, and to Agni the Gandharva 
gave: 
And Agni hath bestowed on me riches and sons and 
this my spouse.”® 
According to the Villipputtur’s Tamil version of the epic, 
Draupadi bathes in fire after each marriage, emerging chaste like 
the pole star.'"° This emergence from fire reinforces the kritya 
image. It also reminds us of Rider Haggard’s “She-who-must- 
be-obeyed”, renewing her youth by bathing in fire, an Anima 
archetype. She transforms herself into stone, like Ahalya, when 
touched by the demon Kempirnacuran by invoking her chastity 
in an act of truth.'’ She resembles Madhavi, ancestress of the 
Kurus, in retaining her virginity despite being many-husbanded.” 
Kunti herself describes Draupadi to Krishna as 
sarvadharmopacayinam’ (fosterer of all virtues), using the identical 
term by which Yayati describes his daughter Madhavi while 
bestowing her upon Galava.'* The conjunction of both 
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occurrences of this epithet in the same parva is surely deliberate 
on part of the seer-poet for drawing our attention to these 
correspondences. Madhavi regains virginity every time after 
giving birth to a son each to the kings Haryashva of Ayodhya, 
Divodasa of Varanasi and Ushinara of the North West and to the 
sage Vishvamitra. Even after this Yayati holds a bridegroom- 
choice ceremony for her, but at that point she chooses to retire 
to the forest and become an ascetic. Sharadandayani, whom 
Pandu mentions when persuading Kunti to have children by 
others, stood at night at crossroads and chose a passer-by from 
whom she had three sons. However, neither Madhavi nor 
Sharadandayani nor Kunti had to live out their lives adjusting 
repeatedly to a different husband from among five brothers at 
specified intervals, so that by turn she had to relate to each as 
elder or younger brother-in-law. Possibly the only comparison 
can be with two women Yudhishthira mentions, both non- 
Kshatriyas: Marisha-Varkshi mother of Daksha married to the 
ten Prachetas rishis and Jatila spouse of seven sages, of whose 
lives we know nothing else. 

A true “virgin”, Panchali has a mind of her very own. Both 
Krishna and Krishna appear for the first time together in the 
svayamvara sabha and make decisive interventions. It is Draupadi’s 
sudden and wholly unexpected refusal to accept Karna as a suitor 
(significantly, here Vyasa does not call her ‘Panchali’, the puppet) 
that alters the entire complexion of the assembly and, indeed, 
the course of the epic itself. The affront to Karna sows the seeds 
of the assault on her in the dice-game. It is her sakha-to-be, 
Krishna, who steps in to put an end to the skirmish between the 
furious kings and the disguised Pandavas. 

The Southern recension of the epic states that in an earlier 
birth as Nalayani (also named Indrasena) she was married to 
Maudgalya, an irascible sage afflicted with leprosy. She was so 
devoted to her abusive husband that when a finger of his dropped 
into their meal, she took it out and calmly ate the rice without 
revulsion. Pleased by this, Maudgalya offered her a boon. She 
asked him to make love to her in five lovely forms. As she was 
insatiable, Maudgalya got fed up and reverted to ascesis. When 
she remonstrated and insisted that he continue their love life, he 
cursed her to be reborn and have five husbands to satisfy her 
sexual craving. Thereupon she practised severe penance and 
pleased Shiva, obtaining the boon of regaining virginity after 
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being with each husband." According to the Brahmavatvarta 
Purana (Prakriti khanda, 14.54 and Krishna Janma khanda 116.22- 
23), she is the reincarnation of the shadow-Sita who was Vedavati 
reborn after molestation at Ravana’s hands, and would become 
the Lakshmi of the fourteen Mahendras in Svarga, of whom five 
incarnated as the Pandavas. Because she existed in the three yugas 
(in Satya as Vedavati, in Treta as shadow-Sita and in Dvapara as 
Draupadi), she is known as trihayani and being vaishnavi 
krishnabhakta is named “Krishna”. Draupadi’s astonishing 
intellectual acumen also has its roots in Vedavati, who was so 
named because the Vedas were ever present on the tip of her 
tongue (ibid.14.64): 

satatam murttimantashca vedashcatvar eva ca/ 

santi yasyashca jihvagre sa ca vedavati smrita// 

Significantly, this text states (14.57) that after the fire ordeal, 
the lovely and youthful shadow-Sita was advised by Rama and 
Agni to worship Shiva, While doing so, kamatura pativyagra 
prarthayanti punah punah, tormented by sexual desire and eager 
for a husband, she prayed again and again, asking the three- 
eyed god five times for a husband. 

As Draupadi replaces Kunti as the central female interest in 
the epic with the Sabha Parva, there appears to be a sudden decline 
in the status of women itself. This begins with her silent consent 
to the shocking dispensation of becoming the common wife of 
five brothers. Her father and brother protest, but she does not 
utter a word throughout the multiple exchanges between them, 
Kunti, Yudhishthira and Vyasa. This is significant because, 
immediately before this, she astonished everyone by publicly 
refusing to accept Karna as a suitor despite Drupada’s 
announcement that anyone passing the test would win her hand. 
The very first night in the potter’s hut sees mother-in-law and 
daughter-in-law paralleling each other in the manner in their 
sleeping postures. Kunti lies horizontally at the Pandavas’ heads, 
while Yajnaseni lays herself down similarly at their feet, silently. 
Does Vyasa’s story of her asking for many husbands in an earlier 
birth represent a psychological truth about Krishna the kanya?'® 

As women, both Kunti and Draupadi are singularly ill fated. 
Like her mother-in-law, Draupadi never enjoys possession of 
her first love. Kunti had chosen Pandu above all kings in the 
svayamvara ceremony and soon thereafter lost him to the 
voluptuous Madri. How deeply this pained her is voiced frankly 
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as she finds Pandu lying dead in her co-wife’s arms (I.125.23). 
Similarly, before Arjuna’s turn came to be with Draupadi, he 
chose exile. Her anguish at losing him to Ulupi, Chitrangada 
and Subhadra in succession is expressed with moving abhimana, 
hurt self-image: 
“Go son of Kunti, 
where she of the Satvatas is! 
A second knot loosens the first, 
however tightly re-tied.” (1.220.17) 

Later, the manner in which she is described by her husband 
Yudhishthira, as he stakes her like chattel at dice, wipes out her 
very individuality as a human being. We are reminded that when 
she emerged from the fire-altar she was called “Panchali”, 
“puppet”. The manner in which she is publicly humiliated bring 
home Naomi Wolf’s condemnation of masculine culture’s efforts 
to “punish the slut”, the sexually independent woman who crosses 
the ambiguous lakshmana-rekha separating “good” from “bad”.” 
Vimla Patil, editor of Femina, writes, “Most Indian women would 
agree that like this passionate heroine of the Mahabharata, 
millions of women are publicly humiliated and even raped as a 
punishment for challenging the male will or for ‘talking back’ at 
a man. Many men are known to use violence against wives merely 
because they ‘back-answer’!””” 

A telling example of this occurs in Kashiram Das’ early 18" 
century version of the epic in Bengali rhymed verse. During the 
forest exile, Draupadi prides herself on her fame as a sati 
exceeding that of any king. Krishna crushes her pride by creating 
an unseasonal mango that she craves for and has Arjuna pluck 
for her. Krishna warns that this is the only food of a terrible ascetic, 
whose anger will turn all of them into ashes, and that only if they 
confess their secret desires will the mango be re-fixed to its branch. 
The mango almost touches the tree as the brothers state what 
obsesses each of them, but falls down when Draupadi states that 
revenge is her sole desire. Arjuna threatens to kill her, and then 
she has to confess that having Karna as her sixth husband has 
been her secret wish. Bhima, her invariable rescuer, upbraids 
her unmercifully for her evil nature.'? Here we have evidence of 
a male backlash expressed through inventive myth-making. 

Just when we had least expected it, suddenly we find a 
complete reversal from meek passivity to an extraordinarily 
articulate and forceful expression of a personality that towers 
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above all the men in the royal court. Fire-altar-born Yajnaseni 
shocks everyone by challenging the Kuru elders’ very concept 
of dharma in a crisis where the modern woman would collapse 
in hysterics. Her questions show her to be intellectually far 
superior to all the courtiers. Instead of meekly obeying her 
husband’s summons, as expected from her conduct so far, she 
sends back a query that remains unanswered till the end of the 
epic: can a gambler, having lost himself, stake his wife at all? She 
has a brilliant mind, is utterly “one-in-herself” in Esther Harding’s 
phrase for the “virgin”, and does not hesitate to berate the Kuru 
elders for countenancing wickedness. As Karna directs her to be 
dragged away to the servants’ quarters, she cries out to her silent 
husbands. Finding no response, with quicksilver presence of mind 
she seizes upon a social ritual to wrest some moments of respite 
from pillaging hands. Her speech drips with sarcasm. The elders 
whom she ceremoniously salutes, deliberately using the word 
“duty,” have remained silent in the face of Vidura’s exhortation 
to do their duty and protect the royal daughter-in-law. 
Significantly, it is only Vikarna, a junior Kaurava, and a 
maidservant’s son Vidura who voice their outrage. Prof. Lal 
faithfully sticks to the original which says that it was Dharma 
(Vidura’s other name) who protected Draupadi when she was 
sought to be stripped. The miraculous intervention by Krishna 
is shown up as an interpolation in the Vana Parva where he states 
he was unable to prevent the disastrous dice-game being away 
fighting Shalva. Indeed, the very episode of stripping is never 
referred to by Draupadi herself in her numerous upbraidings 
nor by anyone else—not even by Bhima when killing Duhshasana. 
Let us attend to Draupadi’s choice of words: 

“One duty remains, which 

I must now do. Dragged 

by this mighty hero, 

I nearly forgot. I 

was so confused. 

Sirs, I bow to all of you, all my elders 

and superiors. Forgive me for 

not doing so earlier. 

It was not all my fault, 

gentlemen of the sabha.” (II.67.30) 

It is a “mighty hero” who is dragging into public view his 

single-cloth-clad menstruating sister-in-law by her hair. She has 
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“nearly forgot” her duty, while the elders are wholly oblivious of 
theirs, despite being reminded by a maidservant’s son. It is surely 
not her fault that she is being outraged, and certainly it is not she 
who is “so confused”, but rather the Kuru elders of whom 
Bhishma says, 

“Our elders, learned in dharma, 

Drona and others, sit 

Here with lowered eyes like dead men 

with life-breaths gone.” (II.69.20) 

Yajnaseni succeeds in winning back freedom for her enslaved 
husbands and Karna pays her a remarkable tribute, saying that 
none of the world’s renowned beautiful women had accomplished 
such a feat: like a boat she has rescued her husbands who were 
drowning in a sea of sorrows (II.72.1-3). Later, (Udyoga Parva 
29.41-42), Krishna reiterates her remarkable deed saying: 

“That day Krishna did a deed exceedingly pure and difficult. 

Herself and the Pandavas she lifted up 
as in a ship from the swell of the terrible sea.” 

With striking dignity, she refuses to take the third boon 
Dhritarashtra offers. For, with her husbands free and in possession 
of their weapons, she does not need a boon from anyone. 

The transformation of the jungle that was Khandavaprastha 
into Indraprastha is founded ona terrible holocaust of flora, fauna 
and human beings that reaps as fruits not only the wondrous 
Maya-sabha (that materialises not in a trice but takes fourteen 
months to build) but also an implacable pursuit of vengeance by 
Takshaka Naga culminating in the assassination of Arjuna’s 
grandson, Parikshit. This is also the occasion when the weapons 
that the heroes are renowned for are given to them: Arjuna’s 
Gandiva bow, Kapidhvaja chariot and Devadutta conch; Bhima’s 
club; Krishna’s discus and Kaumodaki mace. Khandavaprastha 
was the capital of Yayati, and it is here that the restoration of the 
descendants of his disinherited eldest son Yadu takes place when 
the Pandavas establish Krishna’s grandson Vajra in Indraprastha. 

In this parva, we are in the thick of political intrigue. Krishna 
uses the Pandavas to remove the greatest threat to his clan: 
Jarasandha of Magadha, clearing the way for Yudhishthira being 
crowned emperor. Then, in the coronation ceremony, he removes 
a rival clansman, Shishupala. The doomsday bell begins to toll 
with the insult to Duryodhana emanating from the magical 
assembly hall, where the Pandavas behave like the noveau-riche, 
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much in the manner of the “night-grown mushroom” Gaveston 
in Edward II’s court. The devastating reply to the thoughtless 
slight is tortuously prepared and delivered in the Kaurava Sabha 
in Hastinapura, repeating the earlier exile-gambit. Nothing 
prepares Krishna and the Pandavas for the catastrophic game of 
dice in which Yudhishthira’s greed (as he admits in the Vana 
Parva) for winning Hastinapura leads to Draupadi (significantly, 
called “Panchali” here, meaning “puppet”) being staked and lost. 
But this puppet breaks out of the assigned role and exposes the 
feet of clay of the colossi we presume the Kuru elders to be, 
putting a question that remains unanswered to the very end of 
the epic: has she been rightly won or not? 

It is Yudhishthira’s craving to be emperor that proves to be 
the apple of Eris, because of which he agrees to Krishna’s plan 
to kill Jarasandha, ignoring Narada’s warning that the Rajasuya 
sacrifice brings ruinous war in its wake. The warning of what is 
to come is heralded by Shishupala’s abusive assault on Krishna 
There is a chariot duel between Krishna and Shishupala 
(described by Dhritarashtra in the Udyoga Parva, and at length in 
Southern recensions of the Sabha Parva), and no miraculous 
decapitation as is popularly believed. This is accompanied by a 
host of ill omens, to which the Pandavas, drunk on their new- 
found wealth and status, remain blind. The deadly riposte this 
time is not a sugar-coated poison-pill like Varanavata, but full 
thirteen years of exile in the forests. One suspects that 
Yudhishthira secretly welcomes the forest exile, glad in his heart 
of hearts to be free from the burden of kingship. We find him ill 
at ease in the Sabha Parva and most himself in exile amid the 
sylvan surroundings of Vana Parva, which we look forward to in 
the P Lal transcreation. 


— Pradip Bhattacharya, IAS 

International HRD Fellow (Manchester) & 

Addl. Chief Secretary to the Govt. of W.B. 
Specialising in Indology and Comparative Mythology 


http://www.300.years.spb.mi/eng/3_spb_3.html?id=5 
2 A detailed examination of the entire Adi Parva transcreation is available 


in Pradip Bhattacharya, Themes and Structure in the Mahabharata: the Adi 
Parva (Dasgupta & Co., Calcutta). 
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A VERITABLE CORNUCOPIA 


Pradip Bhattacharya 
Be jp looe, 


The Mahabharata of Vyasa, Book Three. 
The Complete Vana Parva transcreated from Sanskrit 
by P. Lal, Rs. 1000, pp. 1560 
An Introduction to Vyasa’s Mahabharata by P. Lal, 
Rs. 100, pp. 83 
A Portfolio of Mahabharata Paintings 
with Introduction and Epilogue by P. Lal. 
Ks: 120) pp. 75 


The forest in Bharatavarsha is not just a savage jungle where man 
reverts to the bestial. On the other hand, the very fountainhead of 
our civilization lies here, its helmsmen being the seers and sages, a 
place where man lives in harmony with nature. We stumble across 
hermitages resonant with the chanting of mantras, fragrant with 
the smoke of yajnic fires, holy teerthas to purify oneself. Yet, it is a 
mysterious world peopled not just by the usual denizens. Suddenly 
the blood freezes, accosted by terrifying shape-shifting demons and 
pythons hissing human speech, enchanting lakes guarded by 
Yakshas and Rakshasas, deceptively pellucid waters on whose 
banks lie corpses. Here woman faces down immutable, inexorable 
Death itself. That is why Tagore saw in “tapovan”, the forest of 
ascesis, the very soul of Bharata. 

In Vyasa’s creation, the twelve years exile of the five brothers 
and their wife is not simply a period of inaction. It is an interval 
providing an opportunity for turning away from the external world 
and the extrovert personality to look within. The only one who 
does so is Yudhishthira, so ill at ease on a throne in a tumultuous 
capital city. He may well say with Andrew Marvell: 

Fair Quiet, have I found thee here, 

And Innocence thy sister dear? 
Mistaken long, I sought you then 

In busy companies of men... 
Meanwhile the mind from pleasure less 

Withdraws into its happiness)... 
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Annihilating all that’s made 
To a green thought in a green shade. 

More mature than when they suffered their first exile in the 
forest of Hidimba, anguished by the incidents in the royal court, 
Yudhishthira repeatedly seeks guidance from seers and sages, eager 
to reach that state of which the Rig Veda and the Svetashvatara 
Upanishad speak: 

Casting the body’s vest aside, 

My soul into the boughs does glide; 
There, like a bird, it sits and sings, 
Then whets and combs its silver wings, 
And, till prepared for longer flight, 
Waves in its plumes the various light. 

By the end of the Vana Parva, when he has satisfied the disguised 
Yaksha and won resurrection for his brothers, it seems that he 
may have approached it. 

However, the forest exile is not a blissful sylvan break for the 
Pandavas. At Yudhishthira’s command, they have to take up arms 
to rescue their tormentor Duryodhana from the Gandharvas. Twice 
Draupadi is abducted—once along with three of her husbands who 
are helpless till Bhima turns up—and then by Jayadratha. ‘Twice 
Draupadi inveigles Bhima into reckless confrontations with Yakshas 
and Rakshasas to satisfy her fancies. During their journey to meet 
Arjuna, Draupadi is first to collapse on the slopes of 
Gandhamadana, presaging the scene of the final departure, with 
the difference that her husbands rush to her rescue. Twice the story 
of Rama is brought before them: once to Bhima alone by Hanuman 
and then to Yudhishthira by Markandeya as an example of an 
exiled prince. Twice Bhima is taught the limits of his strength: once 
by his ancestor Nahusha-tumed-python and next by his stepbrother 
Hanuman. Death is confronted twice, and on both occasions he 
gives in to the integrity of the human being. Yudhishthira is 
groomed for his final confrontation with the deadly Dharma-crane 
through the questions Nahusha puts to him, the dialogue between 
Savitri and the lord of death, and the many stories that he hears 
from the sages, notably those of Rama-Sita and of Nala-Damayanti 
in which the themes of dicing, exile in the forest, battle and 
restoration are repeated. The exile itself is doubled for the audience: 
the story of Rama’s fourteen year exile is recounted as a parallel to 
the Pandavas’ thirteen year ordeal. 

The Vana Parva consists of eighteen chapters—a significant 
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number in this epic of eighteen books whose climax is the eighteen 
days war. Much of it is taken up by a description of pilgrimage 
spots—as many as 350 related by Pulastya (235), Dhaumya (53) 
and Lomasha (60) in over 2400 verses. Similar accounts are found 
later in the Shalya Parva (43 spots in 77 verses) and the Anushasana 
Parva (81 in 66 verses). The interesting point is that these are not 
just magically cleansing lakes or river-crossings. Pulastya, ancestor 
of the Rakshasas and Yakshas, clarifies that visiting them is of value 
only if the visitor has faith and is pure of heart. It is here that for 
the first time we find a deliberate attempt to describe pilgrimage as 
an institution which became a feature of the Puranas. These 
descriptions came to dominate Indian cultural geography, covering 
practically the entire country with the idea that encouraging people 
to visit these in a circuit would foster cultural mingling and unity. 
Tagore points out that through the rivers the consciousness of the 
receptive human being touches the Supreme Consciousness, 
cleansing him of the layer of illusion. 

The first chapter begins with the hermit Shaunaka (again a 
parallel to the sage to whom Sauti narrates the epic) reading the 
Pandavas a lesson in desire being the root of all misery, which 
reiterates the realisations of Yayati in the Adi Parva. He also provides 
Yudhishthira the core teaching of Karma Yoga by sayimg that the 
message of the Vedas is to do karma, but renounce its fruit; perform 
dharma, but take no pride in doing so. 

In the second chapter, where Krishna visits the Pandavas, we 
find him explaining his absence. This is the first clue that his 
miraculous rescuing of Draupadi from being stripped is a later 
interpolation. When Draupadi upbraids Krishna, her “grief-rich 
tears” drenching “her heavy, round, lovely breasts”, she does not 
refer to the attempted disrobing, only to being dragged while 
menstruating but specifically mentions being mocked by Karna. 
The transcreation captures the anguish in simple words flying 
straight to the mark: 

“Husbands, sons. Relatives, brothers, father, 
I have no one. No one. No one. 

Not even you, Madhusudana-Krishna... 
Keshava, Krishna, 

There are four reasons you must help me. 
Am I not related to you? 

Don’t you respect me as a woman? 

Am I not your loved-and-loving sakhi? 
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. Haven’t you vowed to protect me?” 

How true the first two lines are about her situation at the 
end of the war! In response, Krishna makes his famous vow in 
words that echo those of Devavrata making his “Bhishma” vow: 

“You will be rani of rajas! 
The skies will fall, 
The Himalayas shatter, 
The earth split in two, 
The ocean’s waters dry up— 
But what I promise you, Krishna-Draupadi, 
Will not fail to happen.” 
In the process, ironically, he dooms himself and his entire clan. 

The Parva provides a veritable cliff-hanger with its account of 
Karna deliberately giving away his impenetrable armour and 
celestial earrings for the sake of fame. This account also provides 
one of the several accounts of his birth, with a detailed narration 
of how Surya browbeat the adolescent Kunti into giving in to his 
demands. There is an interesting hint here of a shared identity 
between Durvasa and Surya, both described as being 
madhupingala in complexion. 

In Puranic accounts, Shri leaves the demons and goes over to 
the gods to become Indra’s “good fortune and prosperity”. 
Draupadi’s insistence on accompanying the Pandavas into exile 
is, therefore, doubly significant: their Shri has not abandoned them. 
Throughout the exile she constantly badgers Yudhishthira, 
desperately and tirelessly labouring to arouse in him a desire to 
win back what she symbolises and which he has gambled away. 
When Jatasura abducts Draupadi along with the twins and 
Yudhishthira, her eldest husband’s warning to the Rakshasa 
contains a significant revelation of her destructiveness: 

“In touching this woman you have drunk a jar of well- 
stirred poison.” (III.157.26) 

While she is like a boat to her husbands, saving them from 
drowning in the sea of distress, to the wicked she is death itself. 
Throughout the thirteen years of exile she never allows her 
husbands and her sakha to forget how she was outraged and they 
were cheated of their kingdom. The marital relationship between 
Draupadi and the Pandavas is constantly that of a mahout goading 
an elephant into the fray. Krishna’s urging Yudhishthira in the 
forest that karma and individual enterprise, purushartha, are 
indispensable to preserve society and one’s integrity anticipates 
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her sakha Krishna’s discourse to Arjuna on the battlefield. Shé is 
the only one among the Pandavas and Kauravas who assumes the 
atheistic stance in a violent outburst, exclaiming (III.30.23, III.32) 
that creatures are like wooden dolls (darumayi yosha) in the hands 
of a whimsical creator, recalling the significance of her own name 
Panchali, anticipating King Lear’s heart-wrenching “As flies to 
wanton boys are we to the gods/They kill us for their sport” and 
Hardy’s “the President of the Immortals had ended his sport with 
Tess.” This is part of the political science she learned, listening to a 
learned Brahmin discoursing to her father and brothers (III.30.60- 
61). It calls forth Yudhishthira’s plea to abandon such nastika heresy 
She gives this back in full measure after the war when he wishes to 
become a hermit, by saying that were his brothers not equally crazy, 
they would have tied him up as an atheist and ruled the kingdom 
themselves (XII.14.33). The complete account of income and 
expenditure of her husbands was in her grasp and she alone knew 
the extent of their wealth. She kept track of what each of the many 
maidservants attending on her husband was doing. It is she who 
used to make all the arrangements for Yudhishthira’s tours, keeping 
count of the large retinue of horses and elephants and their 
quartering, laying aside her own comfort (III.233.458). 

Another piquant passage is the conversation between 
Satyabhama and Draupadi. Krishna’s favourite wife is insecure and 
worried stiff over how to keep his interest active. Draupadi gives 
her a long lecture on wifely duties, which has the marks of a later 
interpolation all over it. However, it has some very interesting 
insights such as that she took care never to complain about her 
mother-in-law, whatever the aggravation; never rivalled her in 
ornaments, dress and even the food taken. The healthy respect the 
Pandavas had for her has been well brought out in Rajshekhar 
Basu’s delightful take-off “Panchali — beloved of the five”’. 

We come across interesting insights such as the duel between 
Bhima and the Rakshasa Kirmira being compared to Vali and 
Sugriva clashing over a woman. In the Rama-Katha that follows 
later, Vali suspects that Tara is dissuading him from responding to 
Sugriva’s challenge because she favours him. Valmiki’s epic is 
innocent of this hint, which was part of the older tradition. The 
Rama-Katha has many other interesting differences from the 
Ramayana, such as Manthara being the gandharvi Dundubhi sent 
by Brahma to be reborn for bringing about Rama’s exile, Sita being 
consoled by a Rakshasa named Avindhya who is richly rewarded 
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by Rama. Lakshmana is seen, in a dream, on a heap of bones 
licking boiled milk and honey rice—precisely the image applied 
by Karna to Yudhishthira in his discourse with Krishna in the 
Udyoga Parva. There is no burning of Lanka by Hanuman, nor 
does he carry Rama’s signet ring to Sita and no fire-ordeal. The 
story ends with the return to Ayodhya. 

Besides these major kathas, there are shorter stories about 
Agastya’s feats, Rishyashringa (again a link with the Ramayana), 
thousand-armed Kartavirya Arjuna, Mandhata, Dhundhumara, 
the hair-raising account of Somaka sacrificing his only son Jantu 
to beget a hundred sons, the self-sacrificing generosity of Shibi, 
Ashtavakra, the unusual story of Yavakrita which Girish Karnad 
turned into a remarkable play Agnivarsha, Chyavana-Sukanya and 
Parikshit-Sushobhana the heartbreaker frog-princess (both turned 
into wonderful love stories by Subodh Ghose’), the peculiar story 
of Indradyumna’s search for someone who remembers him, the 
birth and victory of Skanda that inspired Kumarasambhava. There 
are some unusually ‘subaltern’ didactic stories that show the 
superiority of dedication to duty over asceticism (the devoted wife, 
the righteous butcher, the householder Brahmin Mudgala). 

The climax of the Parva comes in the questioning of 
Yudhishthira by the Yaksha, where the depth of the Pandava’s 
wisdom is plumbed and not found wanting. It his dedication to 
anrishamsyam, non-injury, that wins him the favour. That is when 
he is found fit to regain his kingdom in future and given the boon 
of not being recognised in disguise during the incognito exile 
period. The interaction contains some gems of insight that 
encapsulate in just a shloka the most profound truths of existence; 
such as: 

“That man is happy who, 

Nor in debt and not in a foreign land, 

In his own home, in the fifth or sixth part of the day, 
Cooks a vegetarian meal_and eats it. 

Every day creatures die. They go to the realm of Yama 
Yet everyone thinks he will live for ever. 

What is more wonderful than this?” 

This is also where the famous epigram, “Dharma violated 
destroys; Dharma cherished protects” is spoken by Yudhishthira. 

The transcreation is all through extremely reader-friendly, in 
rhythmic free verse. There are few errors, one of which is in the 
Rama- Katha where in a dream (280.71) Sita is said to be proceeding 
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south, the deathly direction, whereas the original has “north”. 
The volume is enriched with 123 facsimile reproductions showing 
the extensive revisions and note made by Prof. Lal to his original 
version for his weekly readings that began in October 1999. 4 
pages of errata to the Adi and Sabha parva volumes are added. 

The Introduction to the Mahabharata is a reproduction of what 
introduced the single volume condensation of the epic published 
in 1980 that remains unparalleled in English for its masterly 
selection of material and is the only one that effortlessly shifts to 
poetry where necessary. It is Dr. Lal who first called it “the 
Doomsday Epic” and this introduction shows why the epithet is 
deserved. Besides the hard-core narrative, there are excellent 
thumbnail sketches of the major characters concentrating on the 
psychological mainsprings of action, and an insightful section on 
the message of the epic which contains a superb retelling of the 
Kalpataru parable. His conclusion is that the meaning of life lies 
in compassion, without which you end up with doomsday. It ends 
with a valuable discourse on the challenges of translating Vyasa. 

The portfolio of Mahabharata paintings makes available 
paintings from Ramananda Chatterjee’s edition of Kashiram Das’ 
version of the epic in Bangla verse. Most artists belong to the 
Bengal Renaissance school, but there is Ravi Varma as well and 
some miniatures. One Ravi Varma painting depicts Simhika 
leading Draupadi—an incident known in the South but absent in 
Vyasa. In addition to these, the book provides the text of Padma 
Shri Prof. Lal’s brilliant valedictory address to Sahitya Akademi’s 
1990 international seminar on the Mahabharata. To read it is to 
realise the profundity of insights hidden in the simplest of stories— 
Prof. Lal takes up four—some of which travelled all the way to the 
West to become famous as “Barlaam and Josaphat”, the tale of 
the man in the well. A veritable cornucopia indeed! 


' Parashuram’s “Panchapriya Panchali”, translated into English by Major 
General S.K. Sen, VSM in Puranic Tales for Cynical People (Indialog, New 
Delhi, 2005) 
* Pradip Bhattacharya: Love Stories from the Mahabharata (Indialog, New 
Delhi, 2005). 


This review-article appeared in 
The Statesman, Kolkata, 6 August 2006. 
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A CHECKLIST OF HIS BOOKS 
Available from: 

WRITERS WORKSHOP 

162/92 Lake Gardens Kolkata 700 045 India 
Phone: 2417 4325, 2417 2683, 3095 9727 
Fax: 2417 2683 

E-mail: profsky@cal.vsnl.net.in 

Website: www.writersworkshopkolkata.com 


POETRY 
ae 
The Parrot’s Death and other poems 
(HB Rs 60 FB Rs 30) 1960 
Love’s the First & other poems 
(HBRs 60 FBRs 30) 1962 
“Change!” They Said & other poems 
(HB Rs 60 FB Rs 30) 1966 
Draupadi and Jayadratha and other poems 
(HB Rs 60 FB Rs 30) 1967 
Yakshi from Didarganj and other poems 
(HB Rs 60 FB Rs 30) 1969 
The Man of Dharma and the Rasa of Silence 
(HB Rs 60 FB Rs 30) 1974 
The Collected Poems of P. Lal 
(HB Rs 200 FB Rs 100) 1977 
Calcutta: A Long Poem 
(HB Rs 60 FB Rs 30) 1978 


LITERARY CRITICISM / BELLES-LETTRES 
eGL-4 
The Concept of an Indian Literature 
(HB Rs 100 FB Rs 80) 1968 
Shakespeare’s Merchant of Venice 
(Atma Ram & Sons, New Delhi) 
The Art of the Essay 
(Atma Ram & Sons, New Delhi) 
Transcreation: Seven Essays 
(HB Rs100 FB Rs 50) 1972 
The Lemon Tree of Modern Sex: Essays 
(HB Rs 120 FB Rs 60) 1974 
The Epistles of David-Kaka to Plalm’n 
(HB Rs150 FB Rs 80) 1977 
The Alien Insiders :Indian Writing in English 
(HB Rs150 FB Rs120) 1987 
Thirty-three Essaettes 
(HB Rs 90 FB Rs 60) 1987 


Personalities (HB Rs 100 FB Rs 80) 1987, 2006 (Reprint) 
The Tyranny of Irony 
(HB Rs 120 FB Rs 90) 1990 
Indian Influences on English, American 
& European Literature (HB Rs 100 FB Rs 60) 2001 
Views & Reviews: Literary Essays 
(HB Rs 120 FB Rs 90) 2005 
A Tribute to Utpal Dutt 
(HB Rs 60 FB Rs 40) 2004 
Trimurti: Hesse-Nag-Rolland 
(HB Rs 100 FB Rs 80) 2005 
An Introduction to Vyasa’s Mahabharata 
(HB Rs 100 FB Rs 60) 2004 


TRANSCREATION / TRANSLATION 


Vis, 
Premchand’s Godan (with Jai Ratan) 
(Jaico Books, Mumbai) 
Rehbar: Premchand: His Life and Art 


(Atma Ram & Sons, New Delhi) 
The Golden Womb of the Sun 
(HB Rs 60 FB Rs 30) 1965 
Great Sanskrit Plays in Modern Translation 
(New Directions, New York) 
(HB Rs 500) (7th ed., 1980) 1964 
The Bhagavad-Gita (bi-lingual edition) 
(HB Rs 100 FB Rs 50) 1965 
Sanskrit Love Lyrics 
(HB Rs 60 FB Rs 30) 1966 
Some Sanskrit Poems 
(HB Rs 60 FB Rs 30) 1967 
The Dhammapada (Farrar, Straus & Giroux) 
(HB Rs 150) 1967 
Jap-Ji (two volumes) 
(HB Rs 60 FB Rs 30) 1967 
Isa Upanisad 
(HB Rs 60 FB Rs 30) 1967 


The Farce of the Drunk Monk (play) 
(HB Rs 60 FB Rs 30)1968 
Mahanarayana Upanisad 
(HB Rs 150 FB Rs50) 1969 

Avyakta Upanisad 
(HB Rs 60 FB Rs 30) 1969 
Mirza Ghalib: Love Poems 
(HB Rs 50 FB Rs 30) 1971 
Tagore’s Last Poems (with Shyamasree Devi) 
(HB Rs 40 FB Rs 20)1972 
Where To, Tarapada-babu? (with Shyamasree Devi) 
(HB Rs 60 FB Rs 30) 1974 
Brhadaranyaka Upanisad 
(HB Rs 60 FB Rs 30) 1974 
The Mahabharata of Vyasa condensed (Vikas) 
(HB Rs 50) 1980 
The Ramayana of Valmiki condensed (Vikas) 
(HB Rs 50) 1981 
Kalidasa’s Vikrama & Urvasi 
(HB Rs 100 FB Rs 50) 1985 
A Premchand Dozen (with Nandini Nopany) 
(Vikas, New Delhi) 1986 
Bharatiya Nari : Hindi Women’s Stories 
(with Nandini Nopany) 
(HB Rs 90 FB Rs 60) 1987 
G. D. Birla’s Bapu 
(HB Rs 50 FB Rs 30) (1982) 
Shivaji Sawant’s The Death Conqueror 
(with Nandini Nopany) 
(HB Rs 600 )1989 

The Complete Mahabharata of Vyasa 

(HB Rs 100 each volume) 
(continuing: 320 volumes available till July 2005) 

The Vedic Hindu Marriage Ceremony 

(HB Rs 80 FB Rs 40) 1998 
Kena Upanisad 
(HB Rs 40 FB Rs 30) 1998 


Katha Upanisad 
(HB Rs 60 FB Rs 30) 1998 
The Mandukya Upanisad 
(HB Rs 60 FB Rs 40) 1998 
Mundaka Upanisad 
(HB Rs 80 FB Rs 40) 1998 
Paramahamsa Upanisad 
(HB Rs 40 FB Rs 30) 1998 
Amrtabindu Upanisad 
(HB Rs 60 FB Rs 40) 1998 
Atman Upanisad 
(HB Rs 40 FB Rs 30) 1998 
Sarva Upanisad 
(HB Rs 50 FB Rs 40) 1998 
Brahman Upanisad 
(HB Rs 80 FB Rs 50) 1998 
Aruneyi Upanisad 
(HB Rs 40 FB Rs 30) 1998 
Kaivalya Upanisad 
- (HB Rs 60 FB Rs 40) 1998 
Svetasvatara Upanisad 
(HB Rs 80 FB Rs 50) 1998 
Aitareya Upanisad 
(HB Rs 50 FB Rs 30) 1998 
‘Teja-bindu Upanisad 
(HB Rs 50 FB Rs 30) 1998 
Prasna Upanisad 
(HB Rs 50 FB Rs 30) 1998 
Chandogya Upanisad 
(HB Rs 300 FB Rs 100) 2000 
‘Taittiriya Upanisad 
(HB Rs 80 FB Rs 50) 2000 


The Bhagavata Purana (Book X : 2 volumes) 
(45 original folk pats in each volume) 
(Transcreated with Nandini Nopany) 


(HB Rs 5000 each) 1999-2000 
Myths & Legends of India 
(Folio Society, London) 2001 


(by William Radice; Mahabharata section by P. Lal) 


ANTHOLOGY 


a 


Corylande (poetry, edited with Romen Mookerjee) 
1949 (for private circulation) 
Modern Indo-Anglian Poetry (with K. R. Rao) 
(Kavita, N. Delhi) 1957 
Modern Indian Poetry in English: 
An Anthology & a Credo 
(HB Rs 750 FB Rs 450)1958 
T. S. Eliot : Homage from India 
(HB Rs 200 FB Rs 50)1965 
The First WW Story Anthology 
(HB Rs 120 FB Rs 90) 1997 
The First WW Literary Reader 
(HB Rs 120 FB Rs 90) 1972 
The Second WW Literary Reader 
(HB Rs 120 FB Rs 90)1973 
David McCutchion: Shraddhanjali 
(HB Rs 200 FB Rs 100) 1978 
The Xaverian Literary Treasury ( 3 volumes) 
(HB Rs 600 each)1981 
Vyasa’s Mahabharata: Creative Insights 
(Volumes 1 & 2) (HB Rs 500 each) 1992 & 1995 
Lessons on Lessons 
(HB Rs 200 FB Rs 100) 2002 
A Portfolio of Mahabharata Paintings 
(HB Rs 120 FB Rs 80) 2001 
English Poetry with Indian Influences 
(for private distribution) 2004 


5 CHILDREN’S STORIES (& 1 FOR GROWN-UPS) 
o> 
The Saffron Cat 
(HB Rs 40 FB Rs 30) 1997 
The Four Riddles 
(HB Rs 50 FB Rs 30) 1997 
The Koel & the Cotton Tree 
(HB Rs 40 FB Rs 30) 1997 


The Four Sights 
(HB Rs 40 FB Rs 30) 1997 
The Magic Mango Tree 
(HB Rs 40 FB Rs 30) 1997 
Stories 


(HB Rs 80 FB Rs 50) 1996 


FESTSCHRIFT VOLUME & CRITICAL STUDIES 


ze 
S. Mokashi-Punekar: P. Lal: An Appreciation 
(HB Rs 100 FB Rs 80) 1997 
P. N. Shastri : The Short Prose of P. Lal 
(HB Rs 150 FB Rs 60) 1997 
Be Vocal In Times of Beauty: 
Tributes to P. Lal at 70 
(ed. C. V. Venugopal) 
(HB Rs 200 FB Rs 100)2000 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY 
a7 
Lessons (2nd revised and enlarged ed. 2002) 
(HB Rs 200 FB Rs 100)1989 


BIBLIOGRAPHY 
GL 
An Annotated Mahabharata Bibliography 
(HB Rs 120 FB Rs 90)1967 


WRITERS Worystor— A Creky by Peg 


Glory be to Mahakala. It is now 2006. I am three score and eighteen. Time for some home truths. 
Because WRITERS WORKSHOP has close to 3200 separate titles in its checklist (published over 48 years 
1958-2006), and because it has averaged around 100 titles each year since 1995, there is a 
misconception that it is an Indian publishing leviathan. (No other publisher in India has that many 
titles on its annual list.) The truth is much less awesome. WRITERS WORKSHOP has no office; it operates 
from my residence, from the living-room and a multi-purpose bedroom. It has no secretary; my 
“secretary” is a three-tiered Godrej filing cabinet. It has no editor, no “readers” to inspect, evaluate 
and OK typescripts; I do all three tasks. It has no proofreader; I perform the nitty-gritty of deleting, 
accreting and correcting. It has no “assistant” to acknowledge or follow up letters; I do all that too. 
It has no typewriter; I reply in longhand. (From 2004, kowtowing to the hi-tech convenience, I 
sometimes seck help from my computer-sawvy grand-daughter Shuktara to e-mail replies to insistent 
and urgent enquiries for WW information.) It has no retail or wholesale distribution “outlet”; there 
is only a cubby-hole of a kiosk at my residence (8 feet x 4 feet roughly) called the Book Nook, where 
a dedicated young assistant attends to intermittent sales of WW books. This Lake Gardens kiosk 
opened in 1998, 40 years after WW’s inception. 

How then has WW survived? Without plush foundations to back it, without advertisement, 
without large-hearted patrons? Initially, by the skin of our teeth (1958-1964). Then (1965-1990) by 
my visits to hard currency lands, specially Great Britain, the USA and Australia on lecture assignments 
and visiting professorships on two dozen or so occasions, and pumping the shekels thus earned to 
keep alive a gasping ideal. 

Alternative publishing is desperately needed wherever commercial publication rules. WW is not 
a professional publishing house. It does not print well-known names; it makes names known and 
well known, and then leaves them in the loving clutches of the so-called “free” market (which can 
be and is very cut-throat and very expensive). It is not sad, it is obnoxious, to plead, as publishers do, 
“J will not publish poetry because it does not sell.” Most English book publishing today in boom- 
time India and outside is book-dumping. There is a nexus between high-profile PR-conscious book 
publishers, semi-literate booksellers, moribund public and state libraries, poorly informed and 
nepotistic underlings in charge of book review pages and supplements of most national newspapers 
and magazines, and biased bulk purchases of near worthless books by bureaucratic institutions set 
up-believe it or not!-to inform, educate and elevate the reading public. 

Because WW goes in for serious creative writing, and because there is no satisfactory distribution 
network for such writing, its terms of publication are unique. I must be the only publisher in the 
world who knows when and where every book is sold; I have the name and address of every buyer 
of a WW book. Upon my acceptance of a typescript, an agreement form is sent to the writer. All 
copyright remains with the writer. Poetry appears in 350 copies; prose in 500. Ten per cent (35 
copies of the poetry book, 50 of the prose) is given in lieu of royalty. The writer is also expected to 
make an advance purchase of 100 copies of his or her book, for sale or distribution as he or she 
pleases. Printing is done in Calcutta hand-operated presses, situated in the residences of their owners. 
The whole process is a cottage industry style low-key entrepreneurship, in the belief that small is not 
only beautiful but viable as well. Vanity and sponsored publishing? Yes, I am humanly vain about it 
and I do sponsor what I think is good writing. If any lover of literature will offer to subsidise, with no 
strings attached, striking new work by talented Indian poets, fiction-writers and belles-lettrists, please 
get in touch with me. The gesture will be acknowledged, appreciated, accepted, and implemented. 
Such Good Samaritan generosities, not market forces, are at the root of civilised and significant 

ublishing the world over. 
/ For bea information, browse in the WW IndEngLit Website: whl MEENA shop. com 
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